ESTHER M FRI ESNER
JESUS AT THE BAT

PH LI P ROTH HAD ALREADY witten The Great American Novel; Victor Harris was
screwed. If you're going to be successful with the witing thing you have to
write about what you know, and the only thing Victor Harris really knew was
basebal | . (He thought he knew sex, but that's another story.) The only
guestion

remai ni ng was: How much | onger would he be able to keep up the sweet,
unstressful position of sensitive, creative, Aspiring-Author/ Househusband
(without actually becom ng Published Author/Househusband) before Barb, his
wife,

caught wise?

He kept a copy of Stephen King's Playboy interview prom nently displayed in

t he

smal | basement cubby that was his "office," the better to renmind Barb of at

| east one |loyal l|ady who'd held down a decidedly unfun job (Dunkin' Donuts)
whi | e hubby nmud-westled with the Muse until he hit pay dirt. Stand by your
nman,

it seemed to say, and soon you shall |ino beside him Cast your sugar crullers
upon the waters and they shall be returned unto you an hundredfold as cavi ar
But the interview was curling with age faster than Victor's first rejection
slip

(al so prominently displayed: it was fromthe New Yorker and had the

di stinction

of sporting an actual, human, hand-witten note of conment scrawled in the
margin, viz.: "Sorry." Whether this referred to the rejecting editor's regrets
or the manuscript's quality was best |eft nebul ous) and Barb was starting to
get

the hard-bitten, narrow |l ook of a ten-year-old facing off against parents who
persi st in chirping about Santa. Not good.

So the King interview was a |ife-vest whose kapok nol ecul es were rapidly

nmet amor phosing into cesium Victor told hinmself that many a good wonan of
Barb's

generation would be grateful to have a fulfilling nultiphase career as

aest hetician by day, Amway rep by night, but Barb didn't see it that way. Wy
didn't she appreciate the stresses of the Art? Wiy must he cringe each tine
she

demanded, "Haven't you sold anything yet?" or "Wiy don't you go down to Four
Coners Used Cars and see if Jerry'll give you your old job back?" or "Wy in
bell did you ever major in English? Everyone around here speaks it already."

Usel ess to attenpt explaining the creative nature to such a scrawny soul
Futile

to preach the exquisitely painful yet glacial process of inspiration

noti vation, and execution in |'oeuvre Harris to the heathen. None so blind as
they who will not see thenselves vacationing in Hawaii this year -- again! --
and the MIlers next door have al ready gone four tines!

O the bricks of such marital differences are the divorce courts of this fair
nation built. So, too, the occasional ax-murder-with-P.MS. -defense case. On
t he

surface it would seemthat a mracle would be necessary to save Victor Harris'
neck fromthe chop. That was where the Brothers' Meeting Little League cane
in.



No, really.

And that was why, with luck, there would forever be one | ess used car sal esman
at Four Coners and never a noment's peace for the Harris famly at the Sharon
Val | ey Regi onal El ermentary School P.T.A. spring picnic.

"Barb, hon, you | ook just gorgeous!" Sally MCellan swept down on Barb |ike a
tornado on a trailer park

The McC ellans and the Harrises didn't usually nove in the sanme circles.

Vi ctor

Harris nmoved in circles pretty constantly, while Phil Mdellan noved solely
in

a steep, straight Iine of ascent to the wi ndswept heights of financial success
whence he mght safely piss on the upturned faces of those bel ow

However, when the first sweet shoots of spring green burst through the hard
Sharon Valley earth, Phil Mdellan graciously nmaintained tenporary bl adder
control so far as Victor's face went. As he told The Little Wman, if kissing
Victor Harris' skinny ass was called for to achieve your goals, then by CGod
and

Ted Turner Industries, Phil McCellan would take a back seat to no one when it
cane to posterior pucker-ups. The Little Wrman conducted hersel f accordingly
as

regarded Ms. Victor Harris' nore shapely buns, indeed.

Barb was nobody's fool except Victor's and he'd had to marry her for that
privilege. She knew just what Sally was after and she sat back on the picnic
table bench with all the smrking superiority of a Renai ssance prince
contenpl ati ng where to insert his next dagger. "Sally, darling" she purred.
Cheeks brushed. Kissy-kissy mvah-mvahs were uttered. "When are you gonna comne
around to the La Belle so | can get ny hands on your hair?" (La Belle being

t he

town aesthetoriumwhere Barb currently aestheted.)

Sally gave a nervous little giggle and fluffed her gol den pour of curls with
no

apparent need. "Ch, I'Il be around. | don't think I"'mdue for a trimjust
yet."

"Every six weeks." Relentless, that was Barb in the spring. "And | know
haven't seen you since |ast Septenber." Sonewhere a ghostly poniard glittered.
"I hear tell you've been going up to Pittsburgh to have it done." Zzzip-zot, a
sl ender bl ade slipped in and out between Sally MC ellan's spareribs w thout
The

Little Wman feeling anything but a draft tickling her pancreas.

Sally turned bright red. "Wo told you that?"
"Maryl ynn Drunmer. "
her

lips to savor the taste of bl ood.

Barb's eyes were hooded and inscrutable, but she licked

"Well, it's just a baldfaced lie!" Sally spat. "Wen did she say so?"
"Mmm hard to recall." Barb sucked a few last crinson drops off the tip of
her

i ndex finger. "I see her so often. Every week she's in the La Belie for a

shanpoo and bl owdry at least. She's got a standing appointrment."” It was tinme



for the coup de grace, the mercy stroke to end the victims m sery but good.
"Sonetines she even brings in little Bobby, and you woul d be amazed to see how
t hat boy has grown. Wiy, just the other day Vic was saying to me, 'Barb, I'd
like to see what Bobby Drummer could do if | gave hima chance to pitch,

really would.""

It was all over except for where to ship the body.

Sally MO ellan's face sank in on itself like an old heliumballoon with a
pi nhol e leak. "Isn't that interesting," she said through a snmile so stiff it
clattered. "But do you think it's wise? My Jason has always pitched for the
Bobcats, and | assuned --"

Barb | aughed. "It's not like Vic was breaking up a wi nning team set-up,
sweet i e.
Who knows? If Vic gives Bobby a chance to pitch, naybe that'll turn the trick.

And you shoul d have seen Bobby's little face light up when I told hi mwhat
Coach
Vi c was considering."

"Considering? Then it's not settled?" Sally's eyes flashed. She fingered her
hair. "You know, it's so easy to let yourself go over the winter, don't you
agree, Barb? Maybe | should take a |l esson off Marylynn Drunmer. You got room
for

anot her standi ng appoi ntment on your cal endar?"

