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Praise for Metal
Spikes

As a manager and owner of a
traveling baseball team, I believe Metal Spikes should be read by
every single kid dreaming of playing baseball at a higher level… be
it high school, college or professional. Not only does this book
teach baseball fundamentals, it teaches “life fundamentals”. The
mentors in Billy’s life are really mentors for all of us. I
strongly recommend to all travel baseball managers to get this book
for your players. It will help your kids become better ball
players, and teach them how to dream big.

Sean Lewis

Manager and Owner

Buccaneer
Traveling baseball

Houston, Texas

As an avid reader, I was impressed with the
level of storytelling from a first-time author. Metal Spikes tells
the story of Billy and his dream of becoming a professional
baseball player. Along the way, the adults around him will show him
what’s important in the effort to realize that dream. The book
shows a boy learning the power of paying attention to those adults
and we hear the inner voice of an intelligent and driven individual
as he makes progress toward that dream. I can’t wait to read the
other 6 books in the series and to see what happens to his friends
as they work on their own dreams.

A great book for kids of
all ages and one that parents can use to teach life lessons in a
fun and relevant way. It makes me wonder what I might have
accomplished with these people around when I was younger. Buy this
for every child you care about and give them a fighting chance with
their own dreams.

Bill Hagara

Austin-based Technology Entrepreneur

“There is no way
a young boy (or girl) can read Metal Spikes and
not get something out of it that will improve his/her life. More
specifically, if you are talented at a sport (or anything) and want
to excel at it, you need to REALLY dedicate yourself. Getting a
proper work ethic, as taught to Billy throughout the book, will
help any kid excel at baseball or whatever he/she truly desires.
The Author makes a good case for all of us to get out of our
comfort zone and apply ourselves to what we truly want in life. A
new type of book for youngsters and parents alike”.

Alex Hart

BBM Manager

George Brett League
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Prologue


Billy Tankersly is a nine-year old boy who has
one ambition.....to break the stolen base record in major league
baseball. His story, from age nine to 16, is told in a
manner that
includes many life lessons for all young people,
whether they play baseball or not.







 Chapter One

With every step he took, the sound of the
metal spikes hitting the parking lot surface thrilled Billy. He was
excited. It was finally time for his first game.

His Dad and Mom drove him to the field,
where after a month of practicing three days a week, the KC Rockets
were going to play their first Little League game. Billy was
excited because this was the first real baseball game for the
9-year old.

He had been good at hitting off a tee, and
when the coaches slow-pitched his team the next year. But this
time, he was going to face a real pitcher with real baseball
rules.

Billy was fast, and he talked his Mom and
Dad into getting him metal spikes so he could run faster. He
thought “stealing a base” would be about the most exciting thing he
could do.

He got out of the car, looking for his
teammates. Bobby was over by the water fountain, and Coach Yam was
sitting on the bench, looking over his lineup. Billy headed toward
the water fountain, hearing the clang of his metal spikes hitting
the pavement. He was ready.

“Are you going to start?”
Bobby asked. Bobby had been Billy’s best friend since the 1st
grade.

“I think both of us will
start”, replied Billy with excitement in his voice.

“Yeah, me too, “said Bobby,
but Billy didn’t hear him. He saw two of the Lions, who they were
playing. They looked bigger and older than Billy. He stood there,
watching them, and hoping one wasn’t the starting pitcher for
the Lions.

“Look at those guys, Bobby.
Are they really our age?” asked Billy.

“No way, “replied Bobby.
“Those guys have to be 11 or 12”.

The two boys walked over to see Coach Yam to
ask him if those guys were really who they were playing.

Before getting to the coach, one of the
Lions looked over at Billy and said, “I didn’t know they let
rookies wear metal spikes”, looking at Billy’s brand new pair.

This was the first time
he’d encountered razzing, and didn’t know what to say. He
turned away and continued toward the bench.

Other team members arrived and the coach
assembled the team in the outfield. He emphasized that the Rockets
were going to be a team, not just a bunch of kids. They were going
to be positive when on the field or the bench. Negative attitudes
would not be allowed, and he expected each kid to show appreciation
to his fellow teammates when they did something good.

