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CHAPTER 1 

 

 In the end, Brock chose baseball.  Really, it was always baseball, even as a kid.  No other 

sport so wholly consumed him like baseball.  Every year, when the neighbors’ lawnmowers 

came to life for the spring, the sweet aroma of fresh cut grass sparked a raw and unbridled 

anticipation deep within Brock’s soul.   

Brock spent hours in the backyard with a bucket of baseballs and a rubber tee, 

methodically placing a ball on the tee, gripping his bat, and hacking away, then quickly ducking 

as the ball ricocheted off the side of his family’s brick house.  Then he would repeat the drill.  

Over and over, swing and duck, until his batting gloves were nearly worn through and his palms 

were tough with calluses.   

When his hands were too sore to grip the bat, he exchanged it for his catcher’s mitt.  He 

would crouch in one corner of the yard and imagine a pitcher in front of him, winding up and 

throwing.  He pictured a runner on first base trying to steal second, challenging Brock to throw 

him out.  Brock would spring up and hurl a ball to the opposite corner of the yard, to the 

imaginary shortstop, where it would smack against the wooden fence with a violent bang, 

sometimes spraying splinters and bits of wood into the air.  Then Brock would crouch back down 

and start again, with the imaginary pitcher and invisible runner, until the setting sun marked the 

day’s end and his mother called him inside for dinner. 

 Before every little league game Brock rode his bike to the corner store to buy a jumbo 

bag of sunflower seeds and large purple Gatorade.  After victories, Brock and his teammates 

indulged in hotdogs from the concession stand.  After losses, Brock meticulously returned to the 



backyard, throwing ball after ball at the wooden fence until he could hardly lift his arm.  

Baseball dictated Brock’s emotions.  Baseball gave him a sense of purpose. 

 Blessed with an athlete’s body and equipped with an admirable work ethic, Brock was a 

standout athlete in high school.  In the fall he played linebacker for the football team, in the 

winter months he was on the wrestling team, and, of course, in the spring he played baseball.  It 

was no surprise, then, when after high school, he was offered an athletic scholarship at a Harvish 

College, a small liberal arts school in Iowa.  The school wanted Brock to play football and 

baseball – Brock accepted without a second thought. 

 Now Brock looked back on his youth with melancholy.  Life will never be that simple 

again.  The money really changed it all. 

 After college Brock had to choose.  His football skills had really flourished at Harvish, 

and experts predicted that he could be a third round draft pick.  But baseball was, and always had 

been, his one true love.  Had he decided to enter the NFL draft, he could have made hundreds of 

thousands in a signing bonus, maybe millions.   A third round pick makes an average signing 

bonus of about $700,000.  A second rounder can make as much as $2,000,000.  But in the end, 

Brock chose baseball. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 2 

Coming out of college, Brock was pursued by several agents.  They would sweep in, with 

their tailored suits and slick talk, and promise a huge payday and unfettered attention.  Each one 

made sure to tell Brock how terrible the alternatives were, insisting that any other agent would 

lead Brock down a path that would inevitably leave him broke and out of baseball.   Ultimately, 

he chose Jack Lancaster, a young guy from a mid-sized agency.  Jack’s mild-mannered, down-

to-earth demeanor stood out to Brock.  Jack was someone to whom he could relate.  While the 

other agents tried to woo Brock with fancy steak dinners, the first time Jack met Brock, Jack 

simply asked, “so, where’s the best place to get a burger around here?”  Brock knew that Jack 

had a realness, which couldn’t be made up for with empty promises or Italian suits. 

A day before Brock officially signed his first professional contract, Jack drove out to 

Brock’s parents’ home to discuss his future.  Brock had always assumed that every professional 

athlete was set for life, financially.  Sitting in the same living room where Brock had spent years 

watching his heroes play on TV, Jack explained, much to Brock’s disappointment, that the 

million dollar signing bonuses only go to first round picks.  Sensing Brock’s rising concern, he 

offered the family a quick history lesson on the business of baseball.  

“Back in the day, the teams had all the control.  They had something called the reserve 

clause in all of the players’ contracts, which allowed them to just dictate the players’ salaries and 

renew their contracts year after year.  The players had no say in the matter.  A couple of teams 

from an independent league sued Major League Baseball, arguing that it was a violation of the 

Sherman Anti-Trust Act for the league to limit where the players could play and how much they 

could earn.  Keep in mind, this may be a game, but it’s still a matter of employment.  The teams 

from the other league felt like MLB was illegally limiting the market for players’ services.  But 



the Supreme Court said baseball was exempt from anti-trust law because baseball isn’t the kind 

of commerce that federal anti-trust law was meant to regulate. 

“Then in the ‘70s, a couple of players filed a grievance after their team renewed their 

contracts.  The Collective Bargaining Agreement, known as the CBA, had a dispute resolution 

clause in it that required that all disagreements about the interpretation of contracts between 

players and teams go to binding arbitration.  So the players initiated this arbitration proceeding, 

thereby giving the arbitrator the power to make the decision on their disagreement. The arbitrator 

said teams could only renew a player’s contract once.  After that, they’re free to sign wherever.  

That was the birth of free agency and really opened the floodgates.” 

Sensing the family’s eyes gloss over at the tutorial on complicated anti-trust issues, Jack 

switched gears to explain about the advent of agents and how Scott Boras, the most infamous of 

all agents, paved the way for eye-popping signing bonuses and multi-year contracts.  He 

described how the agents act as intermediaries between the teams’ management and the players, 

but maintain a fiduciary and legal duty to the their clients.  If an agent builds a reputation as an 

unreasonably stubborn negotiator, teams will be less enthusiastic about negotiating with him in 

the future.  Because agents usually represent multiple players, they often interact with the same 

team executives several times a year.  Thus, an agent who appears stubborn and unreasonable 

during the course of one negotiation, may sabotage his ability to complete future deals for other 

clients. 