"I"ll see what | can do," Barb nurnured. "Of course it is harder to fit things
in these days. Did | tell you that Pauline Fleck's having me host an Amnay
party

at her fam ly reunion?" Needl ess to say, Barb went on to rhapsodi ze over how
much dear little Scott Fleck had grown this past winter and didn't Sally agree
that the boy deserved a tryout as pitcher for the Bobcats, too?

That night, Victor didn't have to listen to Barb's barbs about where he was on
the stairway to success and where he ought to be. Happily swanped wth pleas
for

La Bell e and Amnvay appoi ntrents (high tips and high sal es guaranteed, you
betcha), Barb had better things to do with her tongue than rag on the nman
whose

chroni ¢ underenpl oynent made his Little League coaching job possible. Yes,
basebal | season was upon them once nore, and so long as Victor owned the power
to say whose son played (and whether the boy's field position were sonmewhere
in

this time-zone), donestic bliss and Barb's own auburn-turfed di anond were his
all his.

Nor did it matter a lick that the Brothers' Meeting Bobcats were a team so
sl ack

and poorly that a reputable publisher of dictionaries had asked themto pose
as

the illustration for pathetic.

No, it didn't matter to Coach Vic at all, but it mattered very much to Vic
Juni or.

Vic Junior |oved baseball. He was one of those pure souls born with a vision
of
The Gane untainted by the dross and illusion of this sorry world. To him

basebal | spoke of Buddha-nature, not Lite Beer. (The Tao which can be naned is
not the Tao, but the Tao which has its batting stats printed on the back of a



trading card is way awesone.) | The snell of a newy oiled glove, the clean
crack of bat hitting ball, the sight of so many strong, young |ads tearing
around the bases in those tight-fitting pants, all noved himin ways he could
not yet hang a nanme on. It was a source of spiritual pain to himthat his team
so sel dom won.

It was a pain less spiritual every time Jase MO ellan knocked himdown in the
school yard and taunted himwith the fact that he wouldn't be on the Bobcats
teamat all if not for the fact that his old man was the coach

Vic Junior could have tattled on Jase, but he was what adults called a good
child. In other words, there were sponges adorning the ocean floor who had
nor e

backbone than he. He went to church without a fuss and riven |istened to what

hi s Sunday school teacher had to relate of Hell. He tithed his all owance not
because his nmother made himbut in the sure and certain hope that he was
maki ng

ti me payments on one col ossal, outsize, super-nega-omniprayer of his own
aski ng

bei ng answered sone day. He wasn't sure what he was going to request when he
finally submitted his sealed bid to dory, but he knew it woul d be sonethi ng
much better than just asking God to burn Jase McClellan in the fiery pit unti
his eyeballs nelted and his hair frizzled away and the skin on his face

bl ackened and cracked and fl aked fromthe charting bones and his dick fel

of f.

And then, one day, sonething happened. Who knows how these things get started?
So much depends on serendi pity. Pharaoh's daughter m ght have kept on wal ki ng
when she heard that wailing in the bulrushes. "Just one of the sacred cats
bei ng

devoured by one of the sacred crocodiles,” she'd say with a shrug of her sweet
brown shoul ders, and Charlton Heston's resune woul d have been several pages
shorter.

What serendi pped in this case was Vic Junior cane into La Belle to see his
Mor n

and by sone karnmic radar happened to find the one copy of Sports Illustrated
in
t he whol e establishment. Like a crow anong the lilies it reposed in dog-cared

spl endor ami dst the issues of Wiman's Day and Madenoi sell e and Good
Housekeepi ng. Last desperate refuge of the nale conpelled for whatever unholy
cause to acconpany his woman into the lair of glamor, its well-thunbed antique

pages gave moving testinmony that a man will submerge hinself in |ast year's
sports "news" sooner than he will open a copy of Cosnopolitan to willingly
read

"I npot ence: Things Are Looking Up.

"Moml " Vic Junior cried, bursting in on his hardworking parent, waving the
tattered nagazine. "Mre, did you see this?"

Barb was gi ving Edna Newburgh a streak job. Mre couldn't see nuch of anything
for all the amonia funes peeling her eyeballs raw. "Don't bother Monmy now,
sweet heart," she said testily.

"But Mom | ook! There's an article in here about how the Anerican Little
League

chanpi ons got to go to Japan!"™ Vic Junior was insistent. Despite the noxious
at nosphere he jiggled closer to Edna Newburgh's reeking head and thrust the
magazi ne under his nother's nose.



"So what's that to you? Chanpi ons neans wi nners. | said not now" Barb
shapped,

flipping the open copy out of Vic Junior's hands with one jab of her el bow
(That she could do this at all was mute testinony to the worthiness of Vic
Juni or's team ni cknane, "Wnpgrip Harris.") Like some nonstrous mnutant
butterfly, the magazine took wing and fluttered to the hair-strewn fl oor

Gving his nother a cold you'll-be-sorry-when-I-grow up-to-be-a-cross-dresser
eye, Vic Junior gathered up his treasure, brushed clots of brown, black

bl onde,

and red tresses fromthe slick pages, and retreated to his chair in the

wai ting

ar ea.

He didn't need her to tell himwhat chanpions neant. It was a fishbone of
resentment | odged deep in his throat, proof against all psychol ogical Heimich
maneuvers, that the Bobcats were the |osingest teamin the history of Little
League, baseball, and American sport. The only tinme a group of kids ended up
with that much public egg on their faces was during the Children's Crusade
when

hundreds of starry-eyed juvenile pilgrinms to the Holy Land ended up in the
sl ave

pens of the East instead. But even sone of those guys could hit better than
t he

Bobcat s.

For Vic Junior it was his nmother's scorn that hurt nore than | osing per se. A
man mght rail against the sun's rising in the east as easily as against the
Bobcats once again playing the part of the wal ked-on in the | eague's |atest
wal k- over -- such were the dull-eyed Facts of Life --but she didn't have to be
so nean about it! O course she wouldn't see it that way; she'd say she was
only

being realistic.

In his subconscious, Vic Junior understood as follows: A nan ought to be
entitled to hold onto his dreanms without sonme fern ale always yawping at him
about reality. Somewhere in the Constitution it should say that any woman
apprehended in the act of trying to yank us back down to earth by the seat of
our pants will be stood on her head in a pit of hog entrails and left for the
buzzards, just to see how she likes that for reality!

