
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Nowhere, USA

        

        
        
          Timothy D. Rowland

        

        
          Published by Timothy D. Rowland, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      NOWHERE, USA

    

    
      First edition. August 28, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Timothy D. Rowland.

    

    
    
      Written by Timothy D. Rowland.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
     

 

                                                                            

To my son

 

Hyejun Sager Rowland

 

who reminds me a lot of Tom Fenton



    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1. Welcome To Nowhere
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My name is Tom, and I am a kid who loves baseball!

Now, I don’t love baseball the same way that I love eating ice cream cones from Scoops Ice Cream Parlor. And I don’t love baseball the same way that I love going to the Lazy River, fishing pole in hand, on Sunday afternoons. Eating ice cream and going fishing are fun, and I enjoy doing both of these activities, but I love baseball even more than eating ice cream or going fishing. In fact, I love baseball more than any other game or activity in the whole world!

Baseball is my life, and I mean that quite literally. I think about baseball all day long, from the time that I wake up in the morning to the time that I fall asleep at night. I even dream about baseball. Baseball is my favorite game to play, my favorite hobby to do, and my favorite subject to read and talk about. Seldom does an hour of the day go by when I’m not thinking about baseball. It doesn’t matter if I’m getting dressed in the morning, eating my breakfast, brushing my teeth, walking to school with my best friend Sammy Carter, sitting in class, finishing my homework, or doing my chores at home. Whatever I’m doing, I’m thinking about baseball!

Every Monday during the baseball season, when the school bell rings, signaling the end of another day of learning useless facts, Sammy Carter and I grab our school bags and run from Brook Meadow All Grades School to Auldapple Public Library. We grab the Gazette out of the stack of newspapers that were delivered to the front desk earlier in the afternoon and sit down at one of the nearby tables. Sammy and I hurriedly turn to the Sports section, spread out the pages on the table, and begin reading all the latest baseball news and articles about the games that have been played during the past week. We savor each sentence as if it were a spoonful of Chocolate Chip Cookie Dough ice cream at Scoops Ice Cream Parlor.

Sammy Carter and I enjoy looking at, and talking about, the pictures of the ballplayers that are next to the articles. Sometimes I imagine my picture being featured in the newspapers around the country, with boys and girls looking at my picture and talking about me. Someday, I tell myself, when I’m a pro ballplayer, that dream will come true. But first I have to grow up, and before I do that, I have to go home and do my homework and chores. So, when the last score of the previous week’s games has been read, and when there are no more baseball treats to taste, it’s back to the real world and life in the small town where I live.

My mother says that I’m obsessed with baseball, and that I should think and talk about things that other kids often think and talk about, like movies, music, and arcade games. She says that I should build model trains, fly kites, play board games with my friends, and do other things that ‘normal’ children do. But I don’t think I’m obsessed with baseball. I just like it more than anything else in this whole world, and I don’t want to think about, talk about, or do anything else.

Every Friday afternoon, as soon as the school bell rings, a dozen or so of us boys who live in Auldapple gather at the grassy lot across the street from Matt’s General Store to play baseball. We put our school bags behind the backstop, grab our gloves, and empty the canvas bag filled with bats and balls and extra gloves in case we need them. Then it’s game on!

When we play baseball on the grassy lot, we can’t play by all the rules. The field is big, but it’s not the same size as a real baseball field. There are no chalk lines to denote whether a ball is fair or foul, and we have to use sandbags as bases and the pitcher’s mound. There are no fences lining the field, so it was determined a long time ago that a home run is when a ball is hit past the two oak trees at the far end of the grassy lot. One foul line is the road that goes past Matt’s General Store and stops in front of the school. The other foul line is the bushes that border the Lazy River.

The fact that baseball is a boy’s game doesn’t stop Kate Myers from grabbing her glove and joining us on the grassy lot. Most people call Kate a “tomboy,” which has nothing to do with my name. It’s an expression people use to refer to a girl who acts like a boy, and that describes Kate quite well. She can hit the baseball as well as any of the boys can, and she can catch and throw the ball well too, for a girl, that is. In fact, most of the boys seem to have forgotten that Kate’s a girl. When she ties her hair back and covers it with her baseball cap, she looks like a boy. I don’t mean that in any bad way; my mother says Kate is pretty. But Kate likes to fit in with the boys, so she tries to look like one of us. And often, when we talk about “us boys” or “us guys,” we mean her, too.

Kate doesn’t hang out with us all the time, though. She is friends with some of the other girls at school, but they don’t play baseball like she does. So, when she is with them, she doesn’t talk about baseball or the things that we boys talk about. She is totally a girl then. But once a week, she joins the boys on the grass lot to play baseball.