“Eventually, the Players’ Union and the team owners reached an agreement entitling the 

teams to pay the players the league minimum for roughly three years.  Then the players enter 

salary arbitration, in which each side, the team and the player, present their arguments to a 

neutral panel of arbitrators who decide how much the team is obligated to pay,” Jack explained. 



Brock knew he wasn’t qualified to conduct his contract negotiation, so he allowed Jack to 

handle the heavy lifting and took Jack’s advice to heart.  After Brock was drafted in the fifth 

round by the Chicago White Sox, Jack negotiated a $75,000 signing bonus; no small sum, but 

nothing life altering.  Brock used the money to help his parents pay off their mortgage. 

 “I know it sounds like a cliché, but if you keep working on your game and keep 

improving, you’ll have your chance to make money,” Jack offered, with sincere optimism.  “But 

you can’t rest on your laurels. The minor league minimum isn’t terrible; you’ll make about 80 

grand a year.  You’ve just got to play well enough that they have no choice except to promote 

you through the minor league system.  You’ll start of in the rookie league, then you’ll get 

promoted to single A, then double A, and triple A, depending on your progress.   

“Then, after two or three years in the majors, you’ll be eligible for salary arbitration. 

According to the CBA, which governs the relationship between the Players’ Union and the 

league, a player is first eligible for arbitration if he has played between two and three years in the 

majors and ranks in the top 22% among that class of players in terms of major league service 

time with any team.”    

“What does that mean?” Brock asked. 

“It means that in a few years, when the team decides to promote you to the majors, we 

want them to you promote you early in the year.  That way you will be in the top 22% of rookies 

in terms of service time.  This would make you a Super Two and you would be eligible for 

arbitration - and a pay raise - a year earlier.  If they don’t call you up to the majors early enough 

for you to qualify as a Super Two, you’ll have to wait until you have three years of major league 

service time with any combination of teams before being eligible for arbitration.  After three 

years of arbitration, you’ll be eligible for free agency.” 



Jack words resonated with Brock.  Brock had always been motivated by challenges, and 

this was no different.    

“Free agency is like the American economic system.  It’s a free market.  It’s just raw 

supply and demand.  This is the most favorable system for talented, popular players, because 

everybody wants a piece of them.  So the more demand for a player’s skills, the more teams will 

be willing to pay. 

“For now, though, enjoy the moment.  The second you sign that contract, you’re 

officially a professional baseball player.  You are one of the lucky few who get paid to play the 

game.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 3 

Jack was right, Brock thought.  His perspective was a cliché, but it helped keep Brock 

focused on the task at hand.  He spent the next four years as a virtual recluse, intent on climbing 

the organizational ladder to the major leagues.  What he lacked in pure talent, he made up for 

with raw determination.  He traded in his parents’ backyard for minor league training facilities, 

logging as much time as possible in the batting cages.  Off days were filled with catching drills 

to improve his defense and video analysis of his swing.  After games, when other players went 

home to ice their shoulders and knees, Brock went straight to the gym to lift weights.  On 

weekends, when other players went to the dingy bars of whatever podunk town the team 

happened to be in, Brock retired to his hotel room to study the hitter matchups for the next game. 

When Alex Rodriguez, the perennial All-Star third baseman, signed a record 10-year, 

$275 million contract with the New York Yankees in 2008, Brock taped a copy of the newspaper 

clipping to his locker.  The article served as a daily reminder of the possibilities that lay ahead if 

he kept his nose to the grindstone.  

While Brock was toiling away in the minors, several football players he knew from 

college were already earning fame in the NFL.  Brock had been promoted to the team’s AA 

affiliate in Iowa earlier that year.  After one warm July game in which Brock went 2 for 4 with 

an RBI and also threw out two runners at second base, he sat in front of his locker, watching 

droplets of sweat fall from his forehead to the linoleum floor and trying to muster the energy to 

take a shower.  He looked up at the picture of Rodriguez. 

“What would you do with that kind of money?” asked Ted Olson, the team’s second 

baseman, from the locker next to Brock’s.  Ted was a mediocre ball player.  He couldn’t hit for 

shit, but he was pretty slick with a glove.  



“I don’t know.  But I can’t imagine it would be hard to come up with ways to spend it.”  

Brock responded.  Then, somberly, he added, “My dad’s got a bunch of debt I’d like to take care 

of.  A couple years ago he invested in a friend’s business and the whole thing flamed out.  It left 

him high and dry.”  Brock paused for a moment.  “Man, if I had gone in the NFL draft instead of 

playing baseball, I’d already be earning a big time salary.” 

“Yeah, but those guys get hurt all the time.  You were a linebacker, right?  Would you 

really want to deal with all of those concussions?  By the time you were 40 you’d be a 

vegetable.” 

“Yeah, but at least I wouldn’t be spending my 20’s riding around Nowheresville, Iowa on 

a bus with 30 other guys, sweating my ass off, and hoping to impress the front office execs so 

that they’ll promote to the majors.”  

“Well, it’s the life we chose.  It could be worse, man.  You could be in an office 

somewhere staring at a computer screen.” 

Brock nodded in silent agreement. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 4 

Brock’s iPhone buzzed in his pocket, jarring him back to attention.  He withdrew it and 

looked down.  It was a text from Erin, his girlfriend.   

