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1

TREVOR

The warrior raised his battered and bloody sword.

Trevor was just turning thirteen, but even though his chin trembled, he looked the bearded bandit in the eye and shouted, “You can kill me, but you’ll never rule this land!”

He grasped the enormous ruby from the center of the golden dragon’s breast. Before the swordsman could swing, Trevor threw the jewel into the pool of orange lava below.

“CUT!”

The camera rolled back on its tracks and the boom microphones flew up and away with the wave of nearly unseen poles. The stage quickly buzzed to life with people: gaffers, artists, best boys, interns, grips, production assistants, audio technicians, and costumers. Two assistants relieved the Mongol warrior of his helmet and sword, and he clanked off in the rest of his armor toward his dressing room.

“That’s a wrap for the day!” Pierce Everette, the director, shouted before he slipped up alongside Trevor. “Beautiful. You were beautiful.”

Trevor didn’t want to be beautiful, but he knew the director didn’t mean it quite that way and he didn’t stop to argue; it was his birthday, and his mother had promised him a big surprise. He thanked the director while the costume people buzzed around him, removing his armor, sword, and a small knife. Then he retreated to his own dressing room to get cleaned up and into some jeans and a T-shirt. Gabriel, Trevor’s personal assistant, stood in the corner. Gabriel was tall and thin with short blond hair plastered to his head so that it looked the same no matter what the wind or weather. He wore a tailored gray suit and a face like he’d eaten a lemon. Trevor ignored him.

There was a knock, and McKenna Steele slipped inside. She had hair as black as a crow’s wing. Her green eyes looked like glittering jewels in her pretty face and could only be outshone by her smile. She was tall for a girl, and thin, but she moved like a willow branch in a light breeze.

“I’m changing, McKenna, jeez,” Trevor said.

“Cut it out. You wanna play Halo Reach?”

Trevor liked McKenna, maybe not in the way she liked him, but he still liked her. His mom encouraged him to spend time with her, saying there weren’t a lot of kids his age who understood what it was like to be a star. McKenna certainly understood that. Although her family wasn’t in the business and they weren’t as rich as Trevor’s, she was on the cover of the teen magazines even more often than he was, and that was saying something.

“My mom’s got some surprise for me,” Trevor said. “I’ve got to get home.”

“Oh yeah, happy birthday to you.”

“Don’t sulk. Tomorrow.”

“You always say that, but you never play Halo,” McKenna teased. “I think you’re afraid I’ll beat you.”

“Of course you’ll beat me.” Trevor glanced in the mirror to be sure all the makeup was gone. “I don’t play it enough to beat you, but maybe tomorrow.”

“Well, happy birthday for real, then.” McKenna kissed his cheek, leaving.

Trevor blushed, but waited until she was gone before he brushed it off. Then he headed out himself, Gabriel following three steps behind until Trevor told him he had everything he needed and that he’d see him tomorrow.

A long limousine waited on the lot just outside the studio’s airplane hangar door. The director’s cousins from Cincinnati stood in a tight cluster—the ten- and thirteen-year-old girls giggling and jumping up and down, asking if they could take a picture. Trevor forced a smile and let them crowd around him. He signed a slew of eight-by-ten glossy face shots, then slipped into the long, dark car for the seven-minute ride home, happy to be alone with Dolph, the silent driver, and the dog, Wolf.

Most people freaked out when they saw Wolf, a hundred-pound German shepherd. The dog was something his mother insisted on. While Wolf could be ferocious, Trevor knew the animal was highly trained and wouldn’t hurt anyone unless Dolph told him to. But just the sight of the dog kept the crazy grown-ups with cameras—the paparazzi—from swarming too close to him.

At home, Thomas, the butler, opened the front door. Behind him stood a fourteen-foot white marble statue of some Greek god. A bird flew in through the front door with Trevor. The butler gasped and followed it with his eyes as it rose up toward the domed ceiling to chirp among the painted angels and clouds, dropping a mess directly onto the head of the Greek god with a soft spatter.

“Birds!” Thomas spoke through his teeth, and Trevor stifled a laugh.

He circled the statue, then plunged through the house looking for his mother. He found her sitting in the breakfast nook that overlooked the rose garden, texting someone on her phone. Her eyes scanned the message until she saw him and focused. “How was the shoot?”