I’ve known Kate my entire life, and my mother says we were born in the same hospital at almost the same time. I’m one day older than she is, although it’s by a few hours. I was born at night; she was born early the next morning. In fact, that’s how our mothers met. 

Sometimes Kate and I hang out, watch TV together, or play catch with each other. I don’t forget for one minute, however, that Kate’s a girl; I’m very aware of it, especially when we play baseball together. Don’t tell Kate this, but I’m amazed that a girl can play baseball as well as she does.

Kate is a good friend, but she’s not my best friend. I don’t think I could ever have a girl as my best friend. Nevertheless, Kate, Sammy Carter, and I often hang out together. Sammy is the same age as we are, but Kate and I are a few months older than he is. That doesn’t matter, though, because we were all born in the same year.

My mother and I live on a street named Cherry Tree Lane. We live in a house with three bedrooms, a small office, two bathrooms, a big living room, and a joined kitchen and dining room. The office has some bookshelves, a file cabinet, and a desk. On the desk sits a display case with four big trophies in it. To the right of the office is the bathroom, and next to the bathroom is my mother’s bedroom.

As I’ve said before, Sammy Carter and I are best friends, and this is cool because Sammy and his father live right across the street from us on Cherry Tree Lane. Sammy lives so close to me, in fact, that if one of us runs from our front door across the street to the other boy’s front door, it takes about eleven seconds. We know this for certain because we’ve done it many times, and we count the seconds in our heads each time. We don’t use a stopwatch or anything like that, but we both can count seconds pretty accurately.

My bedroom is next to the living room. It faces Cherry Tree Lane, and I can look out my window and see Sammy’s bedroom window across the street. Since Sammy and I are the best of friends, we talk to each other about all kinds of important stuff, including baseball — no, especially baseball. Sammy Carter loves baseball almost as much as I do.

Having our windows facing each other is handy, in case Sammy and I want to send a signal to each other. Sometimes we make gestures from our windows as a way of sending messages to each other. Other times we write our messages on paper in large letters and hold the papers up to the window for the other to see. It is fun to communicate in this way. At night, we can’t see each other’s gestures or written messages very well, so one of us has to flash our bedside lamp to get the other boy’s attention. One flash, then two, is the code that Sammy and I have created to let each other know that we need to talk. If Sammy is available, he’ll signal me back with a two-two set of flashes, and eleven seconds later, I’ll hear him tap-tap on my window. Likewise, if Sammy wants me to come over to his window, he will signal me with a one-two set of flashes, and after I respond with a two-two set of flashes, I’ll run to his window.

Sammy’s yard has several trees in it, and this makes it a good place to climb trees or play games that need places to hide. For the same reason, it is a bad place to play catch with the baseball. My yard, however, is perfect for throwing a baseball since it has only one tree, and it is behind the house. The rest of my yard has grass, and Sammy and I have played catch with a baseball in my yard countless times. The grass should be green like most of the yards in Auldapple, but Sammy and I have run and jumped in my yard so much, throwing and catching baseballs, that the grass in my yard doesn’t look green anymore.

Sammy’s name is actually Samuel Carter, Jr. But he doesn’t like being called “Junior.” His father, Sam Carter, is a well-known former American Baseball League pitcher who doesn’t use “Senior” in his name. Sam Carter started playing ABL baseball before Sammy was born, so his name didn’t change when Sammy was born.

My father and Sammy’s father used to play baseball together, and they were the best of friends. That’s why Sam and Sammy live right across the street from my mother and me. When we’re at school, Sammy and I usually sit next to each other in homeroom, eat lunch together, and play baseball together, too, although we’re not always on the same team. We’re best friends, and the way I figure it, that’s why best friends always stay close to each other.

Every Saturday afternoon during the baseball season, Sammy and Kate come over to my house to watch baseball on the television set. We don’t care who’s playing; while my favorite team is the Madison Mavericks, the team that Sammy’s father and my father played on, we’ll watch whatever game is broadcast that afternoon.

Sammy, Kate, and I take turns sitting on the super-comfortable reclining chair that my mother likes to sit in when she watches her television programs. If it is not our turn to sit in the reclining chair, we will either sit on the sofa or on the floor in front of the sofa. Whoever has food, though, has to sit on the floor — that’s my mother’s strict rule; we are not allowed to have food or drinks when we sit in the reclining chair or on the sofa.

We sit in each spot in the living room for 10 minutes and then switch. I’ve got a little timer clock that has a dial that we turn to set the time. After ten minutes, it goes “ding” and the three of us get up, change places, and sit down in the new location. We do this again and again until the ballgame is over.

