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To Jim Bouton,


Curt Flood,


Kirby Puckett,


Marvin Miller,


Jackie Robinson,


and all the other


believers in baseball


and keepers of what is right.


—P. B.


To my father,


William G. Long,


who introduced me


to the Big Red Machine.


I’d still rather go to a ball game


with you than anyone.


—L. L.













Pregame Recap for
Water, Water Everywhere







At their fiery performance in Chicago, the Travelin’ Nine came out on top, burning through the competition and earning a much-needed victory. Using the baseball their uncle Owen had given them, Griffith, Ruby, and Graham Payne helped the team with magic that could only be found in the hot town of Chicago.


The barnstormers’ first loss in Cincinnati, their stampede to victory in Louisville, combined with their blazing win in Chicago has prepared them for their next challenge in Minneapolis. Maybe this team will be able to earn enough money to pay off the Payne family debt after all…. But first they still must face huge hurdles in Illinois. Happy, the barnstormers’ pitcher, collapsed at the end of the last inning and will not be able to play again. The team is now short a man and they can’t afford to miss any games. What’s more, Ruby vanished right before departure. Where could she be? Could the Chancellor have something to do with her disappearance?


Anxious about Ruby, Griffith is also reeling from his late-night encounter with the Chancellor. The man knows about the magic baseball and is plotting to get it. But what else does the Chancellor want from Griffith? And what could the Chancellor possibly have that Griffith wants?
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“I call him Dog.”











PROLOGUE


An Angel Looks for Answers






Please be here,” Ruby whispered to herself, approaching the gates of Jackson Park. She gripped the baseball in her side pocket as tightly as she ever had. She hadn’t lifted a finger from it since leaving the train station.


By now, the others were surely frantic. She hadn’t told her mother, either of her brothers, or any of the Travelin’ Nine ballists that she was heading to the park. She hadn’t told anyone that she was going anywhere. She just went.




BALLIST: BALLIST:


player.







In her mind, Ruby could see their troubled expressions. She pictured her older brother, Griffith, grimacing as he tugged on his hair. She saw the worry lines around her mother’s eyes deepen. And she saw the blank stares of Scribe, Woody, and all the other barnstormers as they tried to mask their concern.


Ruby hated sneaking off like this, but they would never have allowed her to go otherwise. This was her only chance. This was their only chance.




BARNSTORMERS: BARNSTORMERS:


team that tours an area playing exhibition games for moneymaking entertainment.





She had left the downtown Chicago train station because she needed to find Preacher Wil. With Happy too ill to play, the barnstormers needed a new ballist. And Ruby believed with all her heart that Preacher Wil was that player.


Preacher Wil would be here. When they had first met at Jackson Park, he had told her he had a feeling their paths would cross in the future.




Maybe at this park again. Or perhaps even at your game.


Ruby had seen him at the game, but their paths had hardly crossed. He had waved to her from across the field and then mysteriously disappeared.


Entering the park, she headed straight for the plaque in front of the lagoon, the spot where they’d met. She would wait for him there. If he showed—when he showed—that’s where he would be.


But Ruby didn’t have to wait. He was already there. Even though his back was to her, Ruby recognized his form from across the plaza.


“Preacher Wil!” she shouted, racing over.


He turned. “Angel!” he exclaimed, wearing his warm smile. “Everything okay?”


“I knew you’d be here.” She exhaled a breath of relief and, for the first time all morning, lifted her hand from the baseball.




“How’d you know?”


But before Ruby could answer, Preacher Wil’s dog nestled up against her leg. She bent down, and the short-haired hound with the grayish coat and the black spots licked her neck and earlobe.


“What’s his name?” Ruby giggled.


“He hasn’t told me yet.”


Ruby furrowed her brow. “So what do you call him?”


“I call him Dog,” Preacher Wil replied, stroking his cheek with his thumb and the three remaining fingers of his left hand. “Angel, are you here by yourself?”


“Yes,” she said, looking up.


“Do the others know you’re here?”


She didn’t answer.


“Angel”—he pinched the corners of his mouth and then pointed down at her—“do the others know you’re here?”


“No.” Ruby shook her head and stood back up.




“You must go back.”


“You must come with…”


Preacher Wil tilted his head. “Come with…?”


“Yes,” said Ruby, gazing into his soft, comforting eyes. “That’s why I’m here. You belong with us.”


“I don’t quite understand.” Preacher Wil rested his rugged right hand on Dog’s head. “How do you know?”


“I’m not sure,” Ruby answered, slipping her hand back into her pocket. “I can’t quite put my finger on it. I wanted to come looking for you at the game, but Griff wouldn’t let me. Where did you go?”


“I was right,” said Preacher Wil with a knowing smile. “You sure do like to ask questions.”