Billy and Bobby learned they both were going
to start. Billy at second base and Bobby at catcher. Billy was
batting third, and Bobby was hitting cleanup. Then he got the bad
news.

“Metal spikes are not
allowed in this league, Billy. You will have to wear tennis shoes
or plastic spikes”, Coach Yam told him.

Billy’s heart sank to the
ground. He’d watched the World Series and thought “Jose Joslin was
the coolest player on the team because he stole six bases.” Now,
Billy wasn’t going to be able to steal any bases in those silly
plastic spikes. He’d had to wear them last year when the coaches
pitched, but this was real baseball, he thought.

He walked to his Dad to tell him, with tears
in his eyes.

“Dad, Coach says metal
spikes are not allowed in this league. I don’t even want to play”,
cried Billy.

Jim Tankersly looked down
at his son, put an arm around his shoulders and cried silently with
Billy because he knew how much metal spikes meant to him. He
finally spoke.

“Billy, as you grow up, you
find out that sometimes things do not work out the way you want
them to, no matter how much you want something. Remember our talk
about visualizing what you want when you get up to the plate? Well,
even then, if you get a hit one out of three times, you are
considered a success. In other words, you are likely to make at
least two outs, no matter how much you want to get a hit. The same
is true in life as you grow up. You do not get everything you
want,” spoke Billy’s Dad to him, “but you keep trying.”

“But Dad, this is real
baseball”, yelled Billy. “Spikes should be allowed if us kids can
play real baseball.”

Jim Tankersly looked at his
son, wanting more than anything to say something that would make
Billy understand. He felt guilty because he should have checked
with the league before buying the metal spikes for Billy. It was
his fault that his son was heart-broken and there was nothing he
could say other than giving Billy a pep talk, telling him
that he could steal in this league, and he was almost as fast in
plastic spikes as he would be with metal ones.

That calmed him down a little, at least
getting his mind back to the game ahead. Thankfully, he had a pair
of plastic spikes in the car. As he changed, he was determined that
he was going to get two hits, and steal two bases to show his Dad
that just getting one hit was not considered successful….not in his
mind.

Billy was excited when the umpire yelled,
“Play Ball”. He’d forgotten about his plastic spikes when he came
up to bat. It was the big guy pitching and he struck out Pepsi and
Duke to start the game. Pepsi lived across the street from Billy
and Duke a block over. They had played baseball in the neighborhood
since they were just little kids, but none of them had seen a
pitcher throw a pitch this fast.

Now it was Billy’s turn to
bat. He had been judging how fast the ball came in, standing in the
on-deck circle. He stepped into the batter’s box, looked at the
giant, pitching for the Lions, and visualized hitting his
fastball to the opposite field, a trick his coach last year taught
him.

“Strike one”, bellowed the
ump after the first pitch.

Billy had never seen a ball
thrown this fast, but he was determined to get the first hit for
the Rockets. On the next pitch, Billy swung at another
fastball and missed it.

“Strike two,” yelled the
ump.

With a 0-2 count, Billy faced a fear he’d
never faced before. What if he struck out? Pepsi and Duke told him
after they struck out that this pitcher was really good. He dug in,
and made up his mind, he was going to get a hit. The next pitch was
even faster than the first two. Billy swung. He knew he’d tipped
it, but turned around hoping the catcher didn’t hold on to it.

“Foul ball” roared the
umpire.

On the next pitch, Billy
swung and hit a sharp line drive to left field, just the way he’d
been taught. The left fielder picked it up on one
hop and threw to second base as Billy was rounding first base. A
single. His first time playing “real baseball”. “I love baseball,”
he smiled to himself.

Bobby batted behind Billy
and was a good hitter, so Billy was a little surprised when he saw
the third base coach give him the “steal sign” on the first pitch
to Bobby. Billy looked at the pitcher as he took a lead. He really
didn’t know how far he could get off the base since last year there
was “no stealing”. He did not want to get picked off, but
“taking a lead” was something brand new to him. He stepped off
about four feet, and all of a sudden, the pitcher threw to first.
Billy dove back in, and was thankful the ump said,
“Safe”.