If a Madison Mavericks game is not being broadcast on the television, then each of us will choose a team to root for in whatever game we are watching. Sammy and Kate like to team up against me and root for the team that is playing against the team I’ve picked. They do this for fun because they know it bothers me. If the other team makes a good play or scores a run, they both cheer loudly, whooping and hollering like it was the ABL Championship Series or something. But, of course, if the team I’m rooting for scores, it’s my turn to cheer loudly.

All three of us root for the Madison Mavericks, though, since it is the team that my father and Sammy’s father played on. I know Ken Murdoch, the second baseman on the Mavericks. He stayed overnight in our house once when I was 8 years old. I had to give up my bed and sleep with my mother and father so that Ken could sleep in my bed. But I didn’t mind; Ken is a nice man who played catch with me and even gave me some baseball cards, and so I was happy to let him use my bed.

I have a genuine American Baseball League baseball glove that Ken Murdoch gave to me, too. I think he somehow shaped it for me because it fits my hand perfectly. I use this glove whenever I play baseball. I also have half a dozen wooden baseball bats made for ABL teams.

And then there’s my father’s glove. I don’t play baseball with it; at least I never have. It’s sort-of sacred; it’s a special glove that he used to use, and he oiled it and took good care of it, and it is shaped for his hand. I keep it in a box with wadded tissue around it as padding. Someday, maybe, I’ll play a game with it — a special or important game. But for now, it stays in the box.

Next door to my house is another house that looks almost exactly like mine, with another yard, another tree, and another white picket fence around that yard. And Sammy’s house across the street looks very similar to my house, too.

Now, you might be saying to yourself, Auldapple sounds like a storybook town, a town with nice clean streets and houses with yards that have neatly mowed grass and leafy trees in them. Perhaps it looks like it came out of a 1960’s TV show.

And to be perfectly honest, this describes Auldapple pretty well. Auldapple definitely looks like a town that you might see in family movies or on TV shows. Auldapple has many houses with white picket fences and well-kept yards, all the streets are straight and paved, and on Main Street, the storekeepers and businessmen keep the sidewalks swept and the windows spotless. So, yes, in some ways, Auldapple definitely looks like a storybook town.

But if you’re a 12-year-old boy like me, or if you’re a kid who lives in some city somewhere, I doubt you’d like living in Auldapple very much. Less than a thousand people live in this town. There are no movie theaters, no arcades, and no shopping malls or rollercoaster theme parks nearby. In fact, it takes over two hours on the train or three hours in a car or riding on the bus to get to the nearest city that has any of these things.

But I like living here in Auldapple. For one thing, no matter which way you look, the countryside is beautiful. Auldapple is right in the middle of a valley. It has a river that flows through one side of town, and a mountain covered with trees on the other. At the far edge of town, right next to two small hills, is a small farm that grows corn and wheat.

Coming out of a tunnel through the mountain and winding its way through the valley, a railroad track guides a train to the little depot next to the Auldapple Post Office. The train arrives at 3:00 p.m. every day, six days a week, except for Sunday, and delivers mail to our town, along with any parcels or large items that folks have bought from stores in the city. Food for the diner, gas for the filling station, and automotive parts for the mechanic garage also arrive on the train. Nearly all of the items found in Auldapple arrived by train at one time or another. After the train stops at our depot, it crosses over the river on an antique wooden bridge that heaves and strains under the weight suddenly thrust upon it and continues further into the valley. I don’t know exactly where the railroad track goes from here; I’ve never asked, and I’ve never ridden on the train. All I know is that the train is a valuable part of our town, and it’s pretty safe to say that Auldapple wouldn’t be here today if it weren’t for the train.

To get to Main Street, I can walk down Cherry Tree Lane for two blocks, cross over the railroad track, go past the old cherry tree, which is how the street got its name, and then right away I have to turn either left or right on Main Street. That’s how small this town is. On the side of Main Street closest to my house are several buildings, including the Town Hall, Auldapple Post Office, the train depot, The Fishhook Deli, and a couple of other businesses. Further down the street is Scoops Ice Cream Parlor, the doctor’s office where my mother works as a nurse, and the automobile garage where Sam Carter works, since he doesn’t play professional baseball anymore. On the other side of the street, directly across from the mayor’s office, is Matt’s All-Purpose General Store, the library, the bakery, and the diner. There are some other businesses in Auldapple as well, but most of the downtown starts two blocks from my house.

