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Chapter One
—G O o—e

/ Fsteban's First
aseball Game
j do!” Esteban

tugged at his un in arm.
“We're going to mi itch!”

“Slow and steady wins thgfrace, my little

nephew,” his uncle said.

“I'm not little!” Esteban criedy I jus
turned 10! Slow and steady makes'y;
miss the first pitch. Haven't you héard that
the early bird catches the worm? How can
you have such long legs and walk so slowly?
Let’s go faster. Pleeeeease!”






Esteban had been waiting weeks for
this moment: March 31, 1947. It would
be a date he’d remember forever. It was
spring training. He was going to watch
a real baseball game with real major-

leag . Well, almost real major-leaguers.
Thé Br n Dodgers had sent their

in@r | e team to Cuba to practice for
the u ' ason. Today, they were

e against a Cuban

playing a pra

league team. eldayas two bus rides

and a long walk ﬁe.
When they finally€rri is uncle

handed their tickets to the p#en behind
the gate. Esteban sprinted%gwar

staircase to his seat. He tripp
someone’s leg on his way up the s
As he started to fall to the pavem
what seemed like slow motion, he braced
himself—but suddenly he stopped falling.
It felt as if he were floating.



He heard laughter around him and felt
something tug at his waist. His uncle had
caught him by the belt and held him in the
air by his pants.

Esteban blushed red. “Please put me

sléwly, m’hijo,” his uncle warned.

Este ted up the stairs again.

He wanted tgfgegfiay from the jeering
adults, but m ted to catch the
singing of the Ame nal anthem.
He caught sight of th€plest adong the
field just as the crowd stoodg’The green
grass, the red dirt, the sunjNand t
stadium—it all brought tears tafhis ®yes.
The magic of it inspired him.

His uncle caught up with him as"they
began the anthem and put his hand over
his heart.
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“What are you doing?” Esteban asked.

“This is how the Americans do it.
Look!” his uncle said.

On the first base line, Esteban saw the

teamgulling their hats off and placing
% over their hearts. Esteban
le@ his hand over his heart as
well. tri rd to understand the

foreign wor

They foun I n the hard,
wooden bench. S

players took the field
uncle excitedly pointed at a
fielder. He was smoothly a
running onto the field. “Jacki
his uncle said. “They say he’s goi
be the first Black man to play in t
major leagues.”

“Black people aren’t allowed to play
baseball in America?” Esteban asked.
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“They are, but only in their own
league,” his uncle said.

“Here, there is just one league,”
Esteban replied.
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Esteban watched his team sprint across
the diamond. “One day, I'm going to play
for Havana, just like them.”

“Why not the Dodgers?” his
uncle asked.

“I'm fast!” Es aidh “And T can
throw a baseball ac¥o @ ld and hit a

tin can!”

His uncle looked at him%hou
“Do you know what happens wdien Yigu
shake a coconut tree?” he asked.

“Coconuts fall,” Esteban said.

“And so do 10-year-old boys who can
run and throw well. But one who can also
hit gets a path straight to the big leagues.”

1






“But there is no team in our
neighborhood,” Esteban said.

“So?” his uncle asked.

“And we can't afford a glove,”
Estebgh sighed.

‘@uncle asked.
“O #FSteban said.

“And?” hi

his arms.

“And balls are h by since the

war,” Esteban sighed again.

asked, throwing up

“Why should any of thatStop y@ti*®his
uncle asked. “Just because youfllonha
what you need doesn’t mean you Mwustgtop
doing what you love.”
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EhaptBrTum

ans Dut to
Base

Jackie Ro all down the left
field line. The 0 thelr feet.
“Wow! He’s so fa said. He

couldn’t believe it. The leftditelder scooped
up the ball and threw it to the maf"afghird
base as Robinson ran toward hi

A cloud of dirt rose into the air, ap# the
umpire yelled, “SAFE!” Esteban stood
on his seat. He yelled and waved his hat
wildly. Robinson called time-out and
dusted off his uniform. He looked toward
Esteban and tipped his cap.






“Uncle! He looked right at me!”
Esteban said, grinning.

His uncle yelled, “He looked right at
both of us!”

cool would it be if he stole
er’i ban asked.

in 1868.”
“I thought we invented {faseballlg

“M’hijo, no, we didn’t inven
uncle said. “But we perfected it!

The inning ended with Robinson stuck
on third base.

“Do you know why we play baseball in
Cuba?” his uncle asked.
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“Because the game is super fun?”

“Yes. And to show up the Spaniards,”
his uncle said. “Did you know that before
we became independent from Spain in
1902, they wouldn't let us play baseball?”

st turned his attention from the
“ wouldn't let us play baseball?”

“No, ted us to watch

bullfighting,”

say that we fo
just so we could p

independence
“When were we able to p: P’ Esteban
asked.
“Sometime in the early 19 rg

the actual date. But we've been making up
for lost time. Soon, we're going t da

le said. “Some people

bunch of our players to the big leagues in
America. Look at them,” his uncle said.

They both turned to watch the skilled
players make a difficult game look easy.
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BhapterThree

64 Ragtag Team

ily crowded around
the table T
rice, beans, a

Everybody talke

e huge plates of
piled high.

saw someone hit it that far!
start a baseball team in our nei
said Esteban.

The table quieted quickly as all eyes
turned to Papd. He finished chewing and
dabbed at his mustache with a napkin.
Then he said, “Well, my son, your studies
take precedence.”
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Fabiana chirped, “I want a present!”

“Precedence, Fabi, not present,”
Papd said.

“Oh. I want a precedence!” Fabiana
corr herself. Everyone laughed.

Shé”sh ly looked around the table.
t’s ecedence?”

