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To Pat Williams
who graciously shared his love for 
baseball and his passion for God.

5

Dogs are better than human beings 
because they know but do not tell.

Emily Dickinson

5

How can you believe since you accept 
glory from one another but do not seek the 

glory that comes from the only God? 
John 5:44
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The author would like to thank a special group of 
volunteers who care for our canine senior citizens. 
The folks at Muttville make it their mission to res-
cue elderly dogs from shelters, find loving homes for 
those dogs that are adoptable, and tenderly care for 
those who are not. It takes a full measure of com-
passion to show such love and tireless dedication to 
God’s noblest and most unselfish creatures. Thank 
you, Muttville, for reminding us that it is never too 
late for love. Tippy and I salute you!
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5

One

What is that?” Cal Crawford looked in disgust from Pete to the 
sagging bundle under his pitching coach’s arm. 

“It’s a dog, of course,” Pete said. “Your mother’s dog. 
What kind of a question is that?”

The dog stared at Cal with mournful brown eyes. Or maybe 
it was the hang-down ears or the graying jowls that added to the 
gloom on the gaze. “I’ve had dogs. Hunting dogs. That’s not in 
the same line.” 

“She’s a dog all right, a dachshund mixed with something taller 
and wider.” Pete gave the animal a conciliatory rub between the 
eyebrows. “I’ve been taking care of her since the funeral.”

Cal shifted. He’d forgotten. He’d been on the road when his 
mother passed away and Pete had taken care of the details, Cal 
flying in just before the funeral and jetting off immediately after. 

“That’s right,” he said. “It was good of you to do that, Pete.” 
“Yeah, it was, but I’ve got to have my boat rehauled and anyway 

Tippy’s not a good sailor. I think she’s prone to seasickness.” 
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Cal winced as the physical therapist kneaded the sore muscle 
in his shoulder. Shouldn’t be so tender, not in the off-season. He 
shoved the thought aside. The dog stared at him. “So why did you 
bring it here?”

“Her, not it. Name’s Tippy, like I said, and your mother wouldn’t 
want her to go to the pound. I’ve asked everyone from the short-
stop to the hot dog vendors and no one wants a thirteen-year-old 
mutt of dubious ancestry.”

Cal gaped as the facts assembled themselves in his mind. 
“You’re not thinking that I’m going to take it?”

“Why not?”
“Spring training’s coming up.”
Pete quirked a sarcastic eyebrow. “I’m aware. We work for the 

same team, you know.” 
“I’m a starter.”
“I’m aware of that, too, Mr. Big Shot Pitcher. I’ve been watch-

ing you since single A ball, sonny boy, when you couldn’t lace your 
cleats by yourself, so don’t put on airs with me.” 

Cal was adrift at what Pete seemed to be asking him to do. “I 
don’t like dogs that don’t work for their keep.”

“You make a seven-figure salary. Hire someone to like her for 
you.” Pete placed the ungainly dog on the floor and gave her a 
scratch behind the ears. Her knobby paws slowly slid outward on 
the slick flooring until she oozed like a puddle, round belly first, 
onto the tile. “Here’s your new daddy, Tippy. He’s kind of crabby 
for such a young guy, but don’t let that fool you. He’s still grieving 
for his mama. Underneath, he’s got a heart of gold.” Pete shot Cal 
a look. “Somewhere.”

Cal leapt out of the massage chair. “You can’t leave me with 
this animal.”

Pete fished a tattered rectangle from his pocket. “Here’s a card 
for a dog sitter.”
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“But… ”
“She’s vetted and trained; she works with celebrity clients exclu-

sively. Takes care of Coach Bruce’s goldens when the missus is out 
of town.”

“I can’t… ”
“Yes, you can. I’ve got a meeting. See you later.” 
Cal clutched the card. “No, Pete. This is not happening. I am 

not taking this dog.” 
“She eats pretty much anything and she’s already had break-

fast,” he said. 
“I’m not doing this.” 
Pete headed down the hallway. “And whatever you do, don’t let 

her near your car keys.”
“Why?” Cal yelled down the corridor. “What does it do with 

car keys?”
“She,” Pete thundered. “Tippy’s a girl.” 

