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For Harrison and Joseph

Who keep me young

 


* * *

 


 




Kevin McWilliams

42 Sandusky Lane

Weymouth, MA 02190

 


Mr. John Henry

Owner

Boston Red Sox

4 Yawkey Way

Boston MA 02215-3496

 


Dear Mr. Henry:

 


 


First of all, it wasn't a hijacking. Let's
nip that in the bud right away. Don't you believe it.

And it was never meant to be a kidnapping
either, though I guess technically that's what it was. If you wanna
go by that whole letter-of-the-law thing, I mean. My brother Billy
and me are still kids, what with me being eleven and him being nine
and all. And we were 'napped, if that's the right word for it. But
let's you and me just let my parents and uncle fight that one
out.

That woman from the rest stop? Yeah, that was
a kidnapping all right. I guess there's no getting around that. I
was there when it happened and should probably tell you right now I
even helped out a little. But like my uncle said later on when he
took the witness stand, "We were desperate men." And we really
were, too. You have no idea.

Please believe me when I say that the way it
all happened is just exactly the way my uncle has been saying all
along it happened. The whole thing is really just a huge
misunderstanding. Huge! Honest.

Sometimes I think once you know all the
details – how it really happened, I mean, and not all those stories
you might have seen in the newspapers or on television or the radio
or the web or on CourtTV – that even you might be able to get a
good laugh out of it. Maybe. In time.

The real reason I am writing today is to ask
that you reconsider the lifetime banishment from Fenway Park you
gave my uncle when the story first broke. Now I certainly
understand why you did it. But you just have no idea how big a fan
he is, or how not being allowed to see the Red Sox ever again will
break his heart. That's one of the things I learned on the trip I
hope to tell you about.

And let's face it, it's not like he swiped a
playable ball from an outfielder during a crucial playoff game, or
even punched a Yankee, right? He just kind of delayed the start of
spring training is all. I think I even read somewhere that Manny
was really happy about that, and you gotta keep your superstars
happy, don't ya think?

I should probably start by telling you about
my Uncle Phil. He was the one who took me and my brother to see our
first Red Sox game, and last summer he took us on the Fenway tour —
those things are awesome by the way. He told us that day things are
a lot different now from when he was a kid. He said back then, they
used to treat Fenway like it was some kinda museum or
something.

Then he told us that before you bought the
team, there were even some people who wanted to tear the place
down! And he said all these good changes was on account of you, Mr.
Henry. He said you saved Fenway Park! And I'm not saying that just
to get in good with you either. It's true. He really did say
it.

I should probably also tell you right now
that my little brother Billy is a much bigger baseball fan than me.
Now, don't get me wrong. I like the Sox. But I'm just kinda more
into music and the guitar and stuff like that. And this story is
really about my brother anyway. Lemme tell you something about
Billy.

Last year, on the first day of school, Billy
comes into the kitchen all dressed up in Sox stuff and says he
plans to wear something with Red Sox on it every single day of the
school year. And you know what? He did, too.

There was this one day, he comes out before
school, and my mother looks at him and goes, "Billy! Where's your
Red Sox thing?"

Billy just kinda smiled in that way he has,
then pulled his pants down a little and says, "Got my Red Sox
boxers on, Mom. Geesh!"

That's just the kind of kid he is, and that's
important for you to know too, because it was really him that
started the whole thing. I'm not saying that to tattle or anything
either. It's just the way it was.

See, the way it all happened was this:

Billy and me was staying over my uncle's
house for a couple of days because my parents said they "had some
things to work out." Course I knew they'd been fighting a whole lot
lately, but I didn't find out til later what they were really doing
that day was seeing a divorce lawyer. But I'm getting ahead of
myself.

Anyway, that morning before school, my uncle
reads in the paper that the Sox truck was leaving for Florida that
very day. So, of course, he gets all excited and starts tellin us
about how the truck leaving Fenway is kind of a big deal, that it's
the first real sign of spring and all. He said it was kinda like
Boston's own version of that groundhog thing.

