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This book wouldn’t exist if it weren’t for my good friend, 

Arthur Beltran. We stood in the darkened fields after a  

game—he an umpire, me a coach—and came up  

with the concept for this book.   
  

—LEE SILBER



“Baseball is just a sport like the Mona Lisa is just a painting.”  
 

—JIMMY PARKS



C H A P T E R  O N E  

Billie tugged at the bill of her cap and pulled it down slightly, just 

above her eyes, making herself look more intimidating to the hitter. 

She stared in to get the sign from her catcher, nodding slightly as she 

brought her hands together, changing the grip on the baseball from 

a fastball to a curve, and then turning her head slightly to check the 

runner at first. She started her windup and delivered a perfect strike 

. . . against the wall of the snack shop.

 “You know, kid, you’d be a better ballplayer if you had a glove,” 

said a very old man sitting on his green riding mower—who had 

somehow snuck up on her. 

 “My mom can’t afford one,” Billie replied without looking up.

 “Haven’t seen you here before, you new in town?” Jimmy, the 

old man and head groundskeeper of the Little League fields asked, 

and he would know. He played here as a kid and later in life took over 

maintaining the fields when he was forced to retire from his real job 

twenty-five years earlier.

 “We move all the time. My mom’s in the military,” Billie said, 

fidgeting with the ball in her hand.



 “Oh yeah? Where did you live before coming to San Diego?” 

Jimmy inquired, removing his straw lifeguard hat, wiping off some 

sweat from his brow after spending hours in the summer sun mow-

ing the outfield grass.

 “Virginia. Norfolk, Virginia,” Billie replied.

 “Are you a Nats fan or an Orioles fan?” Jimmy asked.

 “Neither, I like the Mets,” Billie said, pointing to her ratty old 

Mets cap.

 “Ahhhhhh. The Mets, huh?”

 “My dad was a Mets fan. This was his hat,” Billie said, choking 

on the words.

 Jimmy could see it was an emotional thing and let it go. Instead 

he asked, “How about your mom. Who does she root for?”

   “She grew up as a Twins fan, but wherever we move to she 

roots for that team, so I guess she’s a Padres fan now,” Billie said with 

a smile. “Me, I don’t think I can root for a team that has brown in 

their uniform.”

 Jimmy took it all in, thoughtfully stroking his white beard and 

said, “Personally, I like the brown and gold, but I get it, it’s not for 

everyone. I like teams with red and blue.”

 “You’re a Red Sox fan, then?” Billie wondered.

 “Bite your tongue. No, I’m a Twins fan, like your mom.”



 “You’re from Minnesota?”

 “No, I’m from here, but I spent my summers in Minnesota for 

years.”

 “Well, I better get going,” Billie said, and turned to head home 

to the military housing across the street from the fields—a very busy 

street.  

 Jimmy called out as he started the mower. “Be careful and 

thank your mom for her service . . . and for being a Twins fan.”

 Billie tipped her Mets cap and headed home—or at least to the 

house she lived in this year.



C H A P T E R  T W O  

The next day Billie returned to throw the ball against the wall and 

found a used baseball glove with a brand new baseball inside it. She 

looked around and saw the old man riding his mower, dragging some-

thing behind it on the infield of one of the fields. When he made a 

turn, he saw her and she held up the glove, and he waved back.

Since it was summer, there weren’t any games on the fields, so Bil-

lie was able to spend her days there alone—sometimes pitching two 

complete games in an imaginary doubleheader against the side of 

the dormant snack shop. Each day the man on the mower left some-

thing new for her to find. First, he painted a rectangular white strike 

zone on the green cement wall—which was perfect since she was 

guessing balls and strikes before it appeared. Next, he measured the 

distance for a pitcher her age and painted a pitching mound and rub-

ber on the blacktop. The day after that she found a pencil and an 

unused scorebook. Now her imaginary games would seem more real 

because she could keep score. Finally, she discovered a registration 



form for Fall Ball, an off-season league that starts when school does, 

and ends with a Turkey Tournament over Thanksgiving.     

“Did you get the form?” Jimmy asked as he shut off the riding mower 

as he approached, gliding to a stop.

 “Yeah, but in case you didn’t notice, I’m a girl,” Billie replied 

between pitches, scoring as she went.