Now, he knew a little more
of what to look for if the pitcher was going to try to pick him
off, so he took a five-foot lead and started running as
soon as the pitcher’s leg crossed the pitching mound. That
meant he could not throw to first without it being a balk, so Billy
was thankful for his Dad’s advice about the rules of baseball. He
slid into second base long before the ball was there. Billy had
stolen his first base, in plastic spikes. It felt
amazing.







 Chapter Two

The game was not even close as the Rockets
won 10-3. Billy had two more hits, driving in four runs and scoring
two. But, he was most proud of the fact that he’d stolen three
bases.

After the game, all the
parents came up to him telling him “Great game, Billy”. He smiled a
lot that night getting a lot of “high fives” from his teammates.
Coach Yam had the team gather in the outfield after the game, going
over things about this game and telling them the next practice
would be Thursday afternoon after school. About the only
thing Billy remembered was Bobby coming up to him after the game
telling him he definitely would make the major leagues. All Billy
could think about was, “at least I could wear metal spikes”
there.

On the drive home, Billy’s Dad went through
the game with him, almost batter by batter. He told Billy that he
could have reached a ground ball hit to his left if he had just
dived for the ball. He explained to be good in anything, you have
to go all out, and getting dirty was what made a real baseball
player.

Billy thought, “I am dirty from sliding”,
but his Dad didn’t stop there. He explained that when Billy struck
out his second time at bat, he embarrassed himself and his team by
throwing his bat down. That was not acceptable.

It was a short ride home,
but Billy had learned even more than he had at the game. He decided
that plastic spikes were “OK for now”, but one day, he was going to
lead the major leagues in steals, in metal spikes. Billy slept well
that night, drifting off to sleep thinking about his first At Bat,
and the line drive he hit to left. “That felt good,” he said to
himself before falling asleep.

School would not be out for two more
weeks, so it was hard for Billy to concentrate on
schoolwork with practice in four days. On Thursday, he had to take a
test, and he failed it. The teacher even called his Mom to ask if
her son was having some sort of problem at home.

Julie Tankersly said, “No,
not that I’m aware of. It’s probably that his mind is
on baseball.”

Billy’s Mom told his Dad, which Billy
feared. What he feared was exactly what happened.

His Dad told him, “no baseball practice
tonight, Son. Your school work is more important, and if you cannot
keep your grades up, you cannot play baseball.”

Billy went into a temper tantrum. He hit the
wall, screaming at this Dad that it was not fair to keep him from
playing baseball. He started crying. This had to be, “The worst
thing to ever happen to him, even worse than having to wear the
stupid plastic spikes”, thought Billy. His Dad called the coach
telling him Billy would not be to practice. He explained to Coach
Yam the reason.

Friday was just awful
at school
because Billy knew he would not start in the game
the next day since he’d missed practice. But, he also realized that
he’d better listen intently to his teachers because from now on, he
was going to get good grades.

The game started at 3:00
Saturday afternoon, and just as Billy suspected, he was not in the
starting lineup. Noah Arome was starting at 2B. He wasn’t
nearly as good as Billy and batted 8th in the lineup. Billy sat at
the end of the bench the first few innings, before sliding down to
talk to Coach Yam before the 5th inning started. He asked if
he was going to get to play.

Coach Yam looked down at him and said,
“Billy, if you cannot keep your grades up, then you are not going
to be able to play baseball.”

Billy explained to the Coach that he knew
that now and had really paid attention to the teachers on Friday.
He swore to Coach Yam that he would get good grades from now
on.

The coach said, “OK, Billy. I will put you
in next inning, but you cannot ever again miss practice because of
bad grades.”

Billy got a hit, his only time at the plate,
stole second and scored a run in another victory for the Rockets.
This time, they won 7-2, and after the game, the coach told them
that they were good enough to win the league, but they had to
practice a lot harder if they were going to do that.

Billy rode home with his
Dad and Mom, listening to them talk about things that had happened
in their lives during the day. There were no lectures about not
diving for a ball, or even talk about the game. Billy was
disappointed that his Dad had not complimented him on his hit, even
if it didn’t come until the 6th inning. At least, he got in
the game, got a hit and stole a base in his plastic
spikes.