“Good. He said ‘beautiful.’ I don’t care.” Trevor spoke fast. If his mom said he’d love his birthday present, he knew he would. She wasn’t given to overexaggerating. “What’s my surprise?”

She fired off one more text, then cleared her throat.
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SAM

The Ferrari fooled people.

No one would ever imagine that the people who rode in a car like that would live in an old trailer next to the dump.

The stink of the county landfill outdid any smell Sam could describe. It sat, like an unwanted guest, not in his nose, but in the back of his throat. It left a taste that stayed with Sam the entire long bus ride to school. In the summertime, though, with school out, Sam got no relief unless he went on his father’s endless pitch meetings with film studios, production companies, and talent agencies. So, to escape the awful taste, Sam got up with his father, and the sun, leaving their broken trailer in a cloud of brown dust.

The fancy-looking car shone bright red and growled down the 110 Freeway as they passed Dodger Stadium. At a light on Wilshire, the engine began to clunk. Sam looked at his dad with disapproval.

“Not again,” Sam said.

“It’s a delicate machine,” his father replied.

“Shouldn’t you sell this thing, Dad? We could move into one of those condos by the design school. They have a pool.”

“A bed, a shower, a kitchen, a good pipe, and a desk,” his father said with a practiced smile, “that’s all you need. A Ferrari makes an impression, Son, and I’m in the business of impressions.”

“You’re a writer, Dad,” Sam said, “and a teacher. Writer first.”

His father patted the script that he’d inserted between his seat and the stick shift. Typed in big, bold letters were the words: “Dark Cellar by Randall Palomaki.”

“Writers in the business have to look the part, and when I sell Dark Cellar, we’ll get a house in West Hollywood where you can see forever. And a pool. Son, when your mother died, I made myself a promise. I was going to go for the gold. You understand? You don’t remember Sandusky, Ohio—you were too young—but when we left, we left for good, and I will never look back.”

Sam said no more, but he couldn’t help sneaking a look at his father as they lurched into Paramount Studios. The guard gave them instructions where to park. Sam felt embarrassed for his father when he saw the guard smirking at the Ferrari as it sputtered away trailing a plume of blue smoke.

Sam’s father parked, got out, and patted the hood of the car. “Temperamental, but a timeless symbol of success. You want to be a player in this town? You gotta look like a player.”

He tugged at the cuffs of his shirt, straightening the links and smoothing the sleeves of his only suit.

Sam’s dad taught seventh-grade English in a poor district of LA, but looking like a middle school teacher was no way to sell a screenplay. To sell a screenplay, his dad had told him time and again, you have to look like you know how to play the game of life, and win. So, he had spent every cent he could possibly spare on the expensive dark suit that matched his eyes, a pair of slightly used five-hundred-dollar shoes, and a car worth twice as much as their home—a car he polished to a shine the night before even the most low-level meeting.

To Sam, pitch meetings were like pennies. If you had enough of them, they could probably add up to something, but each one held so little value that it was hard to get excited about. Still, Sam’s dad plowed on, writing and rewriting script after script, determined to create the next great horror flick. Since he could remember, Sam had heard the same optimistic exclamation hundreds, if not thousands, of times: “This is it! This guy gets it. He believes in this script. We’re going to get a deal, the green light, any day now. Any day.”

So far, the deal hadn’t come, but the pitch meetings continued, and his dad swore Dark Cellar was the ticket.

Maybe a better comparison would be a lottery ticket, Sam thought. Very unlikely to pay off, but if one ever did, it would be some kind of payday.

“Sam.” His father stopped short and pointed at a small sign posted on a battered metal door.
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“So?” Sam said. He raised a copy of The Count of Monte Cristo to show his dad that he had plenty to keep him busy without being a face in the crowd on some movie set. The nice thing about the studios was that they all had benches parked under shady trees spread across their lots. Sam could get a lot of reading in while his father pitched scripts.

“So, you,” his dad said. “I’ll be in town every day this summer anyway with pitch meetings for Dark Cellar. You could make a few extra bucks.”

“I’ve got baseball, too, Dad.”

“Not till after dinner. Sam, think of the opportunity. When I do this deal, I want you to have a role in it. If you have some experience, it’ll only make it easier to convince the director.”

Sam studied his father’s thin face, the short, wiry orange hair and matching mustache and the freckles that went from his face all the way down his neck. Given Sam’s milky white skin and long, straight, hayblond hair, no one ever confused them for father and son. “Can I use some of the money to buy that new Nike mitt? I think it’ll make it easier for me to snag those line drives.”