 “So what? Girls can play Little League baseball, sometimes bet-

ter than the boys.”

 “My mom says there’s a girl’s fast-pitch softball league a few 

miles from here.”

 “Sure, but you’re a baseball player. Look at how you pitch . . . 

overhand.”

 “I’m pretty sure I’m not going to be playing anywhere. We 

can’t afford it, and my mom won’t be able to drive me to practice and 

games anyway. She’s got a really important job with the Navy,” Billie 

said, adding, “She leaves real early in the morning and sometimes 

doesn’t get home until after dark.”

 “That’s why you should play here. You can just walk over.”

 “I don’t know. I’m not a very good hitter or fielder,” Billie said, 

looking at the ground.



 “Well, maybe your dad can show you how to hit.”

 “My dad died in Afghanistan. He was a Marine.”

 “I’m sorry to hear that . . . ” Jimmy paused, letting the fact sink 

in that this young girl lost her father. Not knowing how to properly 

address her, he said, “I’m Jimmy, what’s your name?”

 “Belinda, but everyone calls me Billie.”

 “I’m Jimmy, but you can call me, J.P. I’ll tell you what, Billie, I’d 

be happy to help you become a better hitter and fielder.”

 Billie looked at the old man slumped over the steering wheel 

and wondered if he could even walk, let alone teach her about base-

ball. “Thank you, I appreciate it, but I don’t think so.”

 Jimmy shrugged his shoulders and said, “No problem, but I’m 

here to help if you need me.” With that, he started up the John Deere 

mower and drove off.

                 



C H A P T E R  T H R E E  

The next few days Billie arrived at the fields early in the morning to 

find a McDonalds bag with a breakfast platter and milk in it. Each 

time, there was a Fall Ball registration form stuffed in the bag as well. 

When Jimmy rode up, Billie stopped her warm up tosses and said, 

“Thank you for the McDonalds meals. Just so you know, I never eat the 

potato cakes that come with the platter, so you can have them.”

 “That’s good to know, Billie, and it’s my pleasure to bring you 

breakfast. You should always start your day with a hearty meal, espe-

cially when you’re exerting yourself. Speaking of which, are you ready 

to launch your baseball career?”

 “Whatta ya mean?”

 “I mean, are you ready for spring training?”

 “Isn’t it summer?”

 “Nobody likes a wiseacre.”

 “A what?”

 “Never mind. I set up a hitting tee on the far field. Hop on, let’s 



start with teaching you how to hit. You’re too young to be a P.O.”

 “A what?”

 “A pitcher only.”

 

When they arrived there was a bat, a bucket of balls, and a hitting tee 

set up on the edge of the infield grass and facing the outfield fence.

 “You want me to hit off a tee,” Billie said, almost spitting the 

words out.

 “Yup. It’s the best way to hone your swing,” Jimmy replied with 

authority.

 “Isn’t hitting off a tee just for toddlers?”

 “Absolutely not. Most, if not all, big leaguers use one as part of 

their hitting routine. Besides, you’re still a kid.”

 “I’m almost thirteen years-old, I’ll have you know.”

 “I see. Okay Billie, we’re going to start with your base.”

 “Which base?”

 “No, your lower half. Everything in baseball comes down to 

balance. So, we want an even stance with your weight shifted slightly 

back,” Jimmy said, leaning on a bat as he spoke. “Let me show you.” 

He demonstrated the perfect stance. Billie emulated him, and the 

stance felt right and looked good.



 “Now, bend your knees slightly, stand up a little straighter,” 

Jimmy said, again showing the young hitter what he meant. “Now 

pull your hands back.”

 “Like this?” Billie asked.

 “Uh, switch your hands. Yeah, like that. Now touch your chin 

to your front shoulder. Perfect.”

 “Can I swing now?”

 “Almost. You’ll need to decide what type of rhythm you want.”

 “Rhythm? You mean like my walk-up music?”

 “No, jeez. Rhythm, meaning what you do while waiting to 

swing. You can slightly shift your weight, move the bat, or do both. 

This helps you stay loose and light. The last thing you want to do is 

clench your teeth, grip the bat too tight, and stand stiffly. Instead, 

have some sort of simple, small motion you can do to stay on time. I 

call it rocking the baby. I move back and forth ever so slightly . . . like 

this.” 