The townsfolk in Auldapple are quite friendly with each other. The men call each other by their first names and greet each other with a hearty “hello” and a handshake whenever they meet in person. Housewives and mothers walk along the cobblestone pathway alongside the Lazy River, chatting about their lives and families.

Now, I’m not saying there’s never a cross word spoken or any arguments between people. Anytime there is a community of people, someone is certain to annoy someone else or there may be a difference of opinion. But the townspeople usually resolve their conflicts quickly because they don’t want there to be any problems between them. This is the kind of atmosphere that makes Auldapple the kind of American town that a family wants to live in.

In many ways, Auldapple is a typical small town in America. Everybody knows each other, and the town is pretty quiet most of the time. People who are passing through and don’t know anything about it might think that Auldapple is another small town where nothing exciting ever happens. But they’d be wrong.
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Chapter 2. Fenton Sports Complex
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What makes Auldapple such a wonderful town to live in? Well, for a boy who loves everything about baseball as much as I do, it’s because right here, in the middle of Nowhere, USA, is a ballpark with a full-sized professional baseball field right in the middle of town!

If you’re coming into Auldapple from out of town, Fenton Sports Complex, which includes a stadium and a large recreational park, can be found next to the Lazy River. Go down Main Street, turn left onto the street that passes in front of Matt’s General Store and go past the grassy lot where we play baseball, and past some other businesses. From there, you can see a big gate in a high chain-link fence that surrounds the ballpark. But that’s all you need to know in order to get to Fenton Sports Complex because the ballpark can be seen from anywhere in town.

Like all of the ballparks in the American Baseball League, Fenton Sports Complex has two dugouts and two locker rooms. There are batting cages that players can use to practice hitting baseballs, and warm-up areas for the pitchers to limber up their throwing arms before going onto the field. Despite these similarities with a professional ballpark, there is one huge difference between a professional ballpark and Fenton Sports Complex. A typical ABL ballpark seats anywhere between 35,000 and 55,000 people. Fenton Sports Complex has seats for only 5,000 people, which is about five times the population of Auldapple. Furthermore, there are no luxury boxes or vendor booths in Fenton Sports Complex, and these things make it considerably smaller than a professional ballpark.

Although it’s a smaller size, there are several things that make Fenton Sports Complex a totally awesome ballpark! First, surrounding the ballpark is a high chain-link fence with a massive metal gate. The gate swings wide open on giant iron hinges to allow ballpark visitors to enter the park. There is an electronic security system, complete with security cameras, that only one person in Auldapple, a man named Russ Anderson, has the ability to disable. Not even the mayor can enter Fenton Sports Complex without Russ’s help.

The second awesome thing about Fenton Sports Complex is the giant scoreboard that is mounted high over Center Field. This scoreboard has a huge television screen on it. If someone wanted to watch a movie or television show on it, I suppose they could easily do so, although I’ve never seen the screen used for that purpose. Still, it’s cool that the screen is there.

The third awesome thing about Fenton Sports Complex is the lights. Towering high above the ballpark are four huge sets of stadium lights that, if turned on at night, have the potential to light up the whole town! It reminds me of one of those movies where an alien spaceship lands on earth. The shape of the ballpark looks a bit like a UFO.

The fence, the scoreboard with the television screen, and the stadium lights are all cool, but the biggest reason why Fenton Sports Complex is an awesome ballpark is because my last name is Fenton. No, the ballpark isn’t named after me, but I share my last name with the ballpark because it was built in honor of my father.

My father’s name is Steve Fenton, and he used to play shortstop for the Madison Mavericks. Their home field is in the city of Madison, a medium-sized city in the state of Wisconsin. The Mavericks are one of the eleven teams in the American Baseball League’s Western Conference. They have won the Baseball Championship Series four times, and all four championships were with my father playing shortstop.

The town of Auldapple doesn’t own Fenton Sports Complex. There’s no way that our tiny town could afford to pay for the ballpark’s upkeep. No, Fenton Sports Complex and Riverside Park, the big scenic city park adjacent to the ballpark, were constructed by Martin Cunningham, the owner of the Madison Mavericks. The ball club pays for the maintenance of Fenton Sports Complex, Riverside Park, and the utility buildings, and they even hired Russ Anderson to be the custodian of all the facilities. Russ takes care of the grass, keeps animals away from the ballpark, sweeps the sidewalks, and makes sure the electricity is working properly. Attached to Russ’s belt is a big keyring stuffed with keys that fit every locked door, locker, and cabinet in the complex. I’m guessing there are at least a hundred keys on that ring!

Some clever newspaper and television sports reporters have labeled Fenton Sports Complex, “the baseball park without a team,” but that’s not true. The Madison Mavericks come to Auldapple each Spring to conduct their Spring Training at Fenton Sports Complex.