But a little above the subconscious, in his heart-of-hearts, all that Vic
Juni or
said into the listening dark was: Please, God, give us the way to w n!

It was a child' s sinple prayer: sincere, unadorned, pure as a baby dewdrop. On
the cosmc scale of values it had clout, pizzazz, and buyi ng power.

It worked.
EXCUSE ME, sir, but is this where the Little League tryouts are?"

Victor Harris | ooked down at the brat presunptuous enough to tug at his
clipboard-toting arm "\Wo are you?" he snapped. His nmirrorshades filtered

t hrough the picture of a skinny twelve-year-old kid |ike many others on the
team dark hair, dark eyes, all arms and legs, a little nore sunbrowned than
nost of the specinmens currently blundering through warm ups on the outfield.
"Did you sign up at school ?"

"No, sir," the kid replied, too respectful to be true. "I just got here." He



tapped the brimof his cap so Victor could see the Angel s | ogo.

Fi ne, good, no probleno, that explained it. Brothers' Meeting wasn't exactly
your hub of suburban commerce, but it was close to Pittsburgh. You did get the
occasi onal corporate famly popping in from points unknown to settle down
anongst the sinple natives to swap beads 'n' trinkets until Daddy's conpany
shi pped the poor bastard somewhere el se.

"L.A, huh? Nice tan. Okay, kid, what's your nane?"
"Yeshua ben Jose."

Was that an accent? Accents made Victor nervous. So did nanmes that sounded
like
they ought to be stuffed in a pita pocket instead of spread on Wnder Bread.

"Yeshu -- what?"
"Yeshua ben Jose, sir." The kid pounded a fist into his glove. "Can | play?"
Vi ctor thumbed back the brimof his cap. "You're not fromL.A , are you, son?"

"No, sir." The boy didn't volunteer anything nore. In another kid, you could
put

it down to obnoxiousness, but this one's face was enpty of anything except a
cl ear-burni ng eagerness to please. It wasn't natural and it nade Victor's
teeth

curl.

"You wanna tell me where you are fronf"
"lsrael."

A big fat winkled Unh-oh tickertaped across Victor's face and stayed there
unti |

he heard the kid go on to say: "Last thing | was in Jerusalem but | was born
in

Bet hl ehem and --"

"Bet hl ehen?" It was |like saying Paris to sonmeone from Kentucky. Notre Danme and
la Tour Eiffel just didn't show up in the equation. "Ch, hey, fine, that's al
right, then. My nother's people cane from Bethl ehem" Victor said. He cl apped
the boy on the shoulder. "So your father work in the steel mlls before or
what ?"

For the first tine, the boy |ooked doubtful. "My father works just about
ever ywhere."

"No fooling. It's a pain, isn't it?" Victor was starting to feel sorry for the
kid. Hard enough row to hoe, coming all the way fromlsrael where things kept
goi ng kaboom Harder when your old man couldn't hold down a job and had to
keep

swi tching positions and places to live and even countries just to cama
[iving.

At | east the kid had been born in this country, but still, just wait until the
ot her Bobcats found out he was Jew sh! (Brother's Meeting wasn't exactly world
famous for its cosnopolitan attitude in matters of religion. Od Ms. Russell,
a

devout Presbyterian, had disinherited her daughter for entering into a nixed
marriage with a Lutheran.)



Maybe t he kindest thing to do would be to send himout onto the field for the
tryouts and let himfall on his face. That shouldn't take too |ong. Everyone
knew for a fact -- including Victor Harris, who had once owned a Sandy Kouf ax
card -- that Jews played even worse baseball than Bobcats.

O course the kid was dynanmite. Prayers for smting your enem es don't get
answered with your enemes just catching mld colds and m ssing a couple of
days' work, oh no! It's the plague or nothing. The sane and nore goes for a
child' s prayer that the hand of the Omipotent yank his Little League team out
of the cellar. Yes sir, one look at howlittle Yeshua ben Jose (sinpler to
cal

hi m "Benni e" and be done with it) hit, pitched, fielded, and ran, and Coach
Vic

was | eft slack-jawed, pol eaxed, and passionately in | ove at hone plate.
"Porter

Rickin'," he declared later that night while Barb cleared the di nner dishes.
"That's got to be the only explanation."

"What has?" Barb asked, not really giving a dam.

"That new kid, Bennie. |I nmean, with a last name |ike [ose? | know he doesn't
pronounce it Spanish, but still -- | nean, there is no other way to account
for

how good he is and he's still Jewish. H's folks night cone fromlsrael, but

somewher e back along the line they nmust've had a Porter Rickin' in the kibbutz
woodpile. Or a Mexican at |least. Now they can play ball!"

"Uh- huh, uh-huh, uh-huh, uh-huh," said Barb which was her little way of

pl ayi ng

ball with her husband w t hout having to endure the drag of actually listening
to

what he had to say.

"He's pretty good, isn't he, Dad?" Vic Junior asked brightly, proud of
hi nmsel f.

"Good? Why he's a fuckin' mra -- !"

"Victor!" Barb's warning tone got drowned out by the shrilling of the
t el ephone.
Coach Vic was still going on about how he was going to play Bennie to best

advant age when she went to answer it.
She returned a grinmer woman.

"That was Sally McCl ellan," she said, in the sane way a nedi eval peasant mi ght
have returned froma visit to the local witch to announce The good news is
I've

got the Black Death. "She says you're not letting her Jason pitch this year."

"You bet your sweet ass, I'mnot!" Victor beaned. "Wth soneone |ike Bennie
who

can actually get the ball over the center of the plate ten out of ten,
shoul d

put in 'Twelve Thunbs' Mdellan? Wat aml, crazy?"

"What you are," Barb said, "is stupid.”

"Look, Barb, | know baseball, and |'ve been coaching this teamfor five years,



ever since Vic Junior was in Pee Wees and didn't know which end of the bat to
hold. And five years is exactly howlong it's been since | saw a glimer of
hope

for the Bobcats w nning even one dam gane. |I'mtelling you, Bennie is it!"

"I's Bennie's mother going to take over the weekly appointment Sally Mdellan
just cancelled, and pay up all the ass-kissing big tips that went with it?"
Bar b

shot back. "Is she going to buy all the Amway products that Sally Mdellan

j ust

happened to di scover were defective and wants to return for a refund? And if
she'll do that, will she do the same when all the other nothers conme after us
wi t h chai nsaws because you dunped Jason as pitcher and didn't replace himwth
one of their brats? Ch no! You had to pick a newconer, a foreigner, a Jew"
She

stonped out of the house. The two Victors could hear her car fires gouging
canyons in the gravel driveway as she roared off.