 Billie did as she was told, then asked, “Now can I swing?”

 “Almost,” Jimmy said. “The last thing we need to talk about is 

your load.”

 “My what?”

 “As the pitcher winds up a hitter pulls back and loads, like pull-



ing back on a bow when shooting an arrow. This is where your power 

comes from. For timing I would lift my front foot ever so slightly 

when I pulled back, then put it back down at just the right time to 

begin my swing, rotating my hips as the bat comes around to meet 

the ball.”

 “That’s it?” Billie asked, eager to get to the hitting part of the 

lesson.

 “Sounds simple, does it? It’s hard. A great batter only gets a hit 

three out of ten times they come to bat. That means seven out of ten 

times the hitter is out. Right now, we’re only concerned with hitting 

the ball hard. Later we’ll talk about taking your nose to the ball, lead-

ing with your hands, and hitting behind the ball. For now, let’s get 

your timing down.”

 “How do you know so much about baseball?” Billie asked.

 “I’ve been around baseball my entire life. In fact, I played on 

this very field when I was a kid.”

 “That must have been a long time ago,” Billie said without 

thinking.

 “Yes, it was. And now I want to pass on to you what I learned. 

I can have you hitting consistently by the time tryouts come around. 

Now take a swing.”



 Billie did everything exactly how she was instructed to and hit 

the first ball off the tee on a line to centerfield. “How’s that?”

 “Perfect. That’s where you want to practice hitting the ball. 

You’re a fast learner.”

 “I have a great teacher,” Billy replied, beaming.

Billie hit the whole bucket of balls and the two hopped on the riding 

mower, with Billie on the back picking up baseballs and putting them 

back in the bucket using an old fishing net attached to a long handle 

as the criss-crossed the field. 

 Noticing how nice the grass was, Billie asked, “Do they pay you 

a lot to make these fields look so good and green?” 

 “I don’t get paid. It’s my way to pay the league back for all they 

did for me and my career. Besides, my favorite smell in the world is 

fresh cut grass . . . and bacon,” Jimmy said with a smile.  

 “What did the league do for your career?”

 “They helped me find work in a park,” Jimmy replied, and then 

chuckled at his own answer. 

 Billie gave the old man a strange look. “You took care of the 

grass and stuff?”

 “No, it’s a long story which I will tell you about if you com-



plete my spring . . . I mean summer training.” Changing the subject, 

Jimmy asked, “Are you coming to the Fourth of July celebration on 

Sunday?”

 “Where’s it at?”

 “Here. There will be all kinds of fun stuff for you to do, plus 

food, and fireworks. We do it to honor the military families that are 

part of the league.”

 “Will you be here?” Billie asked.

 “Of course, where else would I be?”

 “Uh, home? With your family.”

 Jimmy hesitated before saying, “I lost my wife a long time ago, 

and we never had children of our own.” 

 Billie didn’t know what to say, so she blurted, “I know what it’s 

like to lose someone you love.” 

 Jimmy nodded and said, “So you’re coming on the Fourth?”

 “Where else would I be?” Billie replied, with a smile.



C H A P T E R  F O U R  

On Sunday, the Fourth of July, Billie walked out on her porch over-

looking the fields with mixed feelings. There were already a lot of 

people milling about putting things together to get ready for the 

big day. Seeing the usually-empty baseball fields so crowded kind of 

freaked her out. 

 The activities being set up looked like fun, but she could tell it 

was going to be crowded, and generally people weren’t her thing. As 

an only child being raised by a busy single, military mom, and having 

to move all the time, she was okay with being—it’s what she knew. 

She knew that someone seeing her down at the fields alone every day 

throwing a ball against a wall, they might feel sorry for her, but being 

by herself was how she preferred to spend her time. She loved the 

quiet, the open space, and her imagination carried her to stadiums all 

over the country. 

 The only thing that made her face her fears and head down to 

the festivities on the fields was J.P. She hoped she could help him set 

up so she had something to do with someone she knew. Billie stayed 



on the fringes of the activity (and all the pop-up tents) and looked 

around for J.P., but didn’t see him.

 “You look lost,” said a nice man with spiked up gray hair, a pair 

of tongs in his hand, and wearing an Army-green shirt that read, 

“Grill Sergeant”.