5

Gina sat in her cousin’s car, fingers clenched on the wheel, star-
ing at the gate which separated her from a house she would never 
be able to afford in six lifetimes. Maybe seven. Sea Cliff, San Fran-
cisco, was not the natural habitat of a girl of Gina’s financial cir-
cumstances. Her hand hovered over the gear, eager to slam the 
Volvo into reverse and flee. God will equip you for anything, remem-
ber? Her insides quivered as she recalled that she hadn’t exactly 
made a spectacular success out of her last endeavor. She whis-
pered another prayer, hoping the equipping would commence 
immediately, in great quantity, and inched the car up to the guard 
whose nametag identified him as Ed. She smiled, he smiled, and 
she admired the little crayon sketch taped on the wall next to his 
phone with a name scrawled in crooked capital letters underneath. 
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Addie Jo. The guard’s granddaughter, he told her with a proud 
smile. They chatted about Addie Jo, the artistic four-year-old who 
was learning ballet and had a bowl full of guppies that would not 
stop reproducing. 

After looking her over and consulting a clipboard, miraculously, 
he let her pass. Maybe it really had been a good idea to put on the 
blue blazer and skirt, though it seemed pretty ridiculous for pet 
sitter garb. She’d never met a dog who seemed at all impressed by 
stylish clothing.

“These are celebrity clients,” her cousin Lexi had said. “Humor 
them; treat them with kid gloves.”

Gina would rather be at school with her kindergartners, wrist-
deep in finger paints, fat pencils, and safety scissors, than trying to 
impress celebrities. They aren’t your kindergartners anymore, remem-
ber? Pain pricked at her heart. She’d served her three months as a 
long-term sub, long enough to fall in love with the ornery, bois-
terous five-year olds. There might have even been a full-time posi-
tion in the works if she hadn’t accidentally misplaced a child during 
the class field trip to the bakery. One minute she had twenty-six 
students, and the next, Rodney Wang was missing, only to be dis-
covered sleeping atop a massive stack of flour an hour and a half 
later after a frantic search that included the police. The end of her 
dream. 

Goodbye, Teacher Palmer. Hello unemployment, which had 
lasted five interminable weeks until her cousin had to deal with the 
hernia that would not be ignored. Goodbye, kindergarten. Hello, 
celebrity pet concierge. Don’t worry, cuz. I won’t mess things up. 
She intended to prove herself this time, like she’d been trying to 
do since the moment of her birth, it seemed. She read her notes 
again. Cal Crawford. Cal like California and Crawford like… Joan? 
Just a helpful little memory game, like those she’d used to stagger 
through college algebra.
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Parking on the wide sweep of drive, she was admitted past a 
breathtaking marble foyer and into an even fancier living room by 
a man in a suit. The color palette of blues and grays was soothing, 
the perfect backdrop to the sleek furniture. 

“Mr. Crawford will be here in a moment,” said the man in the 
suit.

Before she could strike up a conversation, he excused himself 
with a, “Please make yourself at home.” 

Home? Her home was a rented room above a pierogi shop 
with an old fruit crate serving as a coffee table and a view of a park-
ing lot. This place was all shining wood floors, rich oil paintings, 
and manly leather furniture. Should she sit? No, too familiar. She 
stayed standing, hands in her pockets. No, that wasn’t professional. 
She tried clasping them behind her back. Too schoolgirl. Folding 
her arms across her chest? Confrontational. She was just going for 
one hand on her hip and the other resting on the pristine oak side-
board when a dog skidded into the room, nails scrabbling for pur-
chase on the wood floor. 

She was clearly an old dog, her coat a soft butterscotch color 
and her muzzle graying. Two droopy ears framed a set of eyes 
filmed with cataracts, mournful and expectant at the same time. 
The animal slipped and slid, finally coming to a stop at Gina’s feet. 

Forgetting her professional demeanor, Gina dropped to her 
knees and caressed the dog. “Aren’t you a sweetie?” she crooned in 
baby talk. It was something that happened every time she spoke to 
a dog. Her vocabulary regressed some twenty-seven years, much 
to her cousin’s dismay. “What’s the matter, little pumpkin pie? Is 
this horrible floor too slippery for you?”

“The horrible floor happens to be mahogany, and its nails are 
leaving scratches.”

She leapt to her feet so fast her head spun, finding herself face to 
face with a man a good six inches taller. He was lean and muscular 
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with a stubble of brown on his tanned chin, chocolate eyes regard-
ing her from under thick brows. Handsome, but handsome was 
way overrated, as she’d recently learned. 