For eleven months out of the year, Auldapple is a quiet, peaceful little town. The townspeople go about their lives, work their jobs, read about baseball in the newspapers, watch baseball on the television set, and play baseball on Friday nights in Riverview Park’s little baseball field. But everyone looks forward to the month of March, when the Madison Mavericks come to town. Indeed, this time of year is even more exciting than Christmas!

Two years ago, Auldapple was a small, quiet town in the middle of nowhere that nobody who didn’t live nearby knew existed, except for the occasional traveler who stopped at Fred’s Filling Station to get gas. But then something BIG happened — something that changed my life and the lives of everyone else who lives in and around Auldapple. Two years ago, Auldapple was put on the map, so to speak. Okay, I know that maps had a little dot showing our town on them, and the town’s name was above the dot, but nobody of any importance ever came to visit Auldapple. At least it seemed that way.

The arrival of Martin Cunningham in Auldapple one day caught everyone in town by surprise, and the merchants and townspeople on Main Street watched in a state of awe as a vintage Rolls-Royce glided down the street and elegantly parked in front of the Town Hall.

The fancy British car immediately captured the attention of Niles Davis, the grey-haired proprietor of the Fishhook Deli. Catching sight of the Rolls-Royce adorned with silver hubcaps and a hood ornament featuring a winged lady, the enthusiast of fancy and vintage cars immediately left Ms. Peters, the librarian, standing at the meat counter and walked out the front door onto the sidewalk. Ms. Peters, her curiosity piqued by the shopkeeper’s unexpected departure, followed Niles out of the store. Together, they watched the opulent vintage automobile come to a halt in front of the Town Hall, and a robust man in his sixties, dressed in blue corduroy slacks, a white long-sleeved collared shirt, and light-blue suspenders, get out of the driver’s seat.

Niles Davis didn’t know who the man was at first, but Ms. Peters did. She was a devoted reader of the newspapers that were delivered to the library each day, and she had seen Mr. Cunningham’s photo numerous times. Although Ms. Peters wasn’t a baseball fan, the old woman knew who Mr. Cunningham was, and she also knew that his arrival in Auldapple was big news.

“Why, that’s Mr. Cunningham, owner of the Madison Mavericks,” the old lady exclaimed. “I wonder why he’s here,” she mused as she peered over her glasses at the big man who strode through the entrance of the Town Hall.

Niles Davis hurriedly finished wrapping Ms. Peters’ fish and put it in a paper bag. Then, without so much as a “thank you” or “goodbye,” he hurriedly left his store to join the group of townspeople who were already gathering inside the Town Hall.

Sammy and I heard about Mr. Cunningham’s arrival before we even got home from school. Little Jimmy Dorsey, the mayor’s son, who is two years younger and 3 inches shorter than I am, raced up to Sammy and me as we were walking home after school. “The Mavericks are here; the Mavericks are here!” the younger boy shouted excitedly and then, before either Sammy or I could ask the mayor’s son any questions, Jimmy Dorsey ran off to find someone else to tell the news to. Neither Sammy nor I had any idea what Jimmy Dorsey was talking about, but the potential for something exciting happening was too great for us to ignore. “Let’s check it out,” I suggested to Sammy, and together we ran down Main Street towards Town Hall.

From the moment we entered the front door of the Town Hall building, we knew that something BIG was happening. There seemed to be people everywhere, and they were all talking to each other in low but earnest voices. The doors of many of the offices inside Town Hall had been closed, with their lights turned off. Only the mayor’s office down the hallway was lit up. Sammy and I weaved our way through the curious townspeople who were mingling in the hallway, saying “excuse me” when necessary, and squeezed between some of the people who stood in the way. As soon as we reached the mayor’s office, we could see some members of the Town Council standing near the mayor’s desk.

It was crowded, so we couldn’t catch a glimpse of the mayor or Mr. Cunningham. Someone was talking, but it was too noisy to make out what was being talked about. We stopped in front of the receptionist’s desk, where Miss Fremont sat. I knew Betty Fremont well; she had been my babysitter before she was hired for the position in the mayor’s office. Anyway, that was back when I was a little boy, not the big twelve-year-old boy that I am now.

“Hi, Betty,” I greeted, using her first name. I could do that since she used to be my babysitter, and we knew each other well. Betty was a nice girl in her early twenties. “What’s going on in the mayor’s office?” I asked.

Betty stood up and grabbed my hands excitedly. “Tom,” she said, her face glowing with excitement. “Mr. Martin Cunningham from the Madison Mavericks is here to build a ballpark in Auldapple!”