“Dinner, 8pm @ Paris Club.” 

Great, he thought.  Another expensive dinner.  Another night on the town that would 

probably start with drinks at some trendy new hotspot and end with bottle service at a club. 

He looked up.  Darrel was sitting on the bar stool next to him, rambling on about God 

knows what, in between enormous bites of his cheeseburger.  It was January in Chicago and 

through the window to his right Brock could see snow softly blanketing the street outside. 

“I’m telling you man, you should come with us.  It’s a few other guys from the team and 

I.  Seven days at this 5-star resort, just off the coast of Spain.  Since we’re already knocked out 

of the playoffs, we’re leaving two weeks after the season ends.  It’s going to be epic.” 

Back in college, Brock and Darrel were roommates at Harvish and teammates on the 

football team. The athletic department liked to house all of the athletes together.  Darrel, a 

monster specimen more akin to a giant than a man, was an offensive lineman.  Out of college, he 

entered the National Football League draft and was selected in the second round by the New 

York Jets.  He received a $1.3 million signing bonus.  

It wasn’t often that Brock saw Darrel during the football season.  Usually Darrel was 

busy in practices or team meetings.  But with the team’s bye week this week, the two found time 

to get lunch. 

“Man, I can’t afford a trip like that.  That’s going to cost like 15 grand.  Between my 

parents’ debt, my condo, the car, and Erin’s endless expenses, I don’t exactly have money to 

throw around.”   



After three years in the minor leagues, when Brock was 25-years-old, his solid play lead 

to a promotion to the majors.  He wasn’t a prodigy in the batter’s box, but he studied the 

opposing players and played solid defense.  Three seasons later, he was still in the big leagues 

and holding his own. 

“Remember, not all of us cashed in like you did,” Brock added, referencing Darrel’s 

multi-year contract with the Chicago Bears.   

 “First of all, money can’t be that tight.”  Darrel said.  “You ride around in an Audi, for 

God’s sake, so don’t act like you’re on fucking welfare.”  He paused to take another giant bite of 

his burger and wash it down with a swig of beer while enjoying his quip.  “Second, don’t be 

bitter, I paid my dues for three years in New York before I was eligible for free agency.  It’s not 

my fault that football players are eligible for free agency after only three years.  Besides, you’re 

making more now then I was with the Jets.  That’s got to count for something.” 

Darrel was right.  The minimum salary for an NFL player was $390,000, while the 

minimum for a Major League Baseball player was about $500,000.  The difference was that 

Darrel wasn’t making the minimum anymore.  Far from it.  After three seasons with the Jets, he 

signed a five-year, $30 million contract with the Bears.  Brock, on the other hand, was still 

making the league minimum.  Plus, Brock spent three years toiling in the minor leagues before 

he was even called up to the majors and STILL had to wait six years before being eligible to sign 

a free agent contract.  As a free agent his salary would depend on how teams perceived his 

talents and his likability.  Even then, there would be no guarantee of a huge payday. 

“Yeah, I’m just stressed about this arbitration thing coming up.  I’m meeting with my 

agent about it tomorrow.” 



“Well remember, you’re the one who chose to play baseball.  You could have played 

football,” joked Darrel, who grinned, then added with a little elbow jab, “like a real man.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 5 

The next day Brock drove to his agent’s office in downtown Chicago.  He took the 

elevator to his Jack’s 32
nd

 floor, Michigan Avenue office and was greeted by an attractive, 

smiling receptionist. 

“Good morning Mr. Aller.  Mr. Lancaster is ready for you in his office.  Can I get you 

anything to drink?” 

“Some coffee would be great.  Thank you.”  Brock walked past the large glass-walled 

conference room with a majestic view of lake Michigan.  Framed posters of athletes that the 

agency represented lined the walls.  Justin Verlander.  Phil Mickelson.  Devin Hester.  Tony 

Parker.  No Brock Aller. 

He maneuvered through the catacombs of offices until he reached Jack’s.  Jack greeted 

him with a friendly smile and firm handshake as he entered the medium sized office adorned 

with a small leather couch and a window looking out towards Michigan Avenue.  Jack’s 

undergraduate and law school diplomas hung on the wall next to a few framed photos of Jack 

with his clients, including a picture of Brock and Jack taken the day that Brock signed his first 

professional contract. 

“Hey man, how’s it going?”  Because Jack was still relatively young for an agent, only in 

his early 30’s, the two had a buddy-like repartee. 

“Not bad, just sweating this arbitration situation.”   

“Right to business - you must be nervous.”  During the season, Jack typically called 

Brock at least once a week, whether to congratulate him on a good game or to coordinate a new 

order of cleats and batting gloves.  Brock appreciated Jack’s involvement in his life.  Some 

teammates complained that they could never get their agent on the phone. 



“Alright, well lets get right to it then,” said Jack, acknowledging Brock’s palpable 

anxiety.  “I talked to the team this morning.  We’re still a ways off.  They made some minor 

concessions, but not what we’re looking for.  They offered one year for $600,000.” 

Brock sighed.  He was afraid of this.  “I know I’m not an All-Star, but it would be nice to 

actually see a real raise.” 

“I totally understand.  I think they’re low-balling us.” 

“What do you think we can realistically shoot for?” 

“Ideally we would do a three or four year deal.  That would give you a few more years to 

prove your consistency, then give you one crack at free agency before Father Time starts to catch 

up to you.” 

“So let’s make that happen.” 

 Jack couldn’t stifle a reactive chuckle.  “It’s not that easy.  Catchers take a beating during 

the season, so teams don’t want to invest too much until they’re sure you can keep up the 

production for an extended period.  It’s looking more and more likely that a multi-year deal is 

out of reach.” 