Barb's outburst was so shocking that it |left her husband staring off agape
into

space. "Do you think |I did the wong thing, son?" Victor asked his boy.

Nor mal | y

he never asked Victor Junior anything except Were did your nother hide the
butter! but these were special circunstances.

"!'ve got faith in you, Dad." Victor Junior reached across the table to pat
P;fher's arm and got his elbowin the | eftover mashed pot at oes.

Faith can nmove nountains even i f it's no good at getting mashed pot atoes out
?Le way. In the next few days, Coach Vic had his faith sorely tested in the
rag?ng fires of angry nothers. At every practice, he found another of the
:3?L?ig for him wearing flinty eyes and a deadly ninja conmbat brassiere that

turned perfectly good ornamental boobs into twin symbols of outthrusting,
nucl ear war head-ti pped aggressi on

The questions they inevitably shot at himwere always the sane:

"Who is that kid?"

"Why are you letting himpitch and not ny [insert child s nane here] ?"
"I's somnet hing funny goi ng on?"

"What, did his nother sleep with you or sonethi ng?"

"Way didn't you tell nme that was the way to do it?"

Coach Vic just as inevitably replied, "Bennie, because he's good, no, no," and
"Well, it's too late for that to change anything this year because |'ve got

t he

roster all set up but | bet by next season Bennie's folks will have noved

somewhere el se so see ne then, honey."

Then the Bobcats net their first opponents of the season and it was a whol e
new
bal I game.



"W won."

It was uttered as a whisper, softer than a butterfly's tap-dance routine, on a
dozen lips at once. No one dared to say it out loud, at first, for fear that
t hey woul d wake up and di scover it had all been just a Frank Capra novie.

Still, there were the Bobcats, for once getting to give the Good Sportsnanship
cheer to the losing team It was a sinple "Two-four-six-eight, who do we
appreci ate?" holler, but there was a slight delay while Coach Vic taught his
boys the never-used words they'd | ong since forgotten

"W won."

Mot hers turned to fathers, eyes neeting eyes in a climx of mutual awe and
wonder better than what nost of them had been having in the bedroom Hands

cl asped hands, bosons swelled, nmanly chests inflated, pulses raced. (There
wer e

nore than a few danp spots |l eft behind on the bl eachers, but delicacy prevents
any closer investigation into how they got there.)

"We fuck-u-lutely won!" Coach Vic shouted in the confines of his home, and got
a

dirty look fromBarb that quickly nelted when she recalled the ecstatic smniles
of the other mothers. For once they had seen their man-children taste the
thrill

of victory, and lo, it was savory to the max. Their maternal fibers exuded
endor phins like crazy. They were happy. A happy nore is a beauty-shop-going,
Amnay - buyi ng nmom

"You fuck-u-lutely said it!" Barb shouted back and threw her arns around her
hubby' s sweaty neck

Vell, there it was: They won. And there it was again the next week, and the
next. Bennie's skills on the nound | eft other teanms |ooking at a steady diet
of

t hree-up-three-down while his batting savoir faire was --

Hrm Honesty's best when speaking of matters pertaining to the divine or the
| RS. Bennie could hit, but Bennie was only one skinny little kid. He got a
homer

every time he was up, then Coach Vic had to plod his hitless way through the
teamroster until Bennie's nunmber cane up again before the Bobcats coul d get
anot her run on the board. They won, but never by much. It was galling.

Still, since Bennie's pitching di sposed of the other team one-two-three and

t he

other team s pitcher could do the sane for every Bobcat save Bennie, the |oca
Littl e League enjoyed a season of the shortest ganes on record. Parents with
l[imted attenti on spans and only one six-pack in the cooler were grateful

Ward G bbon was not grateful

Ward G bbon was the father of Jim G bbon of the Breezy Lake Lions, and up
unti |

this Bennie-kid showed up, Jim G bbon | ooked fair to cut a major Bennie-like
swat h through the I ocal opposition, hauling the Lions along with himto the
Chanpi onship in true and veritable Bennie-style.

Now you' ve got to understand somet hi ng about Ward G bbon: He was a man
enbittered to the bone. It began when his loving parents named himafter their



favorite Gol den Age tel evision character. Naturally, once he hit school -age,
he

was dubbed Mental Ward by his juvenile cronies at Breezy Lake El enentary. (A
few

of the better educated children preferred to seize upon his |ast nane as the
means to make his life a living hell, follow ng himaround the school making
hooti ng noi ses and pelting himw th bananas.) Wrse, creeping nostalgia for
Col den Age TV struck his marriage a telling bl ow when the kittenish Ms.

G bbon

insisted on initiating intimcy by announcing coyly, "Ward, |'mworried about
t he beaver."

Ward bore his nominal cross grimy, but resolved that no son of his would
suf fer

so. That was why he gave the boy a sinple nane: Jim So crisp, so clean, so
common! Let the infant rabble try to nake nock of that!

Children |l ove a challenge. Ward G bbon heard with horror fromhis son how the
ot her kids at school called himJungle Jimand JimNastics and Ji nbo- Bi nbo.
And

there were still sone kids around not wholly sunk in the Teenage Mutant N nja
Dor kocracy who knew what a gi bbon was. Young Ji m G bbon canme home w th enough
mashed banana in his hair to prove that.

Ward was not a man who gave up easily. If he could not save his son fromthe
horrors of the nyah-nyah nob, he resolved to at |east make hi m proof against
al l

taunts. To this end, there was only one neans: Excellence! And for this

pur pose,

di anonds were al so a boy's best friend.

Who nocked at Daryl Strawberry's juicy nane? Wio jeered and jiggled digits at
Rol I'i e Fingers? Who had ever been fool enough to nake wi ggling whisker-signs

at

Catfish Hunter? Once you clinbed the mountain, few hoi polloi you left behind
had the nerve to toss insults at you, nor the armto fling bananas to that

A ynpi an height. Let Jim G bbon triunph on the Little League field, and none

woul d dare sneer at himoff. So Ward G bbon conmenced to push his son harder

than Ms. G bbon ever did in all her nineteen-and-a-half hours of hard | abor

and do you know what --7?

It worked. Isn't life strange? No operating manual accomnpani es the afterbirth,
yet sonehow, sonetines, natural-born humans do manage to stunbl e across one of
the Answers To It All. For the G bbons, pere et fils, that Answer was
basebal I .

O it was until they cane up agai nst Bennie.