A ballpark? Here? In this little town? Why? What for? I turned to Sammy, who was standing next to me. “Sammy,” I asked my friend. “Are the Mavericks moving here?”

“It doesn’t seem likely,” Sammy replied calmly. He seldom got excited or yelled, except when he was watching or playing baseball. He was a very calm, logical boy. “We shouldn’t jump to any conclusions before we know for sure.” Sammy was right, of course. But such news was too exciting to ignore.

“Betty,” I said to the mayor’s receptionist. “Is there any way that we can get in to say hello to Mr. Cunningham?”

“I’ll see what I can do,” she answered with a smile and a wink. She squeezed her way through the crowd of men who were standing in the doorway of the mayor’s office. We heard her speaking to someone, but we couldn’t hear what she said. Suddenly, all the men in the doorway turned to look at Sammy and me standing there.

“Tom. Sammy. Come here.” One of the shopkeepers motioned with his hand for Sammy and me to come in. We nodded and quickly entered the mayor’s office. Mayor Dorsey was sitting behind his desk, and Martin Cunningham was sitting in the VIP chair across from the desk. The mayor smiled as we came in.

Just then, to my surprise, I saw my mother, wearing her nurse’s outfit, and Sam Carter, in his mechanic overalls and holding his cane, standing next to Martin Cunningham. What were they doing here? Before I could ask any questions, my mother reached out and grabbed my left hand and smiled at me.

“Thomas! Samuel!” Martin Cunningham’s booming voice was loud in the room. “How are you, my boys!” It wasn’t a question; it was more of a comment. The big man rose from his chair and extended his giant, ring-laden hand to shake first my hand and then Sammy’s hand.

I grasped the big man’s giant hand with my much smaller, twelve-year-old hand. “Mr. Cunningham! It is good to see you, sir!” I said as Sammy and I both shook the ballpark owner’s hand. “What brings you to Auldapple?”

The mayor answered for Martin Cunningham. “Mr. Cunningham is going to build a sports complex right here in Auldapple as a place to hold Spring Training every year. He’s going to build the ballpark facilities and a recreational park for the town. It is his way of—”

“It is my way,” Martin Cunningham interrupted him, taking over the conversation, “of honoring your father’s name for the championships that he led the Madison Mavericks to.”

Sammy and I looked at each other in astonishment. This was the most exciting news that either one of us had ever heard, short of the Mavericks winning another championship. Martin Cunningham was going to build a baseball park right here in Auldapple and hold Spring Training every year in our town!

“And what’s more,” Martin Cunningham’s chest heaved as he squared his massive shoulders as if he was preparing to hit a home run. And hit a home run he did, because he smiled at me and continued, “We are going to give our new Spring Training center the name Fenton Sports Complex in honor of your father!”

His last words took all the breath out of my body. I couldn’t believe my ears! Martin Cunningham had come to Auldapple to build a ballpark that would be used for Spring Training practice, and they were going to name it after my father!

“Wow, thank you sir!” I managed to say as I shook Martin Cunningham’s hand again and then gave my mother a hug. Sammy was next to grab my hand and shake it vigorously. “That’s wonderful!” he told me excitedly. “I’m so happy for you!” Sam Carter also shook my hand. “That’s great, Tom,” he said with a smile. “I know your father would be proud to have such an honor.”

I felt tears come to my eyes. I was almost too filled with emotion to speak, but then I remembered my manners. “My mother and I are deeply honored by your generosity,” I said politely to Martin Cunningham. Mayor Dorsey and a few of the men who stood in the room chuckled at my formality.

“Well said, son,” Mayor Dorsey replied, as he stood up from his chair and came over to shake my hand. Other men also stepped forward to shake my hand. I wasn’t certain if they were truly happy for me, or if they were shaking my hand because that’s what everyone else was doing.

“Tom, we need to go,” my mother told me. “These men have important things to talk about.”

“Okay,” I responded. “Goodbye, Mr. Cunningham. Goodbye, Mayor.” My mother also said goodbye to the ball club owner and the mayor, and together we left the mayor’s office, followed by Sammy and his father.

As we left the mayor’s office, the four of us were met by Betty Fremont at her desk. Betty gave my mother and then me a hug. “Congratulations,” she said exuberantly, with the skin on her nose all crinkled up as she smiled at me. “I’m so happy for you two.”

I was happy, too, not because Betty hugged me, although I liked her hug, but happy that my father was going to have a ballpark named after him, even if the ballpark was going to be built in this little town. In fact, I felt happier than I had felt in two years.