She pulled up his last name from her ragged short-term mem-
ory files. Crawford like Joan. “You must be Mr. Crawford.” 

“Cal, and you are Lexi?” He eyed her skeptically. A lazy drawl 
added unexpected softness to the words.

The moment of truth. Time to sell it, Gina. “Actually, I’m her 
cousin Gina. Lexi had to have some minor surgery done, so I’m 
filling in.”

One brow wriggled upward. “And you’re a dog expert?”
She tugged on her jacket. “Of course. Don’t I look like one?”
His mouth quirked. “I guess. You just sounded funny when 

you were talking to it.”
“You mean the dog?” She hoped her cheeks weren’t too badly 

flushed, but there was no hope, really. A strawberry blonde with 
skin a shade lighter than a fish belly ensured that the slightest 
embarrassment lit up her face like a neon sign. Always had. She 
went for dignified. “I was informed the dog is a female, Mr. Craw-
ford. Is that correct?” 

“You can call me Cal. Yeah. Name’s Tippy.” 
They both looked at the sprawled creature that had flopped 

over on her side, stubby legs twitching. 
“She wants a tummy scratch,” Gina said. 
Cal looked at her like she was suggesting he swallow a live toad. 

“Like this,” she said. Kneeling again, she scratched Tippy’s 
stomach. The dog let out a snuffle of pure contentment and closed 
her eyes. “See?”

Cal shifted. “Listen, Gina. I have to make something clear. I’m 
busy. I’m a pitcher for the Falcons and we’re just heading into 
spring training.”
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She kept on scratching and looked up at Cal. “Uh huh.”
“It’s a rigorous schedule. Conditioning, strategy work, studying 

film, lots of press time.”
She resisted an eye roll. If you think playing a game is rigorous, 

try teaching kindergarten. 
“And I’m on the road a lot. When the season starts, I’m travel-

ing all the time.”
Yep, hard life. Four-star hotels. Private planes. Catered meals. 

Gina tried to recall what she’d had for breakfast. A two-day-old 
egg roll. 

“Are you listening to me?” Cal demanded. 
Lexi’s admonishment resurfaced. Kid gloves. She stood. Tippy 

cracked an eyelid but did not move. 
“Yes, Mr. Crawford. On the road. Traveling. Rigorous. I was 

listening.” 
He shoved his hands in the pockets of his expensive jeans 

which, she noticed, fit him extremely well. 
“Anyway, I don’t have the time to care for it.”
“Her.”
“Yes, her,” he snapped. “I want you to take her.”
“Take her?”
“Can you do that?” A sheen of hope washed over his face. “Take 

Tippy to live at your house? I’d pay whatever you want.”
“I’m sorry, but my landlady doesn’t allow dogs.”
His mouth tightened. “I’ll rent you another place. A house, or 

a condo. One that takes pets. I’ll pay for it all. And living expenses.”
She gaped. Blood rushed to her cheeks, no doubt broadcasting 

her emotions, notably the anger that fizzed up in her belly. “Lis-
ten, Mr. Crawford. I realize you’re a big shot athlete and all that, 
but I’m not some desperate girl who’s going to let men rent living 
spaces and pay my expenses. I’m a pet sitter. That’s it, and you can 
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find yourself another one, by the way.” She stalked to the door. Not 
waiting for the suited man to appear and open it, she wrenched 
the handle herself. 

“Wait,” Cal called, stepping over the still sprawled dog. “Wait, 
I… I apologize. I didn’t meant to insult you. I’m just sort of 
desperate.”

She turned, searching for sincerity in his expression and find-
ing a gleam that might qualify, but her man judgment was not the 
greatest, as recent history bore out. “Why do you own this dog 
when you clearly don’t want her?” 

He paused. “Inheritance.”
“From whom?”
He looked down, suddenly morphing into a little boy. “My 

mom.”
His mother. Lexi told her his mother had passed away of cancer 

some six months before, but she’d forgotten. “I’m sorry.”
He rubbed a hand over his face, which she now noticed was 

lined with fatigue. “She loved the dog. Told me all kinds of stuff 
about it.”

Stuff    ? Cal clearly had not spent much time with his mother, yet 
for some reason he was making an effort to hold onto her beloved 
dog. Minimal effort, but it was a point in his favor. A very small 
one. Gina allowed herself to relax a tiny bit. She removed the list 
from her pocket and reviewed. “I’m happy to help you care for 
Tippy according to the terms of the contract you signed with my 
cousin. Grooming and feeding, vet care when needed, a daily walk 
schedule, and training where appropriate.”