But, no one mentioned the game on the way
home. Billy ate dinner¸ watched a baseball game on TV with his Dad,
and in the second inning, his Dad finally said, “Nice hit,
Billy”.

That made him forget all
about not starting. He was so proud. He’d made his Dad proud, and
he realized that making your Dad proud was about the coolest thing
a kid could do. He was once again, happy, and fell asleep on the
couch around the 8th
inning. He remembered his Dad picking him up and
putting him to bed, but even then, he was thinking about his stolen
base, and wondering why his Dad didn’t compliment him on
that.

School the next week was more interesting
than he’d ever thought it could be. He had never been interested in
“history”, but the teacher….maybe just for him….explained the
history of baseball. He learned that Abner Doubleday had, for many
years, been known as the man who started baseball in 1839. But when
historians had gathered all the facts, Mr. Doubleday was found to
never have even visited Cooperstown, New York, where it was known
to be the site of one of the first baseball games. The historians
could not agree who the founder was, but some said it was a man by
the name of Alexander Cartwright, who had written the first rules
of the game in 1845 for a team in New York called the
“Knickerbockers”. The true origin may never be known, but
supposedly, Mr. Cartwright headed to the west coast to discover
gold, and along the way, he taught others how to play baseball
using the rules he had written.

“Mr. Cartwright is in
Baseball’s Hall of Fame, but Abner Doubleday is not,” said his
teacher. Billy found history to be interesting if it was something
he was interested in. Even when his teacher started talking about
other things in American history, Billy listened
intently and found it to be interesting too.

The nine-year old studied
hard all week
until Thursday came. There had been no tests this
week, but Billy knew he would have received an “A” if there had
been.

Practice started right at 4:00 PM with the
coach gathering the team together telling them that they were going
to skip batting practice this week, and focus on fielding. Billy
was a little disappointed, but ever since his Dad told him to dive
for the grounder, he felt much better when playing defense.

He almost hoped ground balls would come his
way, until Coach Yam said, “The first thing we are going to work on
is double plays”.

Since Billy played 2B, this
meant he was going to be in the center of the action at this
practice. He was excited until he took his first throw
from the shortstop. He threw to first base, and the practice
runner beat his throw by a mile, at least it looked that way to
Billy.

Coach Yam came up to
him and explained that when he took the throw from the SS, 3B or
the pitcher that he had to touch the base with his left foot and
throw as soon as the ball hit his glove. The coach showed him how,
and Billy couldn’t believe he threw the ball almost before it even
got to his glove.

It was only then that Coach Yam told Billy
he had played 2B in the minor leagues, and although he’d never made
the majors, he’d learned a lot from other professional players and
coaches. Billy was listening even more intently to his coach after
hearing that. All the rest of the practice session, he practiced
getting rid of the ball as soon as he caught it. By the end of
practice, Billy had thrown two practice runners out on double plays
and the coach had complimented him on learning fast.

School Friday was a little harder to
concentrate, but he kept remembering what the coach had said,
“Billy, you learn very fast”. He knew it was because he had been
listening intently to the coach at practice yesterday as he
explained how to make a double play, so he worked all day at really
listening to his teachers. When the final bell rang, Billy was
thankful it was Friday because it meant there was a game tomorrow.
Hopefully, he would start again.

It seemed like forever, but
it was finally game time. Billy was starting at 2B and hitting
third again. The Rockets won the game, 8-3 and were tied for first
place. Billy had two hits and two stolen bases. But on the
way home, his Dad complimented him on his fielding. He dove for a
ball way to his left, and it surprised him; he caught it and threw
the runner out. But, that wasn’t what his Dad was complimenting him
about. It was the double play he turned in the third inning. The
batter had hit a hard grounder to Carlos Garcia, the shortstop who
threw to Billy covering the bag, and he remembered, “Hit the bag
with your left foot, and throw the ball as soon as you receive it.”
He did exactly that and the runner was out by a step. Billy’s Dad
said that was the best thing he did all game, even better than his
two hits.

He started to ask what his
Dad thought about his two stolen bases, but before he could
ask….his Dad laughed and said, “Those two stolen bases were pretty
good too.” Billy felt great but thought he could have stolen
another base if he’d had metal spikes.