Then, outta the blue, he goes, "Howsabout
skippin school today boys, seein the truck off? Let's start summer
a little bit early this year!"

My little brother shouted "Yay!" and I gotta
admit I got excited too.

Now, he never told me this himself, but it
come out afterward that my uncle knew all about what my parents
were up to that day, why we were really staying over his house on a
school night. Looking back on it, I figure he just wanted to give
my brother and me a coupla more happy memories before our parents
split up for good and our lives got changed around forever.

So we drive on up to Quincy Adams T station
where the three of us get on the train and head into town. We got
off at Park Street and switched over to a Green Line trolley. The
car we got into was packed with businessmen and college students,
but we saw enough Sox gear that we figured a whole lotta folks were
going to the same place we were.

After getting off at Yawkey Station, like
always my brother points at the Citgo sign and shouts, "See-it-Go!"
We all laughed about that as we walked on up the hill, and when we
saw the light towers we knew we were getting close.

We walked over the Mass Pike and on down the
hill, then took the left onto Lansdowne Street. We walked
underneath the monster seats and then all the way around the park
and there it was. A HUGE moving van was taking up most of the space
along the narrow street.

The whole area was packed with people, of
course. They had sawhorses lined up to keep people back, and there
were TV cameras and guys with microphones. Even the sausage guy was
there, had his cart all set up, doing business underneath some huge
speakers and filling the air with the smell of onions and
peppers.

So the three of us get as close as we can to
the truck, then watch a while as the big guys rolled stuff up the
ramp. I tell ya, it was a real party atmosphere, when all of a
sudden there was some kinda commotion up the street near the
souvenir shops that got everybody's attention. Course I found out
later on from the newspapers it was just Hazel Mae walking down the
street, coming over to cover the festivities. Boy, do people seem
to like her!

Anyway, in all the commotion, for just a
minute there, everybody's back was turned. People seemed to forget
all about the truck. My uncle and me kind of craned our necks to
see what all the fuss was about, where everybody was going and all.
But we didn't move cause we didn't wanna lose our place. And it was
about then my uncle noticed Billy was missing.

"Where's your brother?" he asked.

His voice sounded kind of panicked, but I was
used to Billy wandering off so I just shrugged. Then we both heard
a muffled shout.

"Uncle Phil!"

It had kind of an echoey feel to it, like it
was coming from somewhere really close, but far away at the same
time. My uncle and me both looked at each other and then we heard
it again.

"Uncle Phil! Kevin! Help me!"

It was Billy. The two of us turned our heads
to look in the same direction, cause it was obvious now where the
shouts were coming from. They were coming from inside the
truck.

"Wait right here!" my uncle said, real
firm-like, before jumping over a sawhorse and running up the ramp
through the open side door of the truck.

I waited outside — for as long as I could
anyway, maybe half a minute or so — before I looked up the street
and saw the Hazel Mae hubbub had died down. When I saw the crowd
was beginning to wander back over to where we were, I figured I'd
run inside the truck just to tell them to hurry it up.

I ducked underneath a sawhorse and walked up
the ramp, then went a few steps inside and said, "Uncle Phil?"

I said it in a kind of half-whisper, but it
still came out really loud on account of the echo. I saw then the
truck was filled almost to the very top with boxes and boxes piled
three times high as I was, and packed with duffel bags overflowing
with stuff. I got kinda caught up in just looking around at it all
when I heard my uncle shout from way deep inside.

"Back here!"

I walked down the narrow pathway, between
them high boxes, all the way to the back of the truck. When I got
there, even through the darkness I saw exactly what the trouble
was. Billy had gotten his sneaker lace snagged onto the bottom of a
wire cage, probably used to hold fragile stuff. When I looked
closer, it was obvious he had tried pulling it out himself and only
made things worse.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/12344
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
Triecle
Story

BrRENDAN P . MYERS