“You wrote that all down?”
“It helps me remember. If you want something else, you’ll have 

to hire a different service.” She held her breath. With her cousin 
laid up and her other employee scrambling to cover their current 
jobs, this one would be Gina’s alone until Lexi recovered. 
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“Okay.”
“Okay?” 
“Okay. When can you start?”
She tried to hide her grin. “Right now. I’ve got a leash in the car.” 

“Fine,” he said, exhaling in relief. “That’s great.”
Gina checked her watch. “When was the last time she ate?” 

“Dunno. Think the cook gave her some oatmeal for breakfast.”
“Oatmeal? You don’t have dog food?”
He shrugged helplessly. “I didn’t know I was getting a dog until 

yesterday. We just gave our working dogs whatever meat was left-
over from meals.” 

“All right. If it’s okay to take Tippy for a drive, we’ll go by the 
pet store and pick up some supplies.”

“Take her anywhere you want.” After a relieved exhale, Cal pat-
ted his pockets. “Oh, sorry. My wallet is upstairs. I’ll be right back.”

“Never mind,” Gina said. “I’ll bill you.”
He nodded. They both looked at Tippy who had not moved, 

short legs still frozen in the air. 
“How long can she stay like that?”
Gina laughed. “Until someone scratches her tummy again.” 

“Huh.” Cal did not laugh as he said goodbye and headed 
toward the back of the house, but his grimace was not quite as bad, 
she thought. And why wouldn’t he be more cheerful? He’d just 
offloaded the well-being of his mother’s beloved pet to a stranger. 
Tippy’s sad gaze followed Cal as he left the room. 

“Well, Tippy,” she whispered to the prostrate dog. “Your owner 
has a real chip on his shoulder, doesn’t he? How are you feeling 
about your new digs?” 

Tippy let out an enormous sigh that ruffled the soft lips of her 
graying muzzle. 

“My sentiments exactly.” 
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Two

Cal wandered the house. Not a wanderer by nature, he could not 
understand why it was now five o’clock on a Monday morn-
ing and he had not slept more than three hours the previous 

night. Again. Much as he’d like to blame it on the snoring of a cer-
tain overweight canine who’d somehow burgled her way into the 
bedroom and crashed in the middle of the plush carpet, the insom-
nia had started earlier, some six months before. 

The sports psychologists they’d had him work with tried to con-
nect it to his mother’s illness and death. It wasn’t true. She was gone. 
Yes. He was alone. Definitely, but he’d always been able to will his 
body to do anything he wanted, from running a six-minute mile 
to pitching a perfect game to splitting a cord of wood before sunup. 
With enough hard work, his body obeyed his mind and his moth-
er’s death couldn’t change that. Nothing could. 

So why was he awake? 
He considered suiting up for a quick run before his morn-

ing appointment. Then again, he should probably eat something 
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Sit, Stay, Love 15

since he hadn’t been hungry the night before, much to the dismay 
of Luz, his chef. 

On the fridge he found a note from her in all caps. “Junior, 
I will be here at seven promptly to make you a proper breakfast 
which you will eat. Luz.”

He smiled. Since he’d made it big in pro baseball, people didn’t 
order him around. It was all “Mr. Crawford” and “sir”—except 
from his teammates, who’d called him “Boots” since he’d shown up 
to training one unfortunate day still in his ranch clothes. Certainly 
nobody but his sixty-year-old Hungarian cook called him Junior. 
He would not admit it under pain of death, but it pleased him. 

A clatter of toenails on the hardwood announced Tippy’s pres-
ence. The dog waddled in and sat, staring up at Cal. 

“What?”
The dog stared. 
“You hungry?”
More staring. Did it ever blink? The border collies he’d had at 

the ranch were always on the move. They never sat still, let alone 
stared at him. Creepy.

“Gotta go outside?” The thought horrified him as he consid-
ered the perfectly manicured lawns which cost him a cool twenty 
thousand a year to maintain. But if the dog had to go, better the 
grass than the Persian rug. 

He opened the sliding door. Tippy did not move. 
Cal ran a hand over his stubbled chin. “Look, dog. I got things 

to do today. If you need something, get it from Gina when she 
comes.”