“Let’s celebrate!” Sam Carter suggested with a twinkle in his eye. “Ice cream at Scoops! My treat!”

Sammy and I liked that idea, of course, but my mother declined. “I can’t,” Ari Lee said apologetically. "I have to go back to work. Dr. Hastings let me leave for thirty minutes. But the three of you go and have a good time,” she replied with a smile. I figured my mother was happy even if she couldn’t eat any ice cream. The news that a ballpark would be built in Auldapple and be named after my father would keep a smile on her face for a long time.

My mother is a nurse at the Auldapple Family Clinic. Or to be more accurate, she is the nurse, since she is the only nurse who works there. And if my mother isn’t at work, that means Dr. Hastings has to be both the doctor and the nurse. And I don’t think he enjoys doing that, since nurses have to do all the hard work. At least that’s what my mother says. She says Dr. Hastings sits at his desk and drinks coffee except when he sees patients.

For a moment, Sam Carter looked a bit sad when my mother told him she couldn’t eat ice cream with us. But then his face brightened, his lips formed a smile, even if his eyes didn’t. “Okay then, Ari Lee,” he said warmly, “Since Scoops is right next door to the clinic, we’ll escort you back to work.” My mother seemed to like that idea, and so she smiled in agreement. Then Sam Carter turned to us. “Can you boys eat Big ‘n’ Tall Cones?”

I was about to give an enthusiastic response, but then Sam Carter shifted his weight onto the hand that held the cane, and I remembered. And thinking about his crippled leg took some of the happiness out of the day. Big ‘n’ Tall cones were my favorite ice cream treats, but suddenly I didn’t want any, and I didn’t want Sam Carter to buy me one.

“No,” I answered stonily. “I don’t want you to buy me one.”

My mother and Sam Carter exchanged glances, and Sammy looked somewhere else. “Well, that’s okay,” Sam Carter returned softly, “Maybe another time. I’ve got to get back to the garage anyway.”

He turned and began limping with his cane down the road towards the automobile garage where he worked as a mechanic. Sammy went with him. My mother looked at me with a sad frown.

“Tom,” she said to me reproachfully, “I wish you would spend some time with Mr. Carter. He wants to be friends with you, and he wants to talk to you about what happened.”

I felt my face get hot. “What happened?” I shot back angrily. “We all know what happened. There’s nothing to talk to him about.”

My mother looked at the clinic and then back at me. “I’ve got to go,” she said quietly.

“Bye,” I said coolly.

“Tom, I hope you can talk to him someday about what happened to your father.”

I glared at her. “You’d better go,” I said curtly.

My mother sighed and headed towards the clinic. I watched her go, and then I started walking toward our little home on Cherry Tree Lane, being careful to take the long way around so I wouldn’t have to go past Sam Carter’s garage. I didn’t want to talk to him about anything, or anyone else, for that matter. I wanted to focus on the knowledge that Martin Cunningham was going to build a ballpark in Auldapple, and that it was going to be named after my father.
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Chapter 3. Preparing To Build a Ballpark
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It was almost two months before any construction work began on the Fenton Sports Complex. After hearing the exciting news in early March, all I could do was wait — wait eagerly and impatiently for absolutely any news about building the ballpark. After school, Sammy and I would run over to the mayor’s office to ask Betty Fremont if there was any news about the ballpark. I was full of questions. When would construction begin? Where was the ballpark going to be built? How long would it take? When would the Mavericks use it for the first time? For a full week, all Betty told me was, “Sorry, Tom, no news today.”

Then we gradually started hearing little bits of news. Betty told me the ballpark would be built by a construction company named Solid Foundation. Solid Foundation would do most of the work themselves, and they would hire other companies and people to do the work that they didn’t do.

We also found out some stuff that most of the citizens of Auldapple hadn’t known about. For several months, Martin Cunningham had been talking to the mayor and the members of the town council about building a ballpark in Auldapple. The decision had been made in December, but the news wasn’t announced until Martin Cunningham drove into town in his fancy car. Prior to Martin Cunningham’s announcement, there had been small rumors flying around town. In a town the size of Auldapple, it is almost impossible to keep any kind of secret for very long, so there had been a lot of speculation, but nobody knew anything for certain, except the mayor and the members of the town council, six people in all. And nobody but Mayor Dorsey knew that the ballpark would be named after my father; he had kept that information quiet.

