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Star Player 

By Beth Black 

(UCI Assignment — Response Story to Herman Melville's Bartleby the Scrivener) 

 

Alexander Bartholomew Kowalczyk entered the world a little kid with a big name.  

Perhaps it was the difficulty of his name, but he doggedly faced the world with a 

countenance of mild indignation and regret. At six he grew large enough for his parents 

to shuffle him along to peewee softball.  Resigned, he ambled onto the field to play with 

the other children. 

Jack entered the ball field a big coach with a little name.  His team, The Astros, 

rarely lost, because they knew Jack knew how to yell.  Yelling was his specialty.  His 

face puffed to twice its natural size, turned purple, and framed wild blue eyes and a wide 

open mouth.  Scary, for most kids.  Most kids slammed that ball and ran like hell.  Not 

always in the right direction, but if one poor lost soul discovered his mistake, he would 

then refuse to stop until he arrived in the parking lot, safe from the yelling. 

On this day, The Astros were set to defend their home turf against the Chargers, 

and the rivalry between the two teams set Jack’s face aflame before the pre-game 

warm-up.  “Harder!  Toss that ball like ya mean it!” 

Jasper Smythe wound up and pitched to his warm-up partner like he was ridding 

himself of three-week old smelly socks.  The ball landed short of its target, and Jasper 

glanced nervously at the coach.  “Harder!” was all Jack would say, fist pressed firmly to 

forehead while he retreated to the dugout. 

Jack grabbed his clipboard and scanned the list.  He was sure all these kids and 

had hopes of taking the Chargers down.  That is, until he found the last name, penciled 
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in – a new one – and it was so long it ran off the page.  He didn’t know the kid, and he 

didn’t like the kid. 

The whistle blew and everyone hit his mark.  The Chargers’ luck held and they 

started the game.  Jack shouted at his team to stay put and pay attention.  He noted the 

new kid, Alexander, standing in the infield.  “You!  Head out!  Outfield!” He watched.  The 

kid glanced at him impassively, but didn’t budge.  This angered Jack, and his ears 

turned hot pink.  Nasty hot pink.  He paced along the foul line. 

Raphael Evans tried to take up his spot in the infield but Alexander stood in the 

way.  “Hey, move it.  You’re in my spot.”  Raphael pointed to a patch of grass.  

Alexander stared down, but said nothing.  Raphael repeated, “Hey, move!” 

“I’d rather not.” 

“Huh?”  Raphael studied him, not knowing whether to hit him or run to his mommy 

and cry.  “You gotta.  Don’t you hear Jack?  He wants you to go out there.”  Raphael 

pointed to the outfield, behind his opponent. 

“I’d rather not.”  Alexander looked up, and seemed to discover a sky full of 

fascinating objects.  A marble statue could not have posed more quietly than this little 

boy. 

The whistle blew and Jack stormed out onto the field.  Now, all the boys seemed 

frozen.  All watched Jack.  Except, that is, Alexander.  He stared straight up. 

“What do you think you’re doing?”  Jack towered over the boy.  “This is a serious 

ballgame.  No loafing!  Now move your butt to the outfield!”  He shouted, glaring. 

Calmly, Alexander replied, “I’d rather not.” 

Before Jack could respond, the ump arrived and asked what was taking so long.  

He said they had to resume the game, since older kids needed the field in less than an 

hour.  He ordered Jack off the field then blew his whistle.  Balls flew past Alexander with 

regularity.  Raphael tried to jump in front of him, but his concentration was thrown by the 
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presence of the intruder in his spot.  Eventually, though, he did catch one, and it added 

up to a third out.  Time for The Astros to show their stuff. 

Jack did not like this one bit.  The rules said he had to give this jerk kid, this 

Alexander, a shot at bat.  He really wanted to swing the bat at the brat, but he handed it 

to him and said, “Just hit the ball.”  With that, he shoved him onto home plate and 

stepped back. 

Alexander held the bat in both hands as though he were preparing to swing and hit 

a golf ball.  The round end of the bat dragged in the dirt at his feet, but he didn’t appear 

to notice.  His face turned up to the sky.  “Why do you think...” he said. 

“Huh?” Jack lurched back in, adjusted the bat in Alexander’s hands and stepped 

back just as the ball swept past at the kid’s chest level.  Though it appeared Alexander 

swung, the bat only swayed to its spot in the dirt. 

“Streeiiike one!” called the ump. 

Fathers yelled, kids yelled, and everyone stood up.  Alexander paused, but only so 

that he could admire the sky more evenly.  “Why do you think...” he repeated. 

The ball flew past a second time.  Another strike.  

Raphael’s father punched Alexander’s father in the nose.  Jasper’s mother yanked 

out a tuft of Raphael’s mother’s hair.  Jack stormed around the dugout trying not to 

murder the kid.  The team cowered under their bench and witnessed the scene.  

Raphael couldn’t take it anymore and leaped out, dodging a mitt Jack kicked toward the 

stands.  He ran straight for Alexander, red hair flying beneath his Astros cap.  He 

skidded, safe, in front of the other boy.  “Why don’t you swing the bat?” 

“I’d rather not,” answered Alexander.  He kept his eyes on the sky. 

Raphael followed his gaze.  “What are you looking at?” 

“Why do you think...the moon is out in daylight?” 
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This floored Raphael.  “I dunno.  It just is.”  He stood with Alexander and stared up, 

as well.  With two boys gawking, the rest of the team slid out from their hiding spot and 

wandered over to see what they were staring at.  One by one, the parents stopped 

beating each other and paused to look up, as well.  There, in broad daylight, the moon 

rose full and shiny. 

“Ah, hell!”  cried Jack.  He sat in the dugout and buried his head in his hands. 

The ump slammed his cap on the ground and called, “Game over!” then hustled 

past the crowd toward his car.  He glanced up one more time to survey the scene and 

shrugged. Murmuring about kids, he marched past a stretch of cloth held up by two 

poles – the Astros’ pennant, displaying the players’ photos. Each kid’s image had been 

sewn onto a rocket that blasted across a field of white stars toward a silvery crescent 

moon.  

 

 

  

 

  