Where was the girl anyway? 
As if on cue, the front door opened and Tippy did an awkward 

three-point turn, trotting off to check out the new arrival. Cal 
heard a soft burble of baby talk. 

The dog sitter had arrived. A sitter for a dog. Ridiculous. 
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He decided to stay in the kitchen and leave the two to “fel-
lowship,” as his mother would have said. The thought stung. He 
retrieved a bottle of water from the fridge and paced while he 
drank it. 

Gina swept into the kitchen holding a pink box of doughnuts 
and munching on a sprinkled one. She’d left the starched look at 
home, this time dressed in a flowered skirt and soft sweater, a gauzy 
scarf to ward off the February chill. Flowers suited her way more 
than the blazer. She looked… soft, and fresh, and her hair shone as 
though it might smell like fruity shampoo if he put his nose to it. 
A far cry from the few girls he’d dated when he first made it to the 
big leagues, all designer shoes and fancy handbags, the kind that 
looked natural in the passenger seat of his Porsche but would never 
have been able to leap up into the front seat of his real car, a Chevy 
truck. He wondered what type of car Gina drove, then wondered 
why he was wondering about it. 

He drank some more water. 
“Good morning, Mr. Crawford. Do you want a doughnut?” 

she said. “I thought I’d bring some along and introduce myself to 
your people.”

“My people?”
“Sure. The cook and the gardener and such. I already met the 

security guard and your door guy.”
“My door guy?” Why was he repeating everything she said? 

“Roberto.”
“He prefers Bobby. He needed a doughnut, poor guy.”
“Why?”
“He’s getting divorced from Linda. It’s not easy to break apart 

two lives after sixteen years.” She slid the box onto the counter. 
“You want a sprinkle doughnut? I saved one.”

“No.” 
Her eyes swiveled to the note on the fridge. “Oh, right.” She 
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giggled. “I don’t want you to get in trouble with your cook for 
ruining your meal.”

He felt a burn of embarrassment. “I don’t eat doughnuts 
because they’re basically fat bombs.”

She stopped. “Well, of course they are. That’s why they’re good 
to eat.”

A little yellow sprinkle stuck to the curve of her cheek, right 
above the dimple. The scent of sugar made his mouth water for 
his mother’s deep-dish peach pie. Odd thought, since he hadn’t 
eaten it in over a year. 

She bent to caress Tippy. “Did you feed her?”
“Isn’t that your job?”
Gina shot him a look. 

“I asked her if she was hungry,” he hurried to explain. Inane. He 
was asking questions of dogs now. Had to be the sleep deprivation. 
“Dog didn’t seem like it wanted anything.” 

“You look tired,” Gina said, eyeing Cal. “Didn’t you sleep?” She 
put out a bowl and filled it with brown nuggets. 

“I’m fine. Gotta make a call.” Cal excused himself to the study. 
He didn’t really have any such phone call to make, but the dog 
sitter confused him almost as much as the dog, talking as if she’d 
known him forever, offering doughnuts and teasing him about 
Luz. And how come she knew all about Roberto and Linda? He 
hadn’t even known Roberto was married, let alone breaking up 
with his wife. Not something men talked about. 

He read his text from Pete. “Nine o’clock, get loose. Couple of 
pitches and press time.” He wondered how fast they could get the 
press thing done so he could get rid of them and watch more film 
of his slider, the pitch that was giving him trouble. 

“Mr. Crawford?”
He started. Gina stood at his elbow with the yellow sprinkle 

still stuck to her cheek, but no dimple showing. 
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“Yes?”
“I need you in the kitchen for a moment.”
Her tone was troubled, lips puckered into a frown.
“You do?”
“Yes.” 
“Why?”
“I think we have a problem.”
He couldn’t help himself. He reached out a finger and gently 

brushed the yellow sprinkle from her satin-soft cheek. 
Her eyes opened wide in amazement and her hand flew to her 

face. 
“Sorry. It was a sprinkle,” he stammered. “Stuck on you.”
Color flooded her cheeks now as if someone had airbrushed 

her with petal pink. “Oh. Well. Thank you. Anyway, I think there’s 
something wrong with Tippy.”

There’s plenty wrong with Tippy, he thought, but he followed her 
into the kitchen anyway. Tippy stood next to her uneaten kibble, 
tail drooping. 