“That’s the spirit!” his father said. “You go up and get the papers. When I’m done, I’ll stop back by and sign whatever I have to. Sound good?”

“I’ll be here,” Sam said, and he swung open the door as his dad hurried off.

Beginning to climb the metal flight of stairs, Sam saw two people coming down. One had a face Sam recognized from television, and the actor’s name was on the tip of his tongue, a tall cowboy with a gray beard. The second person was a woman with black plastic glasses, a sharp nose, and bright red hair. There was barely room for them to pass each other because the woman was wide and didn’t try to move aside.

Sam leaned into the railing, but as they went by, he slipped and stepped on her foot. The woman tumbled down the last three steps, landed square on her big butt, and let fly a thunderclap fart. Her face went as red as her hair. The cowboy tried not to laugh, but Sam couldn’t help himself.

“Why, you little brat!” The woman’s voice echoed through the stairwell and Sam hurried away, pressing a fist against his mouth to muffle his laughter.

As the door swung closed behind him, Sam heard her say, “You’ll get yours, you clumsy little fool.”

Sam found the line of applicants. It stretched down an entire hallway. He got into it, still chuckling to himself and thinking how glad he was that he’d never see the woman again. When his turn finally came, Sam put on a serious face and stepped in front of a camera to have his picture taken. He gave his height, weight, and name before being handed an application and pointed toward a cluster of tables. Sam filled out the paperwork with the exception of his father’s signature, then opened The Count of Monte Cristo. He figured his dad would show up soon.

He was reading when a man in a suit and tie came out from the back and shouted, “Sam Palomaki? Is Sam Palomaki here?”

Sam stood up and raised his hand while everyone stared.

“Why don’t we have your application?” the man asked, obviously annoyed. “You had your picture taken.”

Before Sam could answer, the man said, “Come with me.”

Sam grabbed his application and held it up, hoping he could make everything okay, but the man didn’t look back. Sam followed him through a doorway in the back of the room and down another hallway, feeling certain he’d spoiled any chance for becoming an extra and making the money for that mitt, and wondering if it all had anything to do with the farting woman who had been so angry.

They passed by a secretary, and the man pushed open the door to a corner office looking out over the lot. “Here. Sit down.”

Sam sat down in a chair facing the polished desk, still holding the application.

The man squinted at the application, then at Sam. “Don’t you know why you’re here?”
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TREVOR

“You wanted to play baseball, right?”

Trevor nodded.

“And that’s what you’re going to do. It’s your father’s and my birthday present.”

“Real baseball?” For the past two years, Trevor had begged to play on a travel baseball team, or at the very least in a local league.

“As real as it gets.” She smiled that famous smile he sometimes saw on billboards advertising her latest films.

Trevor’s mouth dropped like a bomb. In a life of extreme privilege, it was a rare thing to be surprised or excited, and nearly impossible to be both at the same time, but this was it. He nodded his head.

“When?” Trevor spouted his words. “How?”

“It’s a surprise. Now, go get that smelly glove and let’s go.”

Trevor’s throat tightened. It didn’t even bother him that before the last word left her mouth, his mom was opening another message on her phone. He hurried back into the entryway, where a worker was already up on a ladder cleaning the statue’s head with a sponge. Trevor ran up the long sweeping staircase that curved around the marble entryway and then down a long hall.

His bedroom was far away, on the opposite end of the house, but he still beat his mother to the dark blue Bentley waiting for them just outside the ten-car garage. Trevor couldn’t see his own personal batting cage behind the garage, but he knew it was there. He could find his way to it in the dark. He felt a pang of thankfulness for all the time he’d spent there, because today his endless hours of practice would finally pay off. The Bentley’s chrome gleamed in the California sunlight, and the car sat softly rumbling, delivered to the spot by one of more than a dozen workers—mostly unseen—who cared for every detail of the massive estate.

Trevor’s mother climbed in, wearing big white sunglasses and a silk scarf tied about her blond mane of hair. She took time to refresh her red lipstick in the mirror before frowning at his cleats.

“Those things in this car?” she said.

Trevor shrugged. “You need them to run the bases.”