 Brock sighed again.  

“So what do we do from here?” Brock asked, earnestly. 

“Now we focus on arbitration.  The Sox didn’t call you up from the minors until late June 

in your rookie year.  They waited that long for a reason.  It knocked you out of the top 22% of 

rookies in terms of service time.” 

 Brock stared blankly back at Jack, who forged on. 

“If they had called you up earlier in the year you would have been in that 22% and you 

would have qualified for arbitration last year as a ‘Super Two.’  You would have earned your 



pay increase last year.  Because they waited a few extra months, you had to wait an extra year 

before being arbitration eligible.  It’s common for teams to wait an extra month or two to 

promote a player to the majors in order to save money.  They weigh the benefit of having that 

player in their lineup for an extra month versus the cost of that player going to arbitration a year 

early.  It’s a business decision. ” 

“That’s bullshit.” 

“Yes and no.  It’s the system that the Union bargained for.  Arbitration is a pretty 

equitable process.  You guys have the right to have a third party determine your salary.  The 

team has the right to keep you for a few years at the agreed upon minimum and manage their 

roster as they wish.  It gives them the leeway to save some money by delaying a player’s 

arbitration until he has three years of service time instead of two, depending on when they 

choose to promote the player. 

“The point is, you’re eligible this year because you have over three years of service time.  

That means that we have a say in what you earn.  But the arbitration process is a big chess 

game.” 

“So what’s our first move?” 

“Well, the deadline to file for arbitration this year is January 15.” 

“What exactly goes into an arbitration hearing?” 

Jack opened a manila folder that was sitting on top of his desk and started to read from a 

sheet of paper.  “Article VI(E)(10) of the Collective Bargaining Agreement states that ‘the 

criteria will be the quality of the player’s contribution to his club during the past season 

(including but not limited to his overall performance, special qualities of leadership and public 

appeal), the length and consistency of his career contribution, the record of the player’s past 



compensation, comparative baseball salaries, the existence of any physical or mental defects on 

the part of the player, and the recent performance record of the club including but not limited to 

its league standing and attendance as an indication of public acceptance.’ 

“We compared your statistics to other catchers going through arbitration for the first time 

to determine your market value.  Your numbers aren’t eye-popping, but they’re relatively 

consistent: about 15 homeruns and a .270 batting average every year with above average defense.  

We put your market value at $1,100,000, so that’s the amount we’re planning on filing for.  

We’re off by $500,000 from what the team is offering.” 

“Ok, so we ask for $1.1 million, they offer $600,000, and a judge splits the baby 

somewhere in the middle?”  Brock asked, his agitation rising. 

“Not exactly.  First off, there are no judges.  It’s a panel of arbitrators – slightly different.  

Secondly, they don’t split the baby.  It’s all or nothing.  The panel either goes with the team’s 

number or our number.  This type of arbitration is called ‘last best offer arbitration.’  But which 

number the panel chooses is midpoint based, in reality.  The arbitrators will concentrate on the 

midpoint between the team’s number and our number.  Our arguments must be centered on that 

number.  As long as we prove that your value is $1 above that midpoint, then the panel has to 

find in our favor.  That part isn’t actually in the CBA, but in practice, it’s how the hearing works.  

So we just have to prove that you’re worth more than $850,000. 

“The whole process gives both sides an incentive to be reasonable.  If we ask for way too 

much, our number will look ridiculous compared to their number and the midpoint will be 

higher, so the panel will be more likely to find for the team.” 

“But we’re not being ridiculous, right?” 



“Right, which is why I think this is a good case for us to take to a hearing.  Typically, 

most cases settle, but we have a good leg to stand on here.  

“The hearings are scheduled for next month.  We’ve had our staff working on your case, 

so we’ll be ready when the time comes.  I think from here out, we should start putting all of our 

attention into prepping for the hearing.” 

Brock slowly leaned back against the cushioned leather chair, looked up toward the 

ceiling, and gave one more prolonged sigh, resembling a balloon that slowly has its air let out. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 6 

Brock stood up, shook Jack’s hand, and exited the agent’s office.  He took the elevator 

down to the parking garage, where he hopped in his Audi and drove to his Lakeview condo.  He 

hated that money was a concern.  He knew it shouldn’t be - he was making more than he had 

ever dreamed off.  Just based off of the major league minimum salary he was making about 

$500,000 per year.  

He felt greedy wanting more, but his dad’s debt was always a nagging concern at the 

back of his mind.  Brock was already 28-years-old and few players really continue to play at a 

high level well into their 30’s.  Brock wanted to cash in before he was too old to do so. 

When he arrived home, Brock found Erin in the bedroom, taking stock of several large 

shopping bags.  The couple met three years earlier, during Brock’s rookie season.  Erin was a 

beautiful, blonde event planner with a bubbly personality that Brock found refreshing.  Her 

extroversion kept Brock from plummeting too far into his own head as he obsessed over the daily 

grind of the baseball season.  After dating for a year and a half, Erin and Brock bought a condo 

together.  Rather, Brock bought a condo and Erin moved in.  Lately, Erin had been dropping not-

so-subtle hints about proposing. 

“Hey, how’d the meeting with Jack go?” she asked, looking up from her bounty. 

“It was fine.   The team’s not offering as much as we want, so we’re going to have to let 

this arbitration thing play out.” 

She took a step towards him, embracing him.  