Ward G bbon sat on the top rung of the bleachers, his Sans-a-Belt slacks
pressed

i nto permanent horizontal ridges across his butt by the hot al um num sl ats.
Wth

his "huff said I'mWth Stupid cap pulled | ow over his eyes and his beaky red
nose thrusting out from beneath the visor, he glowered over the ballfield |ike
an avengi ng, alcoholic oW . He was pissed.

Most | oyal dads will become pissed to a greater or |esser degree when their
son's teamis |losing, but this went beyond mere pro forma pissitude. His
son's

team -- his son, goddamt! -- was |losing to the Bobcats! Losing scorel essly,



what's nore. It was like being told you'd come in second to Lizzie Borden for
the title of Daddy's Grl.

Ward G bbon's eyes narrowed. He woul dn't know a gim et unless you poured it
into
a cocktail glass, yet for all that he now fixed a steely ginmlet eye on the one

spectacul ar, incredible, patently obvious cause of it all: Bennie. There was
somet hi ng about that kid. . .Ward's nouth screwed up into a hard, bitter nut
of

sullen wath that boded no good if cracked.

The Breezy Lake Lions lost the gane, and with it all chance to go on to the
Regi onal s. Jim G bbon flung down his glove and burst into tears. Ward G bbon
descended fromt he bleachers with hate in his heart and col d- bl ooded,
premedi tated research on his mind

"Disqualified?" Victor Harris bellowed into the tel ephone. "Wat the fuck are
you tal ki ng about ?"

There was a pause while the party on the other end of the call explained. From
the notel bed, Barb watched her man go whiter than a sheet washed in Amnay
detergent. He sl amed down the receiver hard enough to score several Loony
Tunes

si ght -gags by making the furniture junp.

"Honey, what's wong?" she asked.

"Son of a walleyed bitch," he explained. This m ght have been enough for ot her
wi ves, but Barb was a Virgo. She demanded details.

Vic strode to the wi ndow and gazed out at the inspiring panorama of
Wlliansport, PA, site of that cosmopolitan Holy Grail, the Little League

pl ayof f Finals. The Brothers' Meeting Bobcats had sheared through al

i nternedi ate opposition like a hot knife through a muggi ng victim Sonewhere
out

there was a Tai wanese team who were about to get their sorry asses kicked (in
the spirit of international brotherhood and good sportsmanship). To this peak
of

gl ory had Bennie's prowess brought the team and now -- Oironic son of a
wal | eyed bitch! -- fromthis peak of glory was Benni e about to get them
boot ed.

of. O.

"You don't have any forns turned in for the kid?" Barb skirled. "All this tine
he's been with the team and you never got his papers in order?"

Vic did not like the way she was so | avishly using the second-person-singul ar
Voi ced that way, the situation seemed to be all his fault. He was quick to

pi vot

the spotlight of blanme right back to where it truly bel onged.

"Shit, those desk jockeys wouldn't've even noticed Bennie's papers weren't in
order if not for sonme ass hol e troubl emaker coming in, nosing around, and
maki ng

them get off their butts to ook up the kid's records. You think all |'ve got
time for is paperwork? The boys need nme on the field, not stuck behind sone
desk

shuffling bureaucratic crap. You think they'd have come this far on
paper wor k?"



"No," Barb said. She was a reasonable woman. "But if | know ny

bur eaucr apheads,

"Il bet no paperwork on Bennie equals no Finals for the Bobcats. Also

di squalifications on all the ganes that brought them here. Al so one hell of a
shit stormfor my La Belle and Amway profits when the team parents find out."
She reached for the tel ephone. "Hello, Information? Brothers' Meeting pl ease.
I"d like the nunber of Four Corners Used Cars."

Vic burst out of the room his jawline a white, tight wedge of bone knifing

t hrough taut scarlet skin. He rolled out of the notel and down the street |ike
a

storneloud. His years as a witer had taught himthat there was al ways a way
out: an eraser, a bottle of Wre-out, a delete conmand, a hundred | ast-m nute
ways to drag the Cavalry over the hill to the rescue. He would lay his case
before the Little League Powers That Be. He would cajole, he would reason, he
woul d threaten, he would beg he would cite patriotism and m srepresent the
entire Brothers' Meeting Bobcats team as conposed excl usively of spunky

Hl V-positive henophiliac orphans if he had to, but one thing he would not do:

He would not go gentle into that Only-one-owner-creanpuff good night.
The Tai wanese team was good, but as Vic Junior told Bennie, they were godl ess.
Benni e scratched his head and eyed the opposi ng dugout. "No, they're not."

"Yes, they are," Vic Junior naintained. "They don't believe in You, do they?"

"Well, nmaybe not specifically, but --

"So that neans they're godless, and that neans they're all going to Hell, and
that really nmeans they can't win this ball game," he finished with
sati sfaction.

"Look, Vic, about Hell. . ."

"Yeah?" A keen, canny look came into Vic Junior's eye. Every since Bennie had
showed up and nade his true self known (lIt's only good manners to informthe
petitioner when the Answer to his prayers blows into town), Vic Junior had
peppered himw th questions about the Afterlife. In particular, Vic Junior
wanted to know what sort of gory, painful, humliating eternal trials and

puni shments awaited bullies like Jase McCl ellan. Bennie remined cl osenpout hed
under direct inquiry, and even reprimanded Vic Junior quite sternly for prying
too closely into matters Man Was Not Meant To Know (i.e. "M nd your own
beeswax!"). But as | ong as Bennie hinmself had brought up the subject.

"Yeah, what about Hell ?" Vic Juni or demanded. Hey, the backdoor's better than
no
door!

Benni e sighed. "Never mnd."

"AML c'nmon!" Vic Junior whined. "I won't tell anyone. Is it really full of
;h;ebrinstone and cool shit like that? Qur Sunday school teacher told about
an,ment down into Hell to yank a whol e bunch of guys out, so You oughta know.
Leam how hot was it?"

"Suffer the little children, suffer the little children, suffer the little



children,” Bennie nuttered to himself, nantra-w se, eyes on the blue sky
above.

It was the perfect day for a ball game, cloudless yet cool and dry. He was
j abbed out of his reverie by Vic Junior's bony el bow and nasal bl eat:

"Pl eeeeeeeze?"