 Startled, Billie replied, “I’m looking for J.P. Have you seen 

him?”

 “You mean JimmyParks? He doesn’t do crowds. I doubt if he’ll 

be here today. He’s probably sitting on that his private dock on the 

creek with a fishing pole in one hand and a soda in the other. He’ll be 

able to hear everything from his house and see the fireworks, too.”

 “He lives nearby?”

 “See the outfield fence,” the man pointed with his tongs to left 

of the farthest field, “Jimmy lives in the house right behind it. See that 

gate. That’s where he rides through every day, except today, I guess. 

I’m sorry, I don’t know your name.”

 “Oh, hi, I’m Billie. I moved here at the end of the school year 

and J.P., I mean Mr. Parks, has been helping me with my hitting and 

stuff.”

 “Wow, you’re lucky. We’ve been trying to get him to coach here 

for years. Overqualified, if you ask me. I’m Todd, and I run the snack 



shop. Let me introduce you to my son, Bobby, and get you something 

to eat.”

 Billie started to say no, but Todd wasn’t having any of it. They 

walked around the corner of the snack shop that had served as her 

backstop for weeks and Todd introduced her to his son and several 

other kids hanging around, hoping for free food. 

 Billie wanted to bolt, but Bobby handed her a soda and said, 

“Sit down. My dad says he’s seen you from the road throwing the ball 

against the wall. What’s that all about?”

 Now she really wanted to run. Instead she said, “I’m just prac-

ticing my pitching.”

 “That makes sense, since someone painted a strike zone on the 

wall,” Bobby said with a smile. “In the past all we ever did was play 

wall ball, so this is cool.” 

 Relieved, Billie took a sip of her soda to avoid talking, but the 

group of six kids peppered the new girl with questions, and they all 

seemed intently interested in her answers. Little by little she let her 

guard down, and after an hour or so she started to feel like one of the 

boys. She had to admit, it felt good. 

The next few pages are from the back of the book. (You didn’t think I 

would give away the ending, did you?)                              



B A S E B A L L  I S N ’ T  O N LY  F O R  B O Y S

“There’s no crying in baseball,” yelled Tom Hanks as Coach Jimmy 

Dugan in the film, A League of Their Own. The movie tells the true 

story of an all-female baseball league, formed when many of their 

male counterparts were overseas fighting in World War II. You may 

think it was during this time that women first played baseball, but it 

started much earlier. 

 In the 1890s, the Boston Bloomer Girls Baseball Club trav-

eled by train to play exhibition games. The starter for the team was 

Maud Nelson, and many of the fans came just to see her pitch—she 

had an outstanding curveball. Still, some small-minded cities banned 

the Bloomers from playing because it was deemed inappropriate for 

women to play the sport.  

 In 1922, Lizzie Murphy made history as the first woman to play 

against major leaguers, but that doesn’t tell the whole story. Before 

playing against the Boston Red Sox in a charity game at Fenway Park, 

she was playing amateur baseball with men in more than one league 

(and holding her own) playing in close to 100 games a year.  



 In 1931, Jackie Mitchell struck out both Babe Ruth and Lou 

Gehrig while pitching for the Chattanooga Lookouts Class AA minor 

league team in an exhibition game against the New York Yankees. In 

the mid-1950s, Mamie “Peanut” Johnson was the first female to pitch 

in a Negro League game (and had a 33-8 won-loss record). 

 More recently, Sarah Hudek, a self-described crafty lefty who 

threw in the mid-eighties as a reliever in high school, was offered 

a baseball scholarship to pitch in college. Hudek went on to win a 

Silver Medal in the Women’s Baseball World Cup, going 1-1, with a 

0.53 ERA, all while hitting .444. In 2014, she was voted the Baseball 

Sportswoman of the Year. 

 Two other women who made a major impact on baseball are 

also pitchers, knuckleball specialist Eri Yoshida of Japan, the first fe-

male ever drafted by a men’s professional baseball team, and Ila Bor-

ders, the first female pitcher to start a men’s professional baseball 

game.

 It wasn’t until 1974 that Little League amended their charter to 

allow girls to play organized baseball. Since then, 19 girls have played 

in the Little League World Series, the most recent being Maddie 

Freking in 2019, and maybe the most famous, Mo’ne Davis in 2014. 