His mother shrugged back and put the big boat of a car into gear. She called into her office on the speakerphone and had her assistant begin to connect her to the calls on her phone sheet. Trevor wiggled in his seat, but then sat rigid after they passed Beverly Hills High School and every park between their Bel Air home and the 101 Freeway. If he was going to join a league, those were the places he’d have to go. He glanced at his mom, fearing she was too engrossed in her phone conversations to remember where they were headed.

When they got on the freeway heading south, Trevor looked back over the seat at the Hollywood hills disappearing behind them, then up ahead at downtown Los Angeles.

“Where are we going?” he asked, wondering if in fact they were going to some special place where a travel team might be practicing.

It was almost too good to be true, but Trevor pinched his arm and knew it wasn’t a dream. He was a kid people said had everything: money, fame, a loving family. But all those things had been given to him. Trevor wanted to compete for something, to use his own skills to try and win. And, if he didn’t win, he would lose, and that would be okay once in a while. No more scripted lines and parts written just for him, but a real battle on a real team.

Trevor didn’t spend much time with his father, and they almost never played sports. One time, though—when his father had been delayed for an afternoon trip to London because a part had to be replaced on his jet—the two of them had gone out into the yard with two gloves and a ball. Trevor had a glove signed by A-Rod, but Trevor’s dad had a glove that was old and faded and well-worn. It turned out to be his father’s own mitt, a mitt he had used as a player for the college team at Yale. Trevor never knew his father had been an athlete, and when Trevor threw well—earning a smile and some praise from his father—he made up his mind at that moment that baseball would be his sport, too.

Since that afternoon he’d dreamed of it, of playing, being part of a team, hitting home runs, making outs. Maybe one day he’d even play for Yale. But all his life there were reasons why he couldn’t. No time. Family travels. Too much of a distraction from his work as an actor. Too difficult to deal with all the drama that came from being a kid who was not only a movie star, but the son of a movie star and a famous Hollywood producer.

Trevor’s mother didn’t seem to have heard his question, so he asked it again. “Where are we going?”

She clucked her tongue, muted the phone on her agent, and shook her head. “A surprise from your father and me.”

“But I’m playing baseball?”

“I said you were. Relax. You only turn thirteen once. I said it’s a surprise. Where we’re going is part of the fun.” His mother checked her lipstick again in the mirror and tucked the bra strap on her shoulder back into her shirt. She took the mute off and started talking again.

When they got off the freeway at the exit to Dodger Stadium, he knew it couldn’t be a coincidence. They circled the stadium, then drove right up to the front of the team offices. His mom parked where it said “No Parking,” got off her phone call, and got out while two different camera crews surrounded the car.

“What are these guys doing?” Trevor asked.

“Your father wanted to see it all,” his mother replied. “Come on, pretend they’re not there.”

Trevor’s father was on location in Australia. His studio was shooting a blockbuster with Russell Crowe. Having a film crew hovering around him wasn’t anything Trevor hadn’t seen before, and even though it was annoying, it didn’t distract him for more than a few seconds. He followed his mother through the offices, where they picked up two men and a woman, all wearing suits and fussing over his mother while saving plenty of smiles, chuckles, and nods for him. His mother didn’t give them much attention in return. She began sending text messages and appeared—at the same time—to have her sights set on the field.

When they walked out onto the grass, Trevor blinked and shielded his eyes from the sun. His mind swirled with the possibilities of just what kind of travel team could possibly have the clout to practice at Dodger Stadium. And he knew it must be some kind of a travel team since they already passed by all the schools and parks near where they lived.

Out on the diamond, figures swayed in the heat. A cloud passed in front of the sun. Trevor lowered his hand and blinked.

What he saw made his stomach clench like a boxer’s fist.
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SAM

“Do you know who you look like?” the man asked. “I’m sorry, my name is Donald Fuller. I’m VP of Central Casting. Do you?”

“I know I don’t look like my father,” Sam said, feeling foolish.

“Your father?”

“I was waiting for him to sign that part of the application. I’m sorry. He’s at a pitch meeting.”

Fuller nodded. “You look like Trevor Goldman. The blue eyes. Blond hair. That long straight nose.”

“Trevor Goldman? Me?”

“Do me a favor, will you? Pull your hair back off your face. Use your hands.”

Sam didn’t quite understand until Mr. Fuller showed him. Sam did it, pulling his hair back like he was going to put it into a ponytail. Fuller just stared.