“And you sure don’t like to answer them.” Ruby reached over and touched his hand, which was still atop Dog’s head, and for the briefest instant, she could’ve sworn she saw flickers of flame appear in Preacher Wil’s eyes. “You belong with us,” she repeated.


“You belong with your family.”


She drew her hand away, placing it back into her pocket and onto the baseball. It was warm once again, like it had been during the game against the Chicago Nine.


“Preacher Wil,” Ruby said, “my daddy used to tell me we should always try to help ourselves, rather than wait for others to help us.”


“Your daddy sounds like a very wise man.”


“That’s why I came looking for you.” She brushed her hair from her eyes.


Preacher Wil sighed. “Angel, I must take you back.”


“I know.” She knelt to Dog and let him lick her again. Then Ruby looked up. “The Travelin’ Nine need you, Preacher Wil. Come to Minneapolis.”
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From Ruby’s Journal Two days later…








I’ve spent most of this train ride to Minneapolis by myself. I’ve barely spoken a word. All the barnstormers want to talk to me, but I can’t.


I don’t think I’ll ever be able to forgive myself for putting them through such an ordeal. I knew my disappearing would upset everyone, but I didn’t realize how much. Their reactions frightened me. Mom looked as distraught as she had at Daddy’s funeral, and Graham cried, though I’m not sure if that was because of me or because Mom was so unhappy. The Professor lectured me for almost an hour, telling me how selfish and inconsiderate my actions had been (like I didn’t know). Then I had to hear it from Doc and Woody, too. Crazy Feet just kept shaking his head at me, and in some ways, that was even more difficult to stomach than all the talking to.


Scribe was the only one who didn’t make me feel worse. He sat with me for hours, keeping me company. He didn’t say much (Scribe never does), but his quiet friendship comforted me and helped me worry a little less.


Still, I couldn’t help worrying about Griffith. The way he reacted was the worst of all. Griffith yelled at me, and he never yells at anyone. Ever.


But then I learned why he yelled.


Griffith and the Chancellor


Back in Chicago, Griffith met the Chancellor on the street outside our inn in the middle of the night (just writing those words terrifies me).




Facts




	The Chancellor is after the baseball.


	The Chancellor knew Griffith’s name.





The Chancellor’s Words




	“That’s not all I want. You have something else that I want too.”


	“I have something you want.”


	“In fact, I have more than one thing you want.”




Questions




	How did the Chancellor find out about our baseball?


	What things could the Chancellor possibly have that we want?


	How does the Chancellor know Griffith by name?




Theories




	Graham is somehow connected to everything that is happening.




	The Chancellor has kidnapped Uncle Owen. It explains what the Chancellor said and why Uncle Owen’s warning letter arrived tattered and covered in blood.


	The Chancellor learned about the baseball from one of his men, or from Uncle Owen, or even possibly from one of the Travelin’ Nine (writing those words terrifies me too).


	The Chancellor could be bluffing or setting a trap when he says he has more than one thing we want.





Our baseball causes magical things to happen during the games, but we’ve only begun to figure out how it works. We have a feeling it’s even more powerful than we realize. We’re also beginning to think that one or more of the Travelin’ Nine may suspect we have it. How could they not?




Preacher Wil


I had to go back for Preacher Wil. He belongs with us, and I’m going to prove it to everyone. I’m not sure how, but I will.


I must.


He’s in the next car. He’s not allowed to ride in the same car with us because whites and blacks have to travel in separate cars. I don’t understand rules like that.


But he is on this train to Minneapolis. Preacher Wil said that he and Dog were drifters, and they were looking for a next destination, and Minneapolis seemed as fine a city as any. He realizes there’s a good chance he won’t play. Not all the Travelin’ Nine want him on the squad, and once we arrive in the Mill City the team is going to search for a player. Still, everyone likes Preacher Wil. The barnstormers got to know him during the two days we were delayed in Chicago.




Should Preacher Wil Play for the Travelin’ Nine?
 

Should


Mom (Guy)


Scribe


Happy


Shouldn’t Because He’s Not a Rough Rider


Doc Lindy


Bubbles


Crazy Feet


Shouldn’t Because He’s Black


Woody


Tales


Professor Lance


Dog [image: image]




Dog gives me hope. Preacher Wil says Dog is the best judge of character there is. He can spot a good person from a mile away.


The Travelin’ Nine have taken to Dog. It helps that Dog greets each one of them with a wagging tail and a smile. Well, it looks like a smile to me. They all pat him on the head like they are rubbing him for good luck, and then Dog tilts his head to the side so they’ll scratch behind his floppy left ear. He purrs like a kitten when they find his favorite spot.


Griffith spends more time with Dog than anyone. They’re almost inseparable, and Preacher Wil doesn’t seem to mind. I think he even likes it. I know I do. Without Dog, Griffith would probably still be yelling at me.


