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DRAKE

The crowd loved him - and honestly?

Drake loved them back.

It felt like on the field, specifically on the base waiting
for the ball to cross the plate, was the one place where he
could truly be himself or be free of all the pressures, the
commitments, the grind that sometimes pressed upon
him. The fans devoured his antics, the playful way he was
lobbing the erratic dances, the lip-syncing, the outrageous
things that he did - like earlier today. He’d been doing an
interview, and when his part was finished, the table was
cleared, and the coach walked in... something clicked in
his brain.

Maybe he shouldn’t have done it.

Perhaps he should have his head examined...

But whatever was wrong with his brain, the media
loved him - even if the coach didn’t. Yeah, putting one
knee in the air, both hands behind his head, and grinding
against Coach Martinez’s chair behind him like he was
dancing probably wasn’t the smartest idea in the book. He
could end up benched, traded, or fired - but as long as he
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filled stadiums, Drake knew he was getting away with
murder... in a fashion.

Coach slowly turned to him, Drake paused, made a
face like “What just happened’ — and took off, scampering
like a scene out of Scooby Doo, making the crowd laugh in
delight as the cameras exploded in a series of clicks,
whirls, and he heard his name being called once more. So
long as they called his name, he was safe... in theory.

Did he learn his lesson?

Heck-to-the-nawww...

It was the eighth inning, and Drake already been
chased by the umpire, bunted his way onto first base with
a flair that was comical, and slid into home, scoring a run.
All in all, it should have been a good game, heck —a great
game — yet he felt empty inside. He knew what was
coming next, and there was no excitement anymore. Life
Was... monotonous.

Slap the other team’s hand after the game, shout
encouraging things, do a little playful something for the
camera filming so he made it on television — good, bad, or
otherwise — and it kept him fresh in the fans’ minds. It
sold jerseys, baseballs, hats, heck — he even had his name
and number on one of those plastic baseball cap cereal
bowls. He knew because he used them for ice cream
bowls at home and mailed one to each of his brothers.
Pete was living in Alabama, flying for the Air Force and
married to the cutest little ‘hobgoblin’ to ever grace the
planet... and his brother, Tommy, was living in Detroit as
a ‘Kept-Man'. Gosh, it irked Tommy when Drake called
him that, but what else did you call it when the guy stayed
home taking care of the kids while the wife was the
breadwinner?

A mife? A man-wife?
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