“I’m sorry.  I know that’s not what you wanted to hear.  But I’m sure Jack has everything 

under control.”  Despite her affinity for expensive things, Brock truly cared for Erin.  She had an 

uncanny way of putting him at ease.  And he knew the feelings were mutual.  Although players 



often joked about avoiding gold-diggers, Brock knew that Erin wasn’t with him because he was a 

baseball player.  She just happened to enjoy the perks.  

“Yeah, hopefully.  We’ll see,” he responded, trying to sound convinced.  “I’m going to 

go out for a run.”  He kissed her, grabbed his iPod off the dresser, and walked towards the closet 

to change his clothes. 

“Don’t forget, we have dinner with Christie and Mike tonight at RPM,” she called after 

him. 

Brock made sure he was out of sight before rolling his eyes.  RPM was one of the most 

expensive and trendy restaurants in the Midwest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 7 

Even before he even opened the glass door, Brock could feel the bass from Darrel’s rap 

music reverberating inside his chest.  A rush of cold air greeted him as he entered Darrel’s home 

gym.  Darrel, wearing athletic shorts and a cutoff Bears t-shirt, was standing on a padded mat in 

the corner, stretching his right arm across his body.  Brock walked over towards the stereo dock 

by the door and turned down the volume on Darrel’s music. 

 “You ready to sweat?” asked Darrel.  “I have to get a couple good workouts in before this 

Europe trip.  We’re doing a two nights in Ibiza – an island just off the coast of Spain.  It’s 

supposed to have the most beautiful women in all of Europe.” 

 “Do Spanish women like 300 pound black guys from America?” Brock asked jokingly as 

he approached the pull-up bar.  He nimbly leaped up and proceeded to perform a set of 20 chin-

ups almost effortlessly.  “Man, I wish I had a gym in my condo.  There’s two feet of snow 

outside and you don’t even have to step outside to work out.  How much did it cost to get all of 

this?” he asked, motioning around the room.  Darrel’s gym was a 30 x 20 foot room in his 

penthouse condo, lined with mirrored walls.  There was a large, flat screen TV mounted on each 

end of the room.  The gym was filled with six or seven weight machines, free weights, weighted 

balls, a treadmill, and an exercise bike.   A floor to ceiling window on the far side of the room 

revealed the heavy snowfall outside. 

 “When I moved to Chicago I told my real-estate agent that I needed space for a home-

gym and it was non-negotiable.  I spent about $45,000 on the machines, the mirrors, the 

reinforced rubber flooring, the sound system, the TVs, and the separate climate system.  Totally 

worth it.” 



 “Must be nice to be a football player.  Only one game a week.  The season’s only what? 

Four months long?   Plenty of time to remodel your home,” Brock joked with a smile. 

 “HA!” Darrel shouted sarcastically.  “One day a week?  I’m at the field almost every 

fucking day.  Just ‘cus we don’t have games doesn’t mean we’re not working our asses off.” 

 “Yeah, but think about it this way:  You’re making literally 13 times what I make per 

season and you only played 16 games last year.  There are 162 games in a baseball season.  Last 

season I played in 135 games.  I made about $3,703 per each game I played.  Not bad.  But you 

made about $415,000 per each game.” 

 “Did you seriously memorize all those numbers just to come over here and make a point?  

Sounds like you should spend less time with your calculator and more time in the batting cage if 

you ever want to get a gym in YOUR home.”  A sly smile crept onto Darrel’s face.  Nobody who 

knew Darrel well would describe him as a witty, so Darrel thoroughly enjoyed each one-liner 

that managed to escape his mouth.  “Besides, baseball players just stand around in the field for 

most of the game waiting for a ball to get hit towards them.  You guys only have to sprint once 

or twice a game.  Football players have to go 100 percent on every play. 

 Then, feigning sincerity, Darrel added, “I know you think that it’s unfair that I make 13 

times more than you even though we’re both professional athletes, but hey, I’m just 13 times 

better at football than you are at baseball.” 

Brock laughed.  It was hard for him to take issue with Darrel’s wealth, seeing as he was 

genuinely happy for his friend’s success.   

Brock was now lying on a bench press while Darrel stood behind the bar, spotting him.  

“You’ll get yours eventually.  What’s the latest on your arbitration case?”  



 “The team is barely offering above the league minimum, but my agent says I have a solid 

case.  You’re lucky that you didn’t have to mess around with an arbitration system before you 

signed your contract.” 

 “Yeah, but at least you’re not completely at the mercy of the market.  I was a restricted 

free agent.  The Jets offered me a qualifying offer.  I was lucky that the Bears offered me a better 

deal, but if the Jets wanted to, they still could have matched it.” 

 “So you would have been limited in where you played, but not how much.  Even football 

players who get the franchise tag get a huge salary bump.  They earn the average of the top five 

highest paid players at their position.  There’s nothing like that in baseball.  Until we have six 

years of service time, we’re limited in how much we make and where we play.  Sure, we can 

negotiate a better deal with our team whenever we want, but because we’re not allowed to 

negotiate with other teams, we have absolutely no bargaining power.”   

The pair moved from the bench press to the cable machine.  “Dude, do you know how 

long an average football player’s career is?  A little over three years.  Most football players don’t 

even make it to free agency, so it makes sense to have free agency sooner in football than in 

baseball.  The average Major League Baseball player plays for like six years.”  

“I guess that makes sense,” Brock responded. 

Darrel let go off the cables and the heavy stack of weights crashed with a loud clank.  He 

walked across the room to a small mini fridge, removed a bottle of water, and took a slow sip 

before tossing the bottle aside and returning to the weights. 

“Listen dude, you’ve got to quit obsessing.  You chose baseball.  You’re doing just fine 

for yourself.  You need to get the chip off your shoulder.”   