“It’s scary,” Fuller said in almost a whisper. “It’s unbelievable, and you could wear a hairnet or a wig. You know what a stand-in is?”

“Not really.” Sam wrinkled his face at the mention of a wig. “Like an extra?”

“Like an extra, but more. A lot more. You get paid ten times what an extra gets paid, and you look enough like Trevor Goldman that I want to sign you up for Dragon’s Empire. You heard of it?”

Sam shook his head. “I’ve heard of Trevor Goldman, though.”

“Of course you have. Dragon’s Empire will be his next blockbuster. The stand-in we had got sick. The computer spit you right out. Same height, weight, facial features—it’s all done electronically—and now that I look at you, whoa, you could be twins. Your skin is a little pale and your hair’s too long, but that won’t matter for a stand-in.”

“What is a stand-in?”

Fuller looked to make sure Sam was serious. “You just stand in for the star while they’re setting up the shot.”

Sam nodded. “Like when you bat for someone, a pinch hit?”

“Kind of, but that’s baseball; this is the movies. It’s kind of boring, truthfully, but the money’s big, big, big, especially on a blockbuster like Dragon’s Empire. So, are you in?”

Sam started to wonder if the money was big, big, big enough to buy them that condo by the design school, but before he could ask, there was some commotion outside and a loud knock at Fuller’s door. Sam’s dad appeared. His red face had turned hot, and his nose shone like a stop light.

“You don’t just take someone’s son away and meet with him behind closed doors,” Sam’s father said, stepping into the room and standing rigid. “I know how things work around here. I’m at a pitch meeting with this studio, and I come back and someone’s trying to cut a deal with my son? I’m a player in this town.”

Fuller was on his feet. “Mr. Palomaki? It is Mr. Palomaki, isn’t it?”

“I said I was the boy’s father.”

“Mr. Palomaki, I’m sorry, it’s just that he looks so much like Trevor Goldman and we’re shooting Dragon’s Empire and the stand-in got sick and Sam popped up on the computer. I ran right out to get him because the studio’s in a bind.”

At the mention of the studio, Sam’s father settled down a great deal and he put a hand over his heart. “If I can help the studio, I’m happy to do it. After the meeting I just had, I think I’ll be working on my own project here in the very near future.”

Sam secretly rolled his eyes because he’d heard his father talk big so many times before, even though nothing ever came from it.

“You got a green light?” Fuller’s eyebrows shot up. “That’s wonderful.”

Sam’s father cleared his throat. “Not quite a green light, but very close. They’re talking about the terms of an option right now.”

Sam looked at the floor and shook his head, but not so anyone would notice.

“Ah,” Fuller said, seeming to know quite well what that meant.

“So,” Sam’s dad said, putting a hand on Sam’s shoulder. “A stand-in? Not bad. He does look like Trevor Goldman. I should have thought of that.”

Sam could almost see the wheels turning in his father’s head. They could pick up some extra money and do the studio a favor.

“Look? I swear, without the hair, they could be twins,” Fuller said.

“They say everyone has a look-alike,” Sam’s father said. “How long is the shoot?”

“June and July.”

“Day rate?” Sam’s dad licked his lips.

“Better. Background performer. Time and a half. That’s two hundred a day, a thousand a week, guaranteed.”

“Make it double time.” Sam’s dad scowled. “You said ‘twins.’ Think of what it’ll save you on lighting and makeup.”

Fuller ground his teeth and picked up his phone.
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TREVOR

The entire LA Dodgers team stood in a group near the pitcher’s mound. They broke into polite applause when they saw Trevor. One of the cameramen circled him, getting his reaction in a kind of three-sixty scene. The other took a wide shot that included his mom. Trevor’s mom slipped the phone into her purse and clapped her hands like a child as she bounced up and down with excitement.

Trevor regained his wits and squeezed out the best smile he could muster.

“You want baseball?” His mom grinned so hard her sunglasses shifted on her face. “We give you baseball, angel.”

“It’s great, wow, meeting the Dodgers.” Trevor tried hard not to sound disappointed in front of the cameras; it wouldn’t be polite.

“You’re not going to just meet them!” His mom’s voice continued to rise with enthusiasm and volume as she expertly turned her face toward the cameras. “You’re going to play with them!”

“Great.” Trevor kept the smile burning. “Wow. Okay. Great. Ready?”