Benni e gave Vic Junior a |l ook that would have sent a whol e passel of Tenple
nmoneychangers scurrying for cover. It was a scow of righteous wath fit to
turn

i nnocent bystanders into pillars of salt or fig trees or divorce | awers. Just
so had artists through the ages portrayed H menthroned in glory on Doonsday,
runni ng sinful Mankind across the celestial price-scanner to separate the

nmet aphysical Brie fromthe pasteurized Anerican-style-flavored cheese-food
product. He opened Hs mouth to speak and Vic Junior heard a distant runble of
t hunder, saw tiny |lightnings flash behind Bennie's retainer

"Aw, skipit,"
Ten

quitters of all tine, but for once it was a good idea.

Vic Junior said. He knew when to quit. He was one of the Top

"Bl essed are the peacenakers,"” said Bennie with a snile

"Yeah," Vic Junior agreed. "Now let's kick butt."

The flags were raised, the anthens played, the cry of "Play ball!" rang out,
and

the teams streamed onto the field to the wild appl ause and cheers of the
spectators. The Brothers' Meeting Bobcats' parents shouted encouragenent to
their youngsters and hardly any racial slurs worth nentioning at the Tai wanese
t eam

"Eat sushi, you heathen zipperheads!" Sally MCellan stood up and holl ered.

"Sally, they're not Japanese!" Her husband Phil jerked her back down into her
seat by the neck of her Brothers' Meeting Bobcats Booster jacket. "Now shut
up.

These asshol es m ght have sone stupid good-sportsnmanship rule in effect. Do
you

want the boys to | ose the game thanks to your big nmouth?"

"No, dear," Sally replied neekly, then took advantage of the crowd's
overwhel m ng roar to snarl, sotto voce, "Eat ne, darling."

It was a gane that would live forever in the annals of Little League and the
casebooks of psychiatry. A play-by-play report would profit a man little who

m ght strive to understand what happened that day on the grassy fields of

Wl liansport. Between Bennie and the Taiwanese pitcher it was a virtually
scorel ess gane. The batting order prevented Vic Junior's visiting mracle from
racki ng up nore than one run every three innings, yet even so, it should have
been sufficient.

It was not sufficient for sone.
"Smite them O Lord,"” Vic Junior said to Bennie in the dugout as they prepared
to take their last turn at bat in the bottomof the seventh (this being Little

League) .

"Huh?" sai d Benni e.



"You know, smite them" Vic Junior gave his Savior a poke in the ribs. "Pour
out
Thy wrath. Drive them before Thee. Score us sonme nore runs."

"We've got two runs and they don't have any. I'mup third. We'll have three
runs
and wi n the chanpi onshi p. What nore do you want ?"

"Wnning it with three lousy runs? That's not a man's game" Vic Junior's sneer
was much like his father's. "That's pussy!"

Benni e' s face darkened. "Having enough to win isn't enough for you, huh? You
want nore runs. You don't need 'em but you want 'em anyway. |s that all you
really want?" It was asked in a tone of voice that should have set off whole
carillons of alarmbells in Vic Junior's subconscious. It was the big bad
brot her of his Sunday School teacher's voice when she oh-so-sweetly inquired,
Do

you really want to read that comic book instead of studying the Ten
Commandnents, Victor?

It was a shame that Vic Junior's subconscious chose that nonent to step out
for

a qui ck snack and a full-body massage, |eaving his feckless conscious mnd to
eagerly reply, "You bet!"

"So be it." Bennie turned his eyes fromVic Junior's greed-glowi ng face to the
scor eboar d.

Nunbers twi nkled. Numbers crunched. Nunbers skittered and fluttered like a
yard

full of chickens on speed. Al the zeroes in the Brothers' Meeting Bobcats'
Benni e-1ess innings mutated to tens and twenties and portions thereof. A

mur mur

went up fromthe stands. The unpire, blind to anything save the play at hand,
conmanded t hat the Tai wanese pitcher stop gawking at the scoreboard and get on
with it. The boy, badly unnerved by this Western mystery, actually | ost

control

of his first pitch, leaving a startled Bobby Drumrer to get a single.

"What are You doi ng?" Vic Junior seized Bennie by the sleeve.
"Just what you asked," Bennie replied. "I'mgiving you nore runs."

"Not that way!" Vic Junior nopaned. "They're gonna think we dicked around with
t he scoreboard sonehow and di squalify us!"

"' Dicked around' ?" Bennie repeated, the picture of (no surprise) innocence.
"That's the first tine |I've ever heard anyone describe a mracle that way."

"Aw, Jeez, You know what | nean! | wanted us to get nore runs on the board by
earning them"

"Ch." Bennie smled and nodded.

The scoreboard wi nked one |ast tinme, then subsided. Its effect did not. Half
of

the Brothers' Meeting parents hooted, demanding that a hi gher score once
post ed

ought to stay put. The other half shouted that it was all a ploy on the part
of



the visiting teamto nmake it look like the Anericans were cheating when
everyone

knew t he computer systemcontrolling the scoreboard was Made in Tai wan.
Newsnen

split and scattered throughout the stands, hoping to catch sonmeone with
unsportsmanli ke foot in nouth, LIVE!

The coach of the Taiwanese teamlost it. In the passion of the nonent he

f or got

hinsel f sufficiently to stormthe Oficials in their lair. The pitcher
stunned

to see such behavior in a man he had previously thought of as less volatile
t han

suet, let Jase McCellan connect for a double that placed a bew | dered Bobby
Drummrer foursquare on third.

"I know what you're gonna do now," Vic Junior said, trenbling. "You're gonna
use

this to teach ne a noral lesson, like it's a parable or sonething. You |et

t hose

guys get on base, and now You're gonna nmiss Your first two swi ngs on purpose
and

You're gonna let it get down to the one last swing and if You think I repented
enough for being a greedy prick, You'll get that last hit and bring Jase and
Bobby hone, but if You think I'mnot sorry enough You'll strike out and we'll
just win the chanpionship by two | ousy runs."

An awful afterthought ran himthrough like an icicle to the heart. "O -- or
maybe You're really mad at nme, and You're gonna nake the scoreboard w pe out
al l

our runs and we'll -- we'll lose! After everything we went through to get
her e,

You' re gonna make us | ose the chanpi onship! You' re gonna smte us! You're
gonna

pour out Your wath all over the Bobcats. That's what You're gonna do, right?"

"Who, Me?" Bennie touched the brimof his batting helnmet in salute. "I'mjust
gonna play baseball."” And he stepped up to the bat, leaving a white-lipped Vic
Juni or in the dugout behind him

Maybe it's not a good notion to drop suggestions into certain Ears. Wen

Nat ur e

cones up with new and inproved ways to destroy big chunks of mankind, perhaps
She' s been cribbing over Humanity's shoul der. Heaven knows, we've done our
par t

toward getting those pesky human stains off the face of the earth.