The beat of the rap song blasting through the speakers quickened, as if mimicking the 

tension in the room.  Darrel was right, and Brock knew it.  But that didn’t ease Brock’s constant 

anxiety about his dad’s money troubles. 

The two finished their workout without any further discussion of money. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 8 

Two weeks later, Brock was sitting between Erin and Jack in a first class seat to Orlando, 

Florida.  Brock’s arbitration hearing was scheduled for the following morning, then he and Erin 

would drive down the coast and spend a few days relaxing on a beach in Miami.  It wasn’t Ibiza, 

but it would do. 

 Erin was engrossed in an episode of Mad Men on her computer while Jack thumbed 

through a pile of documents.  Brock looked over Jack’s shoulder while restlessly playing with 

the plastic cup of Diet Pepsi on his foldout tray table. 

 “You need to go into this with tough skin,” Jack instructed.  “The team reps are going to 

say some things…”  He paused and looked out the airplane window at the picturesque clouds 

beneath them.  “It’s their job to paint a picture of you as less valuable.  They’ll try to soften your 

perceived market value.  They’re going to call your game into question.  They’re going to point 

out your flaws and weaknesses and they’re going to have plenty of statistics to back it up.” 

 Brock gulped down the rest of his soda, leaving two half-melted ice cubes.   

 “We’ll have plenty of points of our own with which to counter, but some guys really let 

this stuff get in their heads.”  He looked up at Brock.  “Don’t.  It’s crucial that your remember 

this is just business.” 

 Brock opened his mouth to say something, but thinking better of it, he tilted the cup back 

and let one of the ice cubes slide into his mouth.  He chomped violently on the ice and allowed 

Jack to continue. 

 “Once the hearing begins, you don’t need to say a word.  Let us do all of the talking.  

Don’t let anything they say affect you.  Some guys get fidgety or make faces when the team 

starts questioning their abilities, but that makes us look weak.  We need to come across as calm 



and confident, so make sure you just sit there with your hands folded as if you’ve already 

anticipated everything they say.” 

 “Listen, don’t worry about me.  I’ll be fine.  I know what I’m worth. I’ve been grinding 

away from day one – this is no different.  These guys can’t shake me.”  Then he added, “But I 

don’t understand how any of this is legal.  How can they tell me this is how I have to go about 

getting paid?  That I have to go through this whole process.  How can they tell me that I’m not 

allowed to sign with another team until I have six years in the majors?  That I’m not allowed to 

get teams to bid against each other for my services.  Isn’t that how the American free market 

works?” 

 Jack took a moment to consider his client’s points.  “I totally understand your frustration.  

If it were up to me, all players would be free agents.  Unfortunately, this is just how the system 

works.  We could have avoided the hearing, but that would have meant taking the team’s offer. 

That wasn’t in your best interest. I’m confident this will work out in your favor.”  

Brock held the plastic cup to his lips and slid the final ice cube into his mouth as Jack 

continued.  “The system is legal because the American court system said that baseball is exempt 

from anti-trust laws.  It’s the system that the Players’ Union bargained for.  It’s all part of the 

Collective Bargaining Agreement.  You get plenty of benefits from the CBA as well.  But if 

you’re really that unhappy about it, you could talk to the union rep on your team.  Every player 

has a say in union matters.  I can set up a meeting for you if you’d like.” 

 Brock stared at the empty plastic cup in his hand.   

“Maybe I will.” 

 “Anyways, the CBA says that there are six categories that are relevant in determining a 

player’s salary.”  Jack started counting on his fingers.  “The player’s contribution during the past 



season, the length and consistency of his career, the player’s past compensation, comparative 

salaries of other players, the existence of any physical or mental defects, and the recent 

performance of the club as a whole.” 

 “So you’re going talk about all of those things?” 

 “No, not really.  You’ve never been put on the disabled list or had any real injuries, so we 

don’t need to talk about physical defects.  You don’t have any injuries you’ve been hiding from 

me, do you?” He asked jokingly as he looked up at Brock.  “The team hasn’t made the playoffs 

since you’ve been around, so we won’t really address team performance either.  The biggest 

issue that we’ll hammer on is your career contribution.  You’ve been a consistent starter for three 

years.  You’ve got lots of innings under your belt.  They’re going to point out that you don’t 

excel in any one category – you’re not a huge homerun hitter and you don’t hit for an incredible 

average.  So it’s our job to focus on your career as a whole.” 

 “I may not be the best catcher in the league, but I’m definitely better than average and I 

work harder than anybody.  You can’t quantify everything I do – I know you’ll make the panel 

understand that.” 

 “I will, absolutely.  The hearing will take about three hours.  Each side has an hour to 

make their case, then a half an hour for rebuttal.  According to Article VI(E)(10)(b) of the CBA, 

there are a few things that are inadmissible, meaning neither side can bring them up.”  Again 

Jack counted on his fingers as he rattled of the information.  “The financial position of the club, 

comments from the press, previous offers made by either side, the cost of either side’s 

representatives, and salaries in other sports or occupations.  None of those really affect you.” 



 The middle-aged flight attendant that looked eerily similar to Brock’s mother walked past 

and collected the passengers’ trash.  “We’re preparing to land.  Please put your tray table up,” 

she said with a smile. 

 Erin, who apparently had been listening to Brock and Jack’s conversation the entire time, 

reached over and gave Brock’s hand a reassuring squeeze.  She looked at him lovingly and 

whispered, “It’s going to be fine.” 