“She won’t eat. Are you sure you didn’t feed her?”
“Not a thing. Maybe it’s the kibble you got her.”
“Well, I wet it with chicken broth. How could she not like it?”
He shrugged. “I dunno. You’re the dog expert. It could stand 

to skip a few meals, anyway.” He bent to examine the floor. “I 
really think her nails are messing up the wood. Can you get them 
clipped?”

Tippy launched herself at Cal. Off balance, he sat down hard. 
Tippy slurped her long tongue over his face, body wriggling as if 
she was spring-loaded.

“Knock it off,” Cal said, shooing her away with his free hand 
and wiping his cheek with the other. 

Tippy trotted happily to her food bowl and began to wolf down 
the kibble. 
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“Nothing wrong with her stomach now,” Cal grumped. He got 
to his feet. 

Tippy immediately stopped eating, staring at Cal with lim-
pid eyes. 

Gina’s mouth opened in an O of surprise. “I think she wants 
you to sit with her while she eats.”

Cal gaped. “You have got to be out of your mind.”
“Just try it. Please?” 
Reluctantly, he resumed a sitting position. 
Tippy once again began to eat. 
He rose.
She stopped. 
He sank down again. 
She ate. 
Cal looked up at Gina in complete disbelief. 

“Looks like she’ll only eat when you’re with her,” Gina said, bit-
ing her lip against a smile. 

“Why would that be?” he managed. “I don’t even like her.”
Gina shrugged, all doe-eyed innocence. “I guess she doesn’t 

know that.” 
“Ms. Palmer, I’m not going to sit down on the floor next to this 

dog at chow time.” 
“I understand, Mr. Crawford. I’m sure she’ll adjust. It’s the new 

place and all. It’s not very”—she looked around—“friendly.”
“Not supposed to be friendly,” he snapped. 
“What were you going for then?” She pursed her lips. “Austere? 

Luxurious? Manly?”
He had an odd sense that she was teasing him and he was not at 

all sure how to take it. The truth was, he hadn’t consulted on one 
single detail in the monstrous house. He’d needed a home in San 
Francisco, told his agent as much, and bingo. One whopper of a 
check later and the deed was done. But it was all top-of-the-line 

Sit Stay Love.indd   19 12/22/15   1:39 PM

Copyrighted material 



Dana Mentink20

stuff—beveled glass, pendant lighting, and such. She should be 
impressed, though the old banged-up couch at the ranch was 
plenty more comfortable than anything in the entire place.

“I’m sure things will improve as Tippy settles in. Pete said she’s 
been getting three meals a day on his boat, so we’ll keep to that 
schedule for a while until we pare down her calories a bit.”

“You’ve been talking to my pitching coach?”
“Well, of course. Pete’s been Tippy’s caretaker. Who would 

know her better than him?”
He shook his head. “Anyway, I’ve got to go to the ball field. 

Contact me if anything comes up.”
“How?”
He stopped himself from parroting back her maddening ques-

tion. Grabbing a paper from the drawer, he scrawled his cell num-
ber on it. “Don’t give it out to anyone,” he said sternly. 

“Of course not, Mr. Crawford. You can depend on me.”
She looked like a cross between a Girl Scout and a fifties movie 

star, standing there with her flowered skirt, pink lips, and mischie-
vous smile. 

“Call me Cal.” He grabbed his duffel bag and iPhone and 
headed for the door. 

“What should I tell her?” Gina called. 
“Who?” 
“Luz. What should I say when she arrives to make you break-

fast and you’re not here?”
Inwardly he groaned. “You can eat it for me.”
“Okey dokey, Mr. Crawford.”
He wondered how Gina Palmer, doughnut queen, was going 

to enjoy a wheatgrass smoothie and egg white omelet for breakfast. 
Smiling, he closed the door behind him. 

5
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Three antacids later and Gina had finally vanquished the wheat-
grass heartburn. Though the breakfast tasted like something that 
was never meant to cross human lips, Gina had learned a wealth 
of information from the gregarious Luz. 

The gray-haired lady, immaculately dressed in slacks and a 
white silk blouse, referred to Cal as “Mr. Cal,” leading Gina to 
believe that Junior must be a name uttered only in private. She’d 
been cooking for him since he bought the San Francisco home a 
year before. 

“He works too hard, Mr. Cal. All skin and muscle and not sleep-
ing. Not good for a young boy.”