His mom waved a finger in the air and like magic, half the Dodgers went to their places in the field while the rest of the team headed for the dugout.

“The Dodgers versus the Dodgers with Trevor Goldman!” Trevor’s mom shouted, holding up a single finger.

Chad Billingsley, the Dodgers’ top pitcher, called out from the mound. “You’re up, Trevor. Let’s see what you got.”

Trevor’s mom and the rest of the adults, including the camera crews, chuckled and hooted like everyone was in for some real fun. Trevor choked out a laugh and picked up the nearest bat against the fence. Don Mattingly, the Dodgers’ manager, emerged from the dugout, handing Trevor a different bat.

“You’re leading us off, so use this. It’s from the ’06 series, a little gift from me and the team. Go get ’em, kid.”

The Dodgers in the dugout gave Trevor thumbs-ups from their seats. Trevor swung the bat, loosening his shoulders as he approached the plate. Rod Barajas, the catcher, smacked his glove like the real thing. “Get ’em, Trevor.”

Trevor had to admit that when he stepped into the box and Billingsley went into his windup, he felt a real thrill. Even that fizzled, though, when the pitch came on a slow lob right down the middle. Trevor swung instinctively, connected, and took off like a shot. He had good speed, but even as he sprinted down the first-base line, he could see Rafael Furcal, the shortstop, snatch up the ball. After a moment he pretended to fumble with it, then drop it before scooping it back up. Trevor’s foot slapped the base, and Furcal fired the ball.

“SAFE!”

Trevor was stunned to see a real umpire, decked out in his official uniform as if it were a live Major League game.

“Almost got him!” Furcal shouted.

“Kid’s good,” said James Loney, the first baseman.

Trevor’s face felt hot with embarrassment, but he played along, running the bases until he scored and everyone cheered. Several of the Dodgers on Trevor’s team met him at home plate, clapping and mussing his hair on the way back to the bench. His mom clapped wildly, walking along beside them.

The director of the camera crew approached and asked, “Can we do that again, only this time get him sliding? And maybe they could make a throw to home, and Trevor could slide just under it. I think that would be something to remember, and I know your husband would love that.”

Trevor caught his mom’s eye and shook his head with a pleading look. The whole thing was bad enough without having to stage him sliding into home plate.

“That’s okay, Louie,” his mother said, waving him off and taking the phone out of her purse so she could get back to work. “Let the boys play. Just get what you can.”

Louie hung his head, but went.

After Trevor scored, the rest of his team promptly struck out.

“What position, buddy?” the manager asked.

Trevor started to say he’d go wherever they needed him, then stopped himself. They didn’t need him anywhere. To get the whole thing over with, he said, “How about second base?”

“Trevor’s got second!”

Trevor’s team jogged out onto the field.

“Great.”

“Let’s shut them down.”

“Shut them out.”

Three times in a row, the pitcher laid in a pitch and the batters dribbled grounders right at Trevor. When he threw them out at first, everyone cheered. After the final out, everyone cheered louder and for real. Trevor’s teammates slapped his back and shook his hand all the way to the dugout. Louie and his crew circled the bunch, recording it all. Trevor did an acting job for his father, grinning at the camera and pumping his fist. He knew anything less and his mother would insist that they do it again to please his father.

His mother hugged him and the entire team circled around him for a photo, then they all shook his hand again and filed into the clubhouse without a word.

“Well,” his mother said, taking a deep breath and letting it out, “what did you think of that?”

“Incredible, Mom. Thank you. Uh, can I just use a bathroom somewhere?”

“Oh!” the woman administrator said, as if she should have known. “Of course you can. Go to where the players went, and there’s a bathroom on the right-hand side just before you get to the locker room.”

Trevor followed her instructions, walking up a ramp and stepping into the bathroom, where he froze. He could hear the sounds of two men talking and washing their hands at the sinks. Their spikes clattered on the floor, telling him they were players. Trevor heard his name and flattened himself against the wall so they couldn’t see him.

“The kid wasn’t a bad kid,” one player said.

“I know, I know, it’s just such a joke, us having to stick around for that. I mean, why doesn’t the kid just play with other kids? That’s one thing that makes me sick about this town. Everybody’s kid has to be a star. If you want to be a movie star, be a movie star, okay? Isn’t that enough? Now you gotta be a sports star, too? It’s just ridiculous.”