Soon we learned that the ballpark would be built near the Lazy River, in the land past Matt’s General Store. There was nothing but trees and big rocks there right now. The town of Auldapple owned the land, and Martin Cunningham had arranged to buy it from the town. A lot of work had already been done in the past few months that nobody but the mayor and the town council had known about. Men had come to Auldapple to survey the land, decide exactly where the sports complex and the new recreation park were going to be built, what their dimensions would be, and then draw up blueprints of both. The power company had installed a bunch of electrical equipment that would be able to handle the amount of power that a ballpark needed. The water company had been out and had decided where water and sewer pipe would be laid. And the foreman from Solid Foundation had already made two visits to Auldapple to examine the site and decide where to build a temporary camp where most of the construction crew would live while building the ballpark.

Shortly after that, I heard the next piece of news. When Sammy Carter and I ran to the mayor’s office to ask Betty Fremont for any updates, the mayor was standing at the receptionist’s desk, talking to Betty. Sammy and I stopped short, surprised to see the mayor. The mayor greeted us and announced, "You are the first two besides Betty here to hear this: construction on Fenton Sports Complex will begin the first of May.” The mayor went on to tell Sammy and me that it would take about nine months to build the ballpark, and that the Madison Mavericks would have Spring Training in Auldapple next year!

Sammy did some quick calculations in his head; he was good at that kind of thing. It was already near the end of March, so in five weeks construction would begin. If it was going to be built in seven months, the ballpark would be finished in December, around Christmas time. The mayor agreed with Sammy’s calculations, adding that the city park would be done by the end of August because it would be easier to build than the sports complex.

A starting date had finally been set for the construction of the ballpark. It had seemed like the ballpark was a plan, an idea, only wishful thinking until I knew the starting date. A starting date made it real. Now I had a special event to look forward to, kind of like Christmas or Thanksgiving, or my birthday. And maybe, in a way, the day that construction started on Fenton Sport’s Complex would be right up there with one of those holidays. If the ballpark was finished by Christmas, that would be the most exciting Christmas ever!

During the next five weeks, I was a Nervous Nate, an Anxious Andy, and an Excited Eddie, all rolled into one, when it came to the starting date of construction. Every day after school, I went to the library to check the weather forecast for the next week, worried that something would go wrong, and the starting date of construction would be delayed. The starting date was a whole month away, so my worries were ridiculous. But I couldn’t help myself.

Old Ms. Peters would laugh good-naturedly at me, amused by the way that I would rush into the library at 3:46 every day after school and head straight for the newspaper section. My mother, however, did not find my impatience half as amusing as Ms. Peters did. She could listen to only an hour of my excited chatter about baseball and the ballpark each day before she had enough. When my enthusiasm got to be too much for her, Ari Lee’s little Asian body would stiffen, and she would place her small hands on her hips. “Tomaseu, nau dat ees enuff! Enuff tahk about baseball! Enuff tahk about da sports complex! Whass gonna happen ees gonna happen. You need to be fohcused on odder tings!” I knew my mother, Ari Lee, was frustrated with me because I couldn’t think about or talk about anything but baseball and the ballpark. But I couldn’t help it. It was the most exciting thing to happen in my life.

Here’s probably where I should tell you a little more about my mother, and also about me. My mother is from Busan, South Korea, but she’s an American citizen now. She became an American citizen at the same time that she married my father. But don’t worry; her English is fine, except when she gets upset. When she gets upset, it’s a bit like someone else possesses her body and her English sounds weird.

So, you’ve probably figured out by now that I’m half Asian. I haven’t mentioned this before now because it doesn’t matter. It has nothing to do with anything. I am an American boy, I speak American English, and I like American things, especially America’s game!

I don’t know; maybe I should be more interested in my mother’s heritage. But I’m not. I know it makes my mother a bit sad, but she doesn’t make me learn about her country of origin. I’m interested in baseball, fishing, eating ice cream, and doing other things that American boys like to do. And I don’t want to sit around and do whatever Korean boys do. That’s all I’m going to say about that.

News continued to trickle into the mayor’s office about the plans for the construction of the ballpark. It was as if Betty Fremont’s office was a news agency; it’s where I went to find out about all the latest news about the ballpark. Even though the news came in slowly, it was all that mattered. Except for baseball, that is. Spring Training was about to end, and the baseball season was about to start!

All around the country, the baseball teams in the American Baseball League hold their Spring Training practice during the month of March. Winter hasn’t ended yet, but in some parts of the USA, it is already starting to warm up. Warm weather means baseball, and baseball means that teams will be traveling to their Spring Training locations to prepare for the baseball season. For teams in the northern states, up near Canada, a town or city in the Midwest or in one of the southern states is an ideal location to hold Spring Training. Sure, there might be some bad weather in some of these Spring Training locations, but usually the weather is much better in this alternate location than in the cities where the teams are from.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Tlmothy D. Rowland





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