Gina knew Cal was twenty-eight which, in Luz’s mind, must 
be just out of high school. “Why isn’t he sleeping?”

Luz shrugged. “Too much pressure. Everyone expects him to 
be a superstar. And now? No mama to share it with.” She looked 
slyly at Gina. “And no girlfriend either.” 

Gina coughed. Don’t look at me. I’d never date a dog hater. “Was 
he close to his mother?” 

Luz clucked. “Ah. I’ve talked too much. I’m to go to the market 
and pick up a few things. Some fresh spinach for steaming. That 
will fix up Mr. Cal.”

Gina was still thinking a sprinkle doughnut would do the 
cranky pitcher more good than steamed spinach, but she didn’t 
say so. She and Tippy went for a very slow walk in the February 
sunshine, which came to an abrupt end when Tippy sat down after 
two blocks and refused to budge. She had to carry her back to Cal’s 
place. Both Tippy and Gina required a nap after the exertion and 
Tippy woke eager for lunch. Gina poured the kibble, complete 
with bits of chopped chicken, in a bowl. 

Tippy lay down and stared. 
Gina sat next to her with no better result. 
Nothing would tempt the dog to eat. She thought about calling 
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Cal’s cell phone, but she figured he was busy with the throwing 
and catching thing. Her best chance was to get the dog to him. It 
would take no more than a minute. Surely he would have time 
for that. 

“Like mom always says, if the mountain won’t come to you…” 
She put Tippy’s bowl into a bag along with the kibble and drove. 
The stadium was closed, but she found a security guard named Abe 
and explained all about Tippy. By the time she’d finished the story 
about the dog’s need for eating companionship from Cal, Abe was 
laughing until the tears ran down his face. 

“I thought I’d heard everything,” he chortled. 
He agreed to escort Gina to the dugout after she promised not 

to interfere with the practice. 
“We’ll wait patiently until Mr. Crawford is finished, I promise.”
Still laughing, the guard guided Gina and Tippy to the field. 

The two of them settled onto a bench with a perfect view of the 
proceedings. The green of the grass and the enormous sweep of 
empty red seats floored her. Imagine all those people paying good 
money to go and stare at some guys trying to hit a ball with a stick. 
Maybe it was all about the snacks. 

She stroked Tippy’s ears as she watched. 
Pete was there along with several men she had not met. Cal 

was dressed in his uniform, cap low on his forehead, the num-
ber eleven pulled taut across his muscled shoulders. Behind home 
plate, a catcher crouched to take his pitch, looking like some weird 
sort of insect with all the padded gear covering him like an exo-
skeleton. A photographer with an enormous camera stood next 
to Pete, taking picture after picture. Cal ignored it all, riveted on 
the ball in his hands and some imaginary bull’s-eye in the center 
of the catcher’s mitt. 

Gina could only imagine such focus. She could rarely make 
it through one magazine article without her attention drifting a 
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hundred different directions—a leftover from her traumatic entry 
into the world, the doctors said, along with the memory problems 
and a tendency to catch every cold bug that came around. 

Cal fired a pitch that went so fast it was nothing more than a 
blur. She gasped. No wonder the guy kept in such good shape if he 
had to do that for a living. With such torque on his arm, she did 
not see how it hadn’t snapped off at the elbow. The smack of the 
pitch into the catcher’s mitt echoed through the air. 

Tippy shifted in her lap, her nails scratching Gina’s legs. 
“See, Tippy? This is how Cal spends his time, playing ball, only 

there’s no fetching involved, at least from him.” 
Another blistering pitch from Cal. The photographer clicked 

away, crouched down to get the best shot. Cal took off his cap and 
wiped his forehead with the back of his hand before replacing it. 

Suddenly, Tippy made a mysterious canine connection. 
She stiffened, ears in a semi-upright position, nose twitching, 
entranced by the goings-on. 

“Stay, Tippy,” Gina murmured in the dog’s ear. “He’s working.” 
The catcher readied the ball to throw it back to Cal.
Tippy launched herself off Gina’s lap, yanking the leash free, 

and took off running for Cal. 
“No, Tippy,” Gina shouted. 
Cal’s attention jerked toward Tippy just as the catcher loosed 

the ball. It sailed through the air and hit him square in the face 
with a thunk. 

Gina clapped her hands over her mouth in horror. Cal’s head 
snapped back. He fell backward onto the pitcher’s mound. 
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