“Well, the kid’s dad is big-time. He was the best man at Mr. McCourt’s wedding. That’s how it works in this town. I don’t hear you complaining about the paycheck.”

The players’ spiked shoes clacked toward Trevor, and he scooted back outside and down the ramp before turning on his heel and marching up again like it was the first time.

Furcal and Billingsley emerged from the bathroom and waved to him.

“Hey, kid.”

“Nice job.”

“Yeah, nice job.”

Trevor smiled and waved and went into the bathroom, where he hung his head and took deep breaths, trying hard not to throw up.


6

SAM

“I got a kid here looks just like Trevor Goldman,” Fuller said into the phone before pausing. “Yes, I do, they’re almost identical, and his father’s in the business. He’s suggesting double time. I offered time and a half.... No, you’ll have a tough time telling them apart, I promise. It’s amazing. Okay, just wanted to make sure it was good with you. It’s your budget.”

Fuller hung up the phone and offered a false smile. “Double time it is. If you’ll be so kind as to finish filling out the required forms, I’ll have the contract drawn up before you go.”

Sam raised his hand like he was in school. “Mr. Fuller? When do I finish?”

“Finish?”

“Every day. Do they finish at five? And what about weekends?”

Fuller shrugged. “Most times it’s nine to five, Monday through Friday. I can’t promise, though. If they get behind, you might have to shoot all night, day and night, seven days a week. It just depends. That’s Hollywood. Why?”

“Uh…” Sam shifted in his chair. “Dad, can we talk?”

Fuller seemed to think that was funny. He chuckled and got up. “I’ll leave you two alone. I’ll have my assistant get the paperwork together.”

Sam watched Fuller go, then turned to his dad.

“I can’t,” Sam said.

It was his father’s turn to chuckle. “What do you mean, ‘can’t’?”

“Baseball, remember? I’ve got league games on Tuesdays and the Blue Sox.” Sam had gotten over the strange name of his travel team weeks ago. “I’ve got practice or a game three or four nights a week, and tournaments on the weekends. What if these movie shoots run over? And sometimes we practice during the day, like Friday. Friday we practice in the morning.”

“Baseball is a game.”

“It’s a game I love,” Sam said. “It’s a game you can make tens of millions of dollars at, hundreds even.”

His father laughed out loud.

“That’s a long shot, Sam. We’ve talked about this.” His father waved a hand around the fancy office and toward the lot outside.

Sam dropped his voice. “A script for a horror film is a long shot, too.”

His father scowled. “Hey, this is my life’s work. It’s my dream, and Dark Cellar is the one, Sam.”

“What about my dream?” Sam clasped his hands together. “Coach Sharp says I’ve got what it takes.”

“Coach Sharp.” Sam’s dad swatted an imaginary fly.

“He played in the pros.”

Sam’s dad wrinkled his face. “Triple-A.”

“But he knows. He says I can make it. Dad, three weeks and we’ll be in the finals. If I get the MVP, I get an automatic spot in the USC Elite Training Center. Almost everyone who goes through that program gets a scholarship. A lot of them make it to the pros. Dad, that’s my dream. You know all this.”

Sam had explained to his father in detail how the University of Southern California—USC—held a tournament for the Los Angeles–area players every year. Besides monster trophies, whoever the USC coaches named as the MVP in the finals got an automatic spot in the USC Elite Training Center, something every kid in the area had heard and dreamed of. Making the finals was no guarantee, but the way the season had gone for Sam’s team, it didn’t seem like there was anyone around who could stop them.

They were interrupted by a knock at the door. Fuller’s assistant marched in and handed a contract to Sam’s dad. She smiled and stared at Sam for a minute, obviously impressed with her boss’s discovery. After she walked out, Sam’s dad studied the contract and licked his lips.

“There’s no reason you can’t do both. You can miss a Blue Sox practice every once in a while, and the league games don’t matter that much. Sam, we could really use this money.”

His father waved the contract in the air.

Sam bit his lower lip. “Dad, if I do this, will you promise I can play with my team? Maybe practice I can miss once in a while, but I can’t miss a Saturday game, even if they say I have to work. Will you promise?”

Sam’s dad got a serious look on his face



OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/9780062102003_Cover.png
o
2
(=
Y
"
=
=)
=)

mN
=]
)
E
< il

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING Al

“\E\R






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
HARPER

e B e i