Heaven knows.

In any case, Bennie swung at the first pitch and mssed. You'd think it was a
bigger mracle than all the times he'd swng and connected for a honer,

j udgi ng

by the gasps that arose fromthe stands.

Benni e grinned. The Force that (Pick one: created/allowed Evolution to create)
the emu, the mandrill, and disco nmusic has to have an ironic sense of hunor.
He

whi ffed the second one, too.

Wat ching fromthe dugout, Coach Vic felt a sharp pain in his chest. He | ooked



down and realized he'd ripped out a fistful of hair through his shirt.

Had he begged and beseeched and grovel ed before the Oficials, wildly

pl ea-bargaining for themto overl ook the m ssing paperwork until post-gane,
for

this? ("Do it for Anerica!" he'd inmplored. "Or 1'll wite up this whole

i nci dent

and name nanmes and send it in to Reader's Digest. You wanna be known as The
Men

Who Stole The Children's Dream for the rest of your lives?") The carpet buns
on

his knees still snarted.

Wiat was it with Bennie? Sure, the Bobcats were set to win, but the kid's
sudden

attack of inconpetence was no nere fluke. It felt nore |like a meani ng- heavy
onen, one that Vic wanted to see averted, and fast. The only hoodoo strong
enough to do that woul d be seeing Jase and Bobby come home. Vic was too
staunch

arealist to believe that if his star struck out, anyone left in the batting
order had the juice to do it, and he was sore afraid. He thought he heard the
sound of nuch weepi ng and gnashing of teeth. He saw it was only Vic Junior
havi ng a conniption fit, babbling about Hell and wath and sniting and
Cooperstown. Coach Vic shook his head: That boy never did do well under
pressure.

And then he heard a ghostly voice say unto him Fear not. He | ooked, and | o,
there was Benni e giving himthe thunbs-up sign. The boy hunkered down at the
plate. He'd only been toying with the Tai wanese, yeah, that was it. Vic didn't
know nuch, but he knew baseball, and he knew Bennie | oved the gane too nmuch to
let it down.

"Hold it right there!"

The man vaulted out of the stands, bullhorn in one hand, a piece of paper in

t he

other. He surged across the field to hone plate. The Tai wanese pitcher threw
down ball and glove, folding up into the Lotus position until these crazy
round-eyes could get it in gear and play the game. A security guard junped the
fence after the man. He caught himwi thin armis length of the unpire. The nman
cal My swacked the guard straight in the face with his bullhorn. The guard
folded up into a less classical position than the Tai wanese pitcher

"Who the hell are -- ?" the unpire began. The man drew back his bullhorn in a
gesture of invitation to a coma. The unpire bolted. The Tai wanese catcher
dropped over backward onto his hands and scuttled away crabw se. The ot her

pl ayers renmai ned where they were, frozen on the field.

Alone at the plate with Bennie, the man raised the bullhorn to his lips and
bel | owed, "There's been a m stake! This whole series doesn't count! The
Bobcat s

shoul d have been disqualified | ong ago!"

"Who the fuck asked you!" Sally McClellan didn't need a bullhorn to make

her sel f

heard. Phil tried to nake her shut up. He got a surprise out of her pack of
Crackerjacks that the manufacturer never put inside. "Wiwo the fuck are you?"
she

added while Phil funbled for a handkerchief to press to his bl eeding nose.



"I"'m Ward G bbon, goddanmit, and | refuse to see this game destroyed by
cheaters! Wiy don't you ask this kid who the fuck he is!" Ward pointed
dramatically at Bennie.

From t he dugout, Vic Junior stopped his hysterics, heart sonewhere up around
t he

soft pal ate. The bl ack | ook Bennie had given himfor his greed was not hing
conpared to the glare Ward G bbon was now getting fromthe kid at the plate.

"My name is Yeshua ben Jose. Are you calling me a cheater, M. G bbon?" Bennie
sounded nmodest and respectful and toxic. No one seened to think it odd that
hi s

voice carried as far and farther than Ward's and Sally's conbi ned, though he
wasn't shouting at all.

"I call "emlike | see 'em and this paper calls for plenty? Ward rattled the
sheet in Bennie's face, then waved it fromside to side overhead in Perry
Mason

style, as if the whole stadiumcould see what it said. "I've snelled sonething
fishy about this teamfor a long time, so | did sonme research. This is a

perm ssion slip! Every Little Leaguer's got to have one of these on filel™

Sally MO ellan told Ward G bbon where he could file it. Two of the major
networ ks turned cameras on her

Ward was inplacable. "This slip is filled out for Yeshua ben Jose by his
coach,

Victor Harris, but this slip is not signed!"

"Excuse me, sir." Bennie tugged at Ward's arm "You nean that because that
paper's not signed, | can't play?"

Ward | owered the bullhorn. "That's right, son.” He didn't mean his snile for a

m nut e.
"Can't Coach Vic sign it for ne?"

"'Fraid not. It's a parental perm ssion slip. Only your father or nother can
signit.”
"Yes, sir." Bennie nodded his head obediently. "Coach Vic told ne about that,
but he said it was all okay because he'd talked to the Comm ssioners and if |
get it signed later on --"

Ward cl apped the bullhorn to his nouth and bawl ed for the benefit of the

st ands,

"And how nmuch did your Coach Vic pay the Conmm ssioners to overl ook a FLAGRANT
VI OLATI ON OF THE RULES? That's bribery we're tal ki ng about!"

"You bastard!" Coach Vic was on his feet, shaking his fists at G bbon. "You're
the one who raised that stink over Bennie's papers!” He lunged fromthe
dugout ,

howl i ng for G bbon's bl ood. A quartet of |oyal Bobcats flung thensel ves around
his legs to save himfrom certain doom G bbon was big enough to snap their

bel oved Coach Vic into handy, bite-sized pieces one-handed, and he still had
that bullhorn. Victor Harris got a good taste of dianond dirt when he went
down.

A hel pful reporter was right there with a m ke when he pushed hinself up on
hi s

hands, spat dust, and shouted, "I didn't bribe anyone!"



"Well until you can prove that, that's all she wote for playing this boy!"

G bbon countered. Fromthe corner of his eye, he could see police stream ng

ont o

the field. They'd lock himup, but it would be worth it just to boot this

m serabl e Jewboy's ass the hell out of the chanpionship. "Sorry, son, you're

history," he told Bennie.