I’ve never heard Dog bark. Preacher Wil claims he does, but only on rare occasions, and when he does, Preacher Wil says you can hear it from behind a closed door, over a train engine, or from across a field of cotton.
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I’m the reason why we missed the train to Minneapolis and why we had to wait two full days for the next one we all could fit on. Originally, the Rough Riders had hoped to play the game against the Lakers on Sunday because bigger crowds come out to the matches on weekends. For a while it looked like I had prevented that.


But I didn’t. The torrential rains did. I was never so glad to see everything flooded and waterlogged. It’s still overcast, but the rains appear to be done, and the match has been rescheduled for Tuesday. The weather made that unavoidable.


But all the heartache and pain I caused was avoidable. It’s also unforgivable.







MATCH: MATCH:


baseball game or contest.
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The Graham Payne Way






Extra! Extra! Read all about it!” Graham announced. He stood on the base of the lamppost, whirling around and waving the flyers. “The Lakers stink!”


“Grammy!” shouted Griffith, sidestepping through the people in the plaza.


After several days of rain, it seemed as though everyone in the Mill City was outdoors. Even though it was still cool and damp, the worst of the weather was clearly done.




[image: image]


“The Lakers stink!”




“The Lakers stink!” Graham repeated. “The Travelin’ Nine will destroy them on Tuesday!”


“Graham Payne!” Ruby charged over.


Graham continued to swing around the post. “Come watch them get beat!”


“That’s enough!” Griffith swiped at his legs. “Get down!”


“Witness the whuppin’ for yourself!” Graham hopped away from his brother’s grabs.


By now a crowd had gathered, and many appeared to be irritated by the little boy with the big mouth.


Griffith glanced at Scribe. It had been Griffith’s idea for the Travelin’ Nine’s mountain of a man to accompany them to promote the game. With his intimidating presence, there would be little chance the Chancellor or his henchmen would attempt anything. However, Scribe couldn’t stand too close because he might inadvertently scare people off. At the moment, Griffith could see that the barnstormers’ center scout was beginning to work his way over. Surely Scribe had heard Graham and was coming to put a stop to the antics.


“This is your last warning!” Griffith yelled, fixing his glare back on his brother and pointing him to the pavement. “Get down!”


Graham sighed. “I’m just trying to get everyone’s attention. I don’t mean what I’m saying or—”




SCOUT: SCOUT:


outfielder. The right fielder was called the “right scout,” the center fielder was called the “center scout,” and the left fielder was called the “left scout.”





Griffith leaped into the air, yanked on Graham’s pant leg, and pulled him from the post. “You can’t behave like this,” he lectured with a finger in his brother’s face. “It’s inappropriate.”


“Give me one of those!” a man barked, snatching a flyer from Graham’s hand.


“I want one too,” a woman hollered.


Graham flashed his mischievous smile at his brother and sister. “Now what do you two have to say for yourself?” he said as he politely distributed the flyers. “It looks like the Graham Payne way is working just fine.”


“It might be working,” said Ruby, “but it’s not right. If that’s what it takes to get people to watch the Travelin’ Nine, then it’s not worth it.”


“I’ll say it’s not worth it,” Scribe agreed, having reached the three Paynes. He looked down at his charges. “I heard some of what was going on, and I must say, I’m most disappointed.”


“No child should ever be allowed to be so disrespectful,” yelled a woman standing behind Scribe.


“Where did he learn his manners?” asked another.


“My friends,” Scribe said, addressing the dozens who now surrounded them. “I would like to apologize for this young man’s behavior. I will see to it that—”




“We want to hear him apologize!” another woman interrupted.


“You’re right,” said Scribe. He placed a firm hand on Graham’s shoulder. “I believe you have something to tell these fine folks.”


Graham scrunched his face into a knot. “Fine,” he said, swatting his leg with the flyers. He hopped back onto the lamppost and looked into the sea of people. “I’m sorry.”


“For what?” Griffith asked, a hint of a smirk on his face.


Graham growled at his brother and then faced the crowd again. “I’m sorry for saying the things I did. I should know better. I’ll never do it again.” He jumped down and glared at Griffith and Ruby. “You happy now?”


“Almost,” Ruby replied, leaping onto the post.


“What are you doing?” asked Graham.


“Please don’t hold my brother’s behavior against us.” She spoke to the masses and held out the flyers. “Please take one. Please come to our game.”


A man reached up.


Followed by a second.


Then a woman took a flyer.


And still another man.


Suddenly, Ruby couldn’t pass the flyers out fast enough, and when Griffith saw what was happening, he joined his sister on the lamppost.


“I’ve heard of these fellas,” a man said, reading the flyer. “They just beat the Chicago Nine.”


“That’s right, sir,” Griffith said.


“Heard they played a mighty good game in Louisville,” said another.


“They sure did.” Ruby couldn’t contain her smile. “They’re terrific ballists.”


“Come see for yourself how well they play,” added Griffith.
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