  Brock smiled at her, then leaned his head against the seat so that the stream of cold air 

from the fan above hit him directly in the face.  He had complete faith in Jack, but still felt 

entirely helpless.  No amount of time in the batting cage could help him now. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 9 

Brock flipped through the binder Jack handed him when he walked in the room.  A close-

up picture of himself mid-swing was prominently displayed on the cover.  The entire booklet was 

full of colorful pictures of himself next to charts, stats, and graphs.  A tingle of pride came over 

him as he looked through it.  He was sitting in a small, unassuming conference room, somewhere 

in the bowels of the hotel.  There was a pitcher of water, a carafe of coffee, a few cans of diet 

coke, and some breakfast Danishes sitting on a desk at one side of the room.  At the head of the 

table sat the three arbitrators, who appeared to be in their 50’s or 60’s, talking amongst 

themselves about the restaurant one of them had dined at the night before.  The arbitrator in the 

middle was slightly portlier than the other two.  Each one had a legal pad in front of them.  The 

arbitrator on the right picked at a half eaten Danish. 

Seven men and one woman were sitting on the opposite side of the long conference table, 

in what seemed like ascending age, ranging from late 20’s all the way up to the team’s assistant 

general manager, Bud McArthur, who was in his late 50’s.  To Brock, they looked like a small 

army of attorneys and baseball analysts, all dressed to the T in suits and ties.  They each had 

laptops and legal pads in front of them, with their arms folded, waiting for the proceedings to 

begin.   

Brock had never interacted with anyone of the baseball analysts before, besides 

McArthur.  He envisioned them locked away during the season staring at graphs and charts on 

computer screens, trying to predict the players’ performances.  Brock resented the idea that his 

talent could be reduced to a series of data and points on a chart.  That some algorithm could 

predict how many homeruns he would hit.  That some nerd with a statistics degree could put a 

price on his value to the team.  He knew his value and he didn’t need algorithms to prove it. 



Jack sat two spots to Brock’s left.  He seemed calm, though, Brock had never seen him 

rattled before.  An attorney from Jack’s agency was sitting immediately to Brock’s left.  If 

manpower counted for anything, Brock’s team was badly outnumbered.  

“Alright, let’s go ahead and get started,” said the heavyset arbitrator in the middle.  

The three arbitrators introduced themselves, though it appeared that the team’s 

representatives already knew them, which made sense.  Jack had explained that MLB uses the 

same pool of only about 10 arbitrators each year.  

“Good morning, my name is Mike Alferson,” said the arbitrator on the left, a tall slender 

man in a dated gray suit. 

“I’m Joel Henry,” said the arbitrator on the right, who pushed the small plastic plate with 

the remains of his breakfast towards the center of the table before wiping his hands with a paper 

napkin.  He wore a navy blue suit and a blue tie with small images of baseballs polka dotted 

across it.  

“And I’m Jeffry Leeb,” said the portly arbitrator in the middle.  Brock repeated the 

arbitrators’ names to himself, trying to commit them to memory.  “Pursuant to Article VI(E)(5) 

of the CBA I have been designated as the panel chair for this salary arbitration hearing.  Ok, 

we’ll start with the player side,” he said as folded his hands and looked to Jack. 

“Good morning,” Jack began.  “As you know, we’re here to discuss the 2013 salary of 

Mr. Brock Aller, the starting catcher for the Chicago White Sox and a consistent pillar in the 

middle of their lineup.” 

The lawyer to Jack’s side distributed the stack of binders sitting on the table to everyone 

in the room.  “We’re going to prove that because of Brock’s consistent contributions across the 

board, he deserves an award above the midpoint between the two offers in this case.” 



Jack opened the binder to the first page.  “On exhibit 1 you will see Brock’s career 

statistics.”  Jack then proceeded to highlight each statistic as if reading bullet points off of a 

resume.  

After each stat, Brock instructed the panel to flip the page to the next exhibit, where they 

would find another vivid graphic explaining why the previous statistic was impressive.   

Brock’s 488 career starts are notable because [flip the page] only 25 catchers have ever 

started that many games by his age, establishing his durability. 

 

Brock’s .276 career batting average is impressive because [flip the page] only four other 

catchers in the American League hit above .276 last year. 

 

Brock’s 47 doubles and 45 homeruns reveal his lofty power potential because [flip the 

page] only 9 catchers in White Sox history have hit at least that many doubles and 

homers in the first three years of their careers.  These famous players were the only 

others to do so…. 

 

Jack impressed Brock with his ability to command the room.  He flowed persuasively 

from point to point, with simple, effective transitions.  The attorneys across from Brock 

ferociously scribbled notes on their legal pads while intermittently typing on their laptops, 

presumably fact-checking Jack’s stats.  McArthur was the lone member from the other side who 

stayed intently focused on Jack’s presentation, breaking eye contact only to write down a rare 

note or two. 

Jack’s presentation was so effective that Brock found himself nodding along each time 

Jack said: “thus, Brock deserves a salary above the midpoint.”  When Jack finished outlining 

Brock’s career statistics, he compared Brock to two other catchers who had gone through 

arbitration within the past few years. 

“These comparisons outline the market for a first-time arbitration eligible catcher and 

confirm that the figure offered by the player is substantially more reasonable than the number 

offered by the team.”  Jack’s eloquence enthralled Brock more and more with each passing 



sentence.  The swift-worded agent contrasted Brock with a catcher who made $860,00 two years 

earlier and another who made $1,000,000 in the previous year.  Brock’s numbers stacked up 

favorably to both players.   

Just when Brock started to believe that he would win the case by a landslide, Jack 

finished his presentation and the entire room turned to McArthur to see how the experienced 

executive would respond.  If Brock’s demeanor was composed, McArthur’s was nothing short of 

tranquil.   