 Chapter Three

The rest of the season
passed fast. School was out, so he played baseball
every chance he got. The kids in his neighborhood played in the
street or down at Suzie Gunn’s house because she had a big side
yard with a fence. He even tried switch hitting because the fence
was in left field. In one of the Rocket’s practices, he tried
hitting right-handed against a real pitcher, and
not just the neighborhood kid, who wasn’t very good. He hit one
ball further than he’d ever hit a ball, but that was the only time
he even made contact.

The coach said to him, “Billy, I think you
will be better off just hitting left handed”.

From that day on, Billy only hit left
handed, and his hitting got better and better. There were very few
games during the season where Billy did not get at least two hits,
and he stole a base almost every time he got on.

The final game of the season was against the
Rangers, who were tied with the Rockets for first place. All his
family members came to the game, and the grandstands were packed.
It was the first time Billy had played with the grandstands full,
and everyone yelling. He felt like this was the most exciting day
in his life.

His first time up to the
plate, he singled, stole second and came home on Bobby’s double.
The Rockets led 1-0 before the Rangers even knew what happened, but
in the third inning, they scored two runs to take the lead. Billy
didn’t get up in the third, and the Rockets trailed 2-1 going into
the 4th inning. As he stepped into the batter’s box, he dug his
plastic spikes into the dirt, staring at the pitcher. Billy was
confident he would get a hit, steal second and come around to tie
the game up. But, he hit a sharp grounder to the second baseman who
threw him out before Billy was halfway to first. No one else got
on, and going into the bottom of the 7th, the last inning, Billy was
going to be batting 4th.

He hoped someone would get
on base so he could drive them in to tie the game. Liam Snow batted
first and hit a line drive that the center fielder could not catch.
Liam didn’t stop at second and it looked like he might be out at
3B, but he slid in under the tag and the tying run was on 3B with
no outs. Pepsi struck out, and Duke hit a pop up to 2B. It was
Billy’s turn to be the hero and at least tie the game. He had three
HR’s during the season, so he was thinking, “if I can get ahold of
one, I could win the game for us.” The count went to 3 &
2.

Billy was expecting
a fastball
over the heart of the plate because no pitcher
wanted to face Bobby, the next batter. He watched the pitcher
closely. He followed the ball from the time it left the pitcher’s
hand. He swung as hard as he could.

“Strike three” the ump
bellowed out.

Billy stood at the plate, not believing what
had just happened. The Rangers raced to the field, jumping in the
air, congratulating each other for winning the championship.

On the way home, his Dad
tried to talk about next year, but all Billy could think about was
that one pitch. All he had to do was hit a single, so why did he
try to hit a HR?
He cried. He slammed his helmet into the seat.
Immediately, his Dad stopped the car, told him to get out, and
right along the side of the road, he spanked him. His first
baseball season ended with a spanking.

The winter came; his Dad
was a basketball fanatic, watching every game of his school, the
University of Kansas. They were always good and were expected
to get to the Final Four. For Christmas, Billy got a new “Billy
Martin” glove
and broke it in by throwing baseballs against the
garage door all winter, except when the snow kept the ball from
bouncing back. All the while, his Dad was glued to watching KU
games. March came, and it was “March Madness”, which would decide
the National Championship. The Jayhawks played in the final
game but lost 76-71. Billy watched his Dad throw his KU hat down on
the floor, yelling “No, no”. He was just as upset as Billy had been
the first time he struck out and threw his bat down.

“Dad”, Billy said. “You
taught me not to throw my bat down and here you just threw your hat
down.”

For the first time ever, Billy heard his Dad
swear. “We lost the national championship because of the damn
officiating”.

Billy realized that adults get just as upset
when their team loses as a kid does. A day hadn’t passed that he
didn’t remember striking out last season with the tying run on
third in the championship game. Now, he wondered if his Dad would
go all year, thinking about the KU game.

But, five minutes later,
his Dad apologized and said, “You know what Billy, when bad things
happen, you can get upset for a little while, but the secret
to life, and baseball, is putting the bad
behind and looking for the good. I’m sorry I swore, and that is not
something you should do. Guess what happens next week? Your
baseball practice starts.”

He seemed just as excited about that as
Billy was….and his team had just lost.