"But | |ove baseball, sir. | really want to play." It was heartrendi ng that
| ook

in Bennie's eyes. It carried the distilled essence of nearly two thousand
years

of great Christian artworks portraying Jesus' suffering for Mankind' s sins,
pl us

a hefty slug of the ever-popul ar crown-of -thorns-on-bl ack-vel vet portraits.
Wio
could resist such an appeal ?

One guess. Two words. First word sounds like "Lord." Second word likes
bananas.

Ward G bbon's lip curled into a wolfish leer of triunph. "Tough, kid. You
can't
al ways get what you want."

H story grants M ck Jagger the credit for originating that phrase, but the
smart

nmoney knows it was first uttered by an unfeeling hotelier a couple of
mllennia

ago when a weary Nazarene carpenter knocked at Ye O de Inne door in Bethl ehem
and said unto him "M extrenely great-with-child wife and I want a room for

t he

night." There's a lot that's been witten about what kids renmenber overhearing
fromtheir time in utero. Believe it all, especially about this kid. He
remenbered it, He didn't like it then, He liked it Iess now, and this tinme He
was on the outside and able to make Hi s anger felt.

"Sez you," He said. And lo, it came to pass.

The lightning bolt hit Ward G bbon right up the bullhorn. You never did see a
man achi eve such instant mastery of hip-hop. Like that other famous Bush (the
one that didn't need readable lips to make itself heard), he burned and was
not

consunmed. O course he yipped a lot.

But that was not all. This was no minor theological tantrum No, this was a
mani festati on of the Divine displeasure, and that required nore stage
dr essi ng.

The heavens opened. Rays of linpid light unfurled fromthe cel estial heights,
sendi ng hosts of angels and gaggl es of cherubs skiddi ng down the heavenly
speed

slides. They hit the ground running and did beautiful springboard |eaps to get
ai rborne, then soared for the scoreboard. The nunbers did that flicker thing
again, this time nmutating into letters that spelled out REPENT YE NOW

al t hough

because there were just nine spaces on the board it |ooked |ike REPNTYNOW
Sally

McClellan said she was sure it was a city in Yugoslavia. The angels in their
robes of glory sang hosannas. The cherubs, bum nekkid, set up a counterpoint



of
"Take Me Qut to the Ball Game." That's cherubs for you

As the heavenly choirs perched upon the top of the scoreboard, |egions of
denons

burst fromthe bosom of the earth. Waving pitchforks and wearing regul ation
unpires' uniforms, they cavorted along the baselines with hellish glee. On
second, Jase McClellan covered his eyes and wet his pants. Bobby Drunmer tried
to crawl under third base. The Taiwanese infield all started shouting at the
top

of their lungs. Either it was an ancient Oriental stratagem for driving off
denons or they were just scared spitless, no one ever found out which. The
denons abandoned the field and swarnmed into the stands, throwi ng conplinentary
bags of piping hot @uttony brand popcorn(TM to the crowd before they reached
the top of the bleachers and vanished. It wasn't very good popcorn, but there
was plenty of it.

As soon as the denons di sappeared, Ward G bbon stopped sizzling at hone plate.
He shook hinself Iike a wet dog, astonished to discover he was still alive,

t hough the bull horn was past hope. He dropped the lunp of slag and woul d have
done so with the permssion slip as well, only he could not stir hand nor

f oot .

H s sphincter was busi ness as usual, though

Aghast, astoni shed, enbarrassed, he stared at Bennie and in an awestruck
whi sper
asked, "Wo are you?"

"Who do you say | an?" Bennie replied

"Ungh," was Ward's best coneback. The angels on the scoreboard held up

pl acards

reading 5.6, 5.8, 5.0, and so on. A cherub even jeered, "Throw the bum outa
there!"™ Ch, those wacky cherubs!

Then, "Behold," said Bennie in a tone of awful majesty, and He did take His
bat

and lo, He did gesture therewith, and | o again, the object of his gesturing
was

the perm ssion slip whereon were suddenly wit in characters of fire the four
letters that are the Name of Cod.

That is, they m ght have been. There are no guarantees, and Lord knows, no
hard

evi dence because, being characters of fire, they instantly reduced the
perm ssion slip to a smattering of ashes in Ward G bbon's trenbling hand.

"The slip's signed. The Bobcats' wins are legal. |I'mgoing home before |I snite
soneone, " Bennie said. And wi thout further ado, He did.

VWl l, would you have tried to stop Hi nf?
After the paranedi cs took Ward G bbon away and the Officials conferred and the
angel s wandered of f and both teams took a nuch-needed potty-break, a judgment

call was made:

"There is nothing in the rule books agai nst having God on your side. Play
bal I'!"

Vic Junior went up to bat, hit a single off the frazzled Tai wanese pitcher



and

brought his teammates hone. Jase McClellan's cleats squi shed when he ran and
he

never teased Vic Junior again.

When it was over, both teamnms skipped victory/consol ati on outings to

Di sneywor | d

or Japan or even the nearest ice creamparlor in favor of a quick scanper into
t he nearest house of worship. The Tai wanese pitcher got separated from his
group

and couldn't find a church, but he did find something. Later he got credit for
bringing santeria to Taipei, but that was about it as far as any repercussions
wort hy of the nane.

VIC SENIOR wote up the whole incident, couldn't sell it, and got that job at
Four Comers Used Cars. Wien a story is an outright gift from God but the
handwiting on the wall still reads Mene, nene, tekel, does not suit our

pr esent

needs, the wise man finally admts it's time for a career change.

Barb wote it up too, only she put in a lusty, |ong-Iegged, red-haired
spitfire

of a wonman as the team coach. Later in the book she goes on to becone the
owner

of a sprawling nulti billion dollar sports equi prent and cosmetics enpire.
Everyone knows that the infamous midnight "sushi sex" scene between Barb's
her oi ne and the Tai wanese coach on the pitcher's nmound was what sold the book
and a heck of a lot of raw fish, besides.

After the divorce, Victor Harris went in for coaching Pop Warner football and
tried to forget. And it worked, too, until the day at practice when he saw Vic
Junior talking to a boy he'd never seen before. The stranger was about Vic
Junior's height, three tines as broad, four tines as nuscul ar, and sporting an
uni nhi bited non-reg beard the color of a thunderhead. He'd brought his own

hel met. He was clearly a Vikings fan

The boy noticed Vic Senior staring at himand came over.
"I's this where the football tryouts are, sir?" he asked politely. "A nmutua
acquai ntance said you mght like to have me on your team" He stuck out his

hand. "I'm Thor."

"Wait'll you're married," Victor Harris sighed.