“The Chicago White Sox are proud to have Mr. Aller as part of our team.  He is a young 

and promising player and we look forward to his development.  But, at this point, his career has 

simply been too inconsistent to warrant the salary that his agents are requesting.  He lacks the 

true power potential most catchers exhibit and similarly fails to consistently get on base.” 

With an unruffled confidence he walked the panel through an exhibit packet of his own, 

highlighting Brock’s flaws.  Brock immediately forgot all of the numbers that Jack had presented 

as he tried to come to terms with his own apparent mediocrity.   

Only 13 homeruns last year.   

 

A measly 4% walk rate.   

 

A subpar .308 on base percentage.   

 

For 60 minutes Brock gazed expressionlessly down at the team’s exhibits as McArthur’s 

words rained over him.  He felt dissociated from his body as the proceedings continued.  Both 

sides presented rebuttal arguments, but Brock hardly heard another word Jack said.  It’s just 

business, it’s just business, he kept reminding himself.  When the hearing was over he stood up 

and bolted from the room as fast as possible while still feigning a sense of propriety. 

 



CHAPTER 10 

Brock and Erin were sitting at a wicker table on the patio of the trendy café in downtown 

Orlando.  After the arbitration hearing, Brock made a cell phone motion to Jack with his thumb 

and pinky as he mouthed, “call me.”  Fighting off the daze he had slipped into during the 

complete blitzkrieg on his career, he hopped into a cab back to the hotel.   

Now the couple was waiting for Jack as they ate lunch.  Erin tried to pry details from 

Brock, whose mood had recovered slightly.  His black suit jacket was draped over the back of his 

chair and the sleeves of his white shirt were rolled up.  Erin’s eternal optimism helped him shake 

the dissociative state in which the hearing had put him.  The bright Florida sun reflected off her 

blonde hair as she picked at a Cobb salad. 

“I’m sure it went better than you think,” she said sympathetically.  “I know it must have 

been hard to hear the team say some of those things, but you’re a great ball player.  The 

arbitrators must have understood that.”  Then, with a smile, she added, “Plus you look so 

handsome in that suit, that must count for something.” 

Brock offered a meager smile in return and mumbled an inaudible response.  He 

appreciated her compassion, but McArthur’s words continued to bounce around in his skull:  

Only 13 homeruns last year.  A measly 4% walk rate.  A subpar .308 on base percentage.  He 

was too preoccupied to notice Jack pull up in a rented black sports car, toss the keys to the valet 

attendant, and strut swiftly towards their table.  

“One point one!” he announced loudly as he slammed a manila folder onto the wicker 

table, startling both Brock and Erin, as well as the middle aged couple at the table next to them.   



Brock’s jaw dropped.  He was too dumbstruck to even form a response.  He stared 

bewilderedly up at his agent, who proudly beamed back at Brock with his hands on his hips.  

Finally, Erin broke the silence with a loud shriek. 

“We won?!” 

“We won,” confirmed Jack.  “Your contract is in that folder.  I’ll need your signature 

before it’s official, but we won.” 

“How? What about everything they said?” asked Brock. 

“It’s all about market value and comparables.  We were able to prove that the team 

underestimated the market for your talents.” 

“This is incredible.  Thank you so much.”  Brock stood up and started to shake his 

agent’s hand before reconsidering and going in for a hug.  “Wow.  I can’t wait to tell Darrel.” 

“I would give it a couple of weeks before you gloat,” warned Jack. 

“Why” 

“You haven’t read any sports blogs today?” 

“No.  What happened?” 

“He tore his ACL.  Apparently he was jet skiing in Spain and he crashed into a rock or a 

pier or something.” 

“Holy shit.  That’s terrible.” 

“That’s not even the biggest problem.  His contract only had an injury guarantee for the 

first year.  That’s why the total contract for was more than most people expected – years two 

through five weren’t guaranteed.  Since he’s in the second year of the contract…” 

“They can just cut him?”   



“Yeah.  I’m not sure the exact numbers, I think some of it was guaranteed, and he’ll keep 

the signing bonus, but my guess is that he’ll lose out on most of that contract.  This injury will 

cost him millions of dollars.”  

Brock silently slumped back into his chair as he tried to grasp the effects of his friend’s 

tragedy.  The excitement over the news of the arbitration win quickly faded as the group’s mood 

turned somber.  

“Oh my God,” lamented Erin.  “Could that happen to Brock?” 

“Well, I wouldn’t advise jet skiing in Spain, but no, in Major League Baseball, all 

contracts are guaranteed.  It’s a big difference between the two sports.” 

“I’ll call him as soon as we get back to the hotel room,” Brock said. 

“Not to be insensitive, but if you can sign the contract, I’ll get it back to McArthur today 

so we can wrap all of this up.” 

“Yeah, no problem,” Brock said as Jack handed him a pen.  “What’s the next step?” 

“The next step?”  Jack pointed to a line on the top sheet of a stack of papers, then flipped 

to a page in the middle, then the final page as Brock scribbled his name in each spot.  “Next, you 

go out and celebrate your raise.  Then you take you’re your beautiful girlfriend down to Miami 

and spend some time relaxing.  After that, you get your butt back to Chicago and keep hitting the 

cages.  We’ll be back here next year, but if you step your game up you could always convince 

them to sign you to a long term deal and avoid any more arbitration.” 

“I like the sound of that,” Jack said contently as he sat back in his chair.  For the first time 

in months, his thoughts weren’t consumed by money concerns.  For the first time in months, he 

was finally able to relax, his worth validated.   

 

 