“Fabigi s

more import t

ore important.” It’s

arn as much as you

can than play sald

“T can do both, ban said,

trying not to whine.

a

Papd looked toward Mamg. S p her
fork down. “Actually, Esteban e
going to ask you to start working 8fter
school at the factory,” Mamad said. qgWe
need the extra help there.”

Esteban said, “But, Mama! I can study,
work, and still play baseball!”



His father held a hand up and said,
“Esteban ....”

“Don't say ‘we’ll see,” Esteban sighed.
“We'll see,” Papd said anyway.

schol the next day, Esteban ate his
a h during lunch. His friend
“But why do we have to play

he only time we
are all available. ing home, we

can meet in the fie a game.”

“But we’d have to invite Manolo,” Julio
said. “He’s the only one richeno
buy a baseball.”

“What's the point?” Marfa groanegf

“There’s no other team to play agarhst, and
it’s not like there will be.”






“What’s the point?” Esteban asked.
“What's the point of playing a game that
won us our independence from Spain?
What's the point of playing a game that
will give us exercise and make us strong?
Whagghhe point of playing the world’s

p r sport? What's the point of
aghing a®baseball into the sky? We're
CUB ! all is our duty!”

“Well, I disagree with

your facts. It y had more to
do with gaining 1n e from Spain
than baseball did. B egright that

baseball is great! Let’s do i

Maria chiule

Esteban looked at Julio.
began to smile.

“You think we can do it?” JulioggKed.

Esteban said, “Where there’s a will,
there’s a way!”

Marfa exclaimed, “My grandmother
always says that!”

23
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Ehapteanur

/&‘Sﬁ'ro e Wmdow

A ver E teban stood at home
like Jackie Robinson.
i top of a small

plate. He st

He stared out

pile of dirt that ser itcher’s
mound. A group of in the
tall grass behind her. Estebgh tapped the
squashed hat that was hom@&plat n,
he tightened his grip on the thi om

handle they used as a bat.

Maria fired in a fastball, and Esteban
swung with all his might. He crushed
the ball—right into Mrs. Lépez’s window!
Glass littered the street. Every player on
the field ran behind a huge mango tree.






Esteban stood in horror. He thought
about running, too. But instead, he walked
nervously up to the house.

The door opened, and a stern woman
came Qut. She was holding their baseball.
Scoling, she grumbled, “Did you do

S?»
Es t back the tears, but with
little success! I'm so sorry about

your window!

26



“Did you swirl into the pitch with your

hips? Or did you just flick your forearms?”

Mrs. Lépez asked.
“What?” Esteban replied in shock.

me your swing.”

tance, the kids peeked from

ehi trega They watched as Esteban

You have to swir. ip&from the
back. Like this,” s nging the
broomstick so hard it whistle the air.

Esteban gaped at her. I fi
window, will you be our coach:

She stared at him and then broke 4
huge smile. “We can fix it together*later.”
She stepped toward the tree and yelled,
“Come out, already! It’s time to learn how
to hit.”

27



Chapter Five
—G O o—e

/ he Other Team
A fe ater, Esteban and his
friends talkedVat lunch table.
“Where did . ﬁind another

team?” Maria aske
“T don’t know,” Esteban

“She said they are tough!

“But we are tough, too. They g
to get a taste of Marfa’s fastball a y
bat!” Esteban replied.

“I can’t wait until school lets out!” Maria
said. The rest of the school day seemed to
drag on forever.
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When the time to play finally came, the
kids stood just beyond the first base line.
Their mouths hung open.

Out of Mrs. Lépez’s house ran the
Havana baseball team. Their uniforms
wergfreshly ironed. They walked toward

ebafs téam and shook each kid’s hand.

there, frozen in shock.

Mrs. Lope# waltied over, dragging a big
green bag. S #H% rude to stare!”

All their familie atch. Uncle
Raymundo walked over to an, all
smiles and love.

“Uncle Raymundo! What’s g0indgn”
Esteban hugged his uncle.

His uncle swung him into the ait and
back to the ground. “Ask her!” Uncle
Raymundo said, pointing to Mrs. Lépez.
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Mrs. Lopez said, “Every year, the
Havana Cubans play a game to thank the
town for their support. Your dad wrote
a letter telling them about you and your
team. He asked them to come here to play.
Onc romised to iron their uniforms for
fref’ t id yes. They also said they'd

ndte " She unzipped the bag.
Insid unch of baseballs and
leather glove

Esteban hu@g 6pez and hugged
his uncle again. s over to the
benches.

“Thanks, Papd,” Esteba’said.

“Thank your mother, it was
Papd said.

“Thanks, Mam4,” Esteban said.

Mama said, “Thank your sister. She’s
the one who told Papa to write the letter.”



Esteban turned to his sister. She smiled
at him. He hugged her. “Thanks, Fabil”

Fabiana smiled and said, “In Cuba,

baseball takes presents over almost
anythipg else. Except for family!”

ve y laughed.
ban saide “The present of this game
is sometlai Il pever forget. But my
family takes pre nce any time.”
Mrs. Lépez y BALL!”
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About Us

The Author

Antonio Sacre was born in Boston,

Massachusetts, to a Cuban father and

an Irigh-American mother. He speaks

S d Enghsh He writes books.
e layed baseball for a long time.

1 is wife and two children.
They al t a baseball.

The Ilustrato
Nikki Boetger Cmcmnatl
Ohio, which is the r favorite
baseball team, the Cincinafiti Reds!
She She draws and take$§photo
showcase her love of the o
lives in Indiana with her bea
three dogs who also love a goo

of ball in the yard!
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ook Club Questions

does Esteban’s family
ed him to work in a factory?

akeg baseball so

D methmg
that you loved:

. What do you thinkgsteba
thinking when the r
players turn out to be t
opponents?
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