There’s no doubt there will be more to come. 



D I S C U S S I O N  W I T H  T H E  A U T H O R

Okay, your main character sounds a lot like the Twins’ Harmon 

Killebrew. Is that who you based Jimmy Parks on? 

You got me. Yes, I used Harmon Killebrew as the foundation for the 

character, but as I wrote about Jimmy he (clearly) became his own 

person—and nothing like Killebrew. That said, I have always loved 

Harmon Killebrew as a player because he was amazing, but because 

he played for a small-market team in the middle of nowhere (sorry, 

Minnesota) he didn’t get his due. I hope I did him proud. 

Who else is based on a Major Leaguer? 

Yikes. These are tough questions. Well, Jim “Mudcat” Grant really is 

the first player of color to win 20 games (with the Twins). Doc Skin-

ner is based on Bob Skinner, who played for the Pirates and Padres, 

and his son Joel played at Mission Bay Little League before becoming 

a big leaguer. Jake Molina (Coach Jake) is the real deal. He was a fan-

tastic college player and an even better minor league coach.      



Is the setting of the book based on an existing baseball field?

I’m so glad you asked. Yes, it is . . . and it isn’t. It is based on Mission 

Bay Youth Baseball fields (which I do happen to maintain, but I am no 

Jimmy), and then again, it also has elements of North City and my old 

stomping grounds, Balboa Little League. (The idea for getting a Piz-

zarino when you hit a home run came from my playing days on the 

fields at Mount Acadia.) I will say, the military housing I write about 

is not right across from the fields—but close. There are hundreds of 

really nice ranch-style houses right around the corner from Mission 

Bay. I took a little literary license and moved them closer.

Speaking of houses, is there really a house like Jimmy’s just be-

hind the outfield fence at Mission Bay?

Yes, and no. It’s actually based on the Mission Bay Boat and Ski Club, 

which I transformed into Jimmy’s beach house. It does reside just on 

the other side of the left field fence of one of the fields. It also has a 

dock and a sloping lawn that leads to Rose Creek. (By the way, there 

really is a rock there that tells boaters to beware of the shallows of 

low tide.) If I may digress just for a second, many of the small cottage-

style beach house in Pacific Beach and Mission Beach are being re-

placed with McMansions. I wanted to show how a small home in the 



right location is better than a big one in the wrong location. Jimmy 

Parks (despite his fame) was a simple man, with a simple house. I find 

that refreshing. 

Are the characters in the book based on real people?

Again, yes and no. There are some people who will read this book 

and say, “Hey, that’s me.” My reply is, no duh, I used your real name. 

Others are more subtle. This book is obviously a work of fiction, but 

it’s also factual fiction. Many of the things that happened and the 

people it happened to are somewhat real, but like reality television, 

good luck telling which is which. 

Are you Jimmy?

I wish. No, I am not included in this book in any way. As tempting as 

it was to interject myself into the story and create a character called, 

“Lee,” I didn’t do it. What I did do is put a whole lot of my base-

ball philosophy in the manuscript. Much of what the coaches tell the 

kids—and the kids tell the kids—are the same things I share with my 

players. My goal with this book is to pass on basic baseball principals, 

state my opinion on parents who “cheer” for their kids correctly, and 

overall (hopefully) make people realize the right way to coach, play, 



and watch a youth baseball game. I really hope that comes through.  

Are you still involved in youth baseball?

Yes. I still coach a team, maintain the fields, and mentor young play-

ers. Hey, maybe I am Jimmy? No, not really. One thing I do (that 

I hinted at Jimmy doing, too) is buy used baseball equipment and 

spruce it up in my workshop down at the field—much like the one 

described in this book—and then give it away to kids from military 

families who want to play baseball, but can’t always afford good gear. 

If you would like to help in this endeavor, you can go to: www.leesil-

ber.ocm/charity. Your support is appreciated. 

Do you think a girl will ever play in the Major Leagues?

Hey, you should ask open-ended questions. My short answer is, yes. 

When Rachel Balkovec was recently hired as a hitting instructor for 

the New York Yankees, it marked the first time a female has held that 

position. I believe it will happen, and her name will be Billie. Too 

soon?
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