Billy was 10 years
old now
and was playing in the same league. The other kids
didn’t look quite as big to Billy. He’d grown two inches
that year
and had a stronger arm than last year because of
throwing the ball against the garage door all winter. He was still
playing for
the Rockets, but several of the guys had moved on
to the 11-13-year-old league. Billy was
thankful that Bobby, Pepsi and Duke were still going to be on the
team. No one seemed to remember that he’d struck out last year to
make the final out. Everyone was just excited that it was mid-April
and they got to start baseball practice again. Billy put on his
plastic spikes, dreaming of the day he’d have metal
spikes.
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The Rockets had a good year.
Billy was doing well, and was invited to play in the
11 to 13-year-old
league, but his Dad and Coach Yam discouraged
him.

“Billy”, his Dad said, “I
think you should be very proud that you’ve improved so much that
the Cardinals want you to play for their team, but the Rockets
need you to win the championship.”

Coach Yam chimed in, “If I thought it would
really help you, Billy, I’d tell you to go ahead and join the
Cardinals, but you might not even be starting for them.”

He thought he would start for the Cards, but
what his Dad said made more sense to him. The Rockets needed him.
Billy realized right then what it meant to be a team player, and
there was no way he was going to let Pepsi, Duke, Bobby and the
others down by leaving the team.

As the season progressed, Billy and the team
got better and better. By the end of the season, the Rockets were
in first place alone and won the league championship. No other team
even compared to them. Billy and Bobby had a contest all year to
see who was going to have the highest batting average and most
steals. Bobby didn’t have a chance in the steals because Billy,
once again, was able to steal a base, and sometimes two, almost
every time he got on base.

The catchers in the
9-10-year-old
league were not very good, and when Billy got on
base, the coach almost always gave him the steal sign. Billy didn’t
like his plastic spikes, but he found out that he was fast, no
matter what spikes he had on.

This year, there were two divisions, so
there was still one game left, for the “world series” championship.
The Rockets were going to play the Pirates at Ban Johnson Stadium.
This was the first time Billy had played in a real stadium. All
their games had been on fields with dirt infields. This time, they
were going to be playing on a grass infield. He could smell the
grass as he crushed it under his plastic spikes.

During the regular season, Bobby hit .475
compared to Billy’s .450 batting average. Billy was determined to
get more hits in the championship game than his friend.

“I’ll bet you an ice cream
cone that I get more hits today, Bobby”, challenged
Billy.

“Oh, you are
so on,
Billy. I’m going to get a hit each time up”, replied Bobby, with a
confident grin on his face.

It seemed the entire team believed they were
going to beat the Pirates. Even before the game, when Coach Yam
gathered the team in the outfield, he told the boys, “you kids are
better than the Pirates, but you will have to play your best to
beat them”.

He had the boys gather in a circle, put
their hands together and all yell at once, “Rockets”.

Billy and Bobby watched the Pirates pitcher
warming up. “He’s not as fast as that giant kid we faced last
year,” Bobby said.

“Yeah, but did you see his
curve,” said Billy, thinking that he’d never seen a ball curve like
that. He just hoped he got fastballs.

The top of the lineup was
the same with Pepsi leading off and Duke batting second. Pepsi hit
the first pitch, which got by the center fielder, and he ended up
with a triple. The Rockets bench was going wild.

“Way to go, Pepsi”, they
yelled, and then started yelling to Duke, “You can hit this guy,
Duke. He’s not as good as the pitchers in our league”.

Coach Yam called
time and walked over to the dugout. “Boys”, he said, “we can cheer
our own team, but I don’t want to hear you yelling at their
pitcher. They may do it in the major leagues, but it won’t happen
on my team. Do you understand”?

They all nodded
their heads
and started yelling even louder for Duke to get a
hit as the coach walked back to his third base coaching box. Duke
delivered with a sharp single to left, scoring Pepsi. The Rockets
were off to a 1-0 lead after only two batters. The kids on the
bench were going wild, screaming at the top of their
lungs.

Billy came up confident he
could hit a
homer off this pitcher.

He heard the bench
yelling for
him. “You can do it, Billy. You can hit
a HR off this guy”.
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