costas tale

the story goes

that bob costas has 

an old mickey mantle baseball

card from his father in his wallet 

for good luck.

another guy in the sports world

that has a superstition that keeps

them lugging on into the next

arena.

with this in mind, 

i had a small proposition for 

bob when i met him about 

10 years ago at a sports broadcasting

camp.

i was going to be the next great

broadcaster of the century.

i was to be the one with the voice,

colloquial charm,

memorable phrases,

and the like to 

bring the sportscasting industry

to a halt.

the night before i was to meet

bob after a routine speech to a crowd

of pimpled sports hopefuls that couldn't 

make the team ourselves,

i bought a baseball for bob to 

autograph.

after bob's speech,

i waiting in a long line for my 

time with the champion of broadcasting.

once i got up to him,

i handed him the baseball,

and he asked for my name.

as he scrawled a message across the ball,

i told him this,

'HEY BOB, I'M GOING TO HOLD THIS IN MY HAND

OR HAVE IT NEAR ME DURING BROADCASTS FOR GOOD LUCK.

YOU KNOW, IT'LL BE LIKE YOU HAVING THE OLD MICKEY MANTLE

BASEBALL CARD IN YOUR WALLET.'

he finished stamping the blue ink onto the ball,

paused,

looked up at me and grabbed my arm saying,

'SON, THERE'S STILL TIME TO GET AHOLD OF YOURSELF!'

after they,

he loosed a big smile and sent me on my way.

as i limped off,

i thought i gave bob the material of a lifetime.

he would slander me in interviews as one of the 

biggest nut jobs to approach him in person.

ultimately,

i did get a hold of myself, though.

i never go into broadcasting,

i still have his baseball,

and i have never, ever taken it onto a job site.

his card had nothing to do with me or my life.

the card was a gift to him from his father.

my decision to stay out of broadcasting

was a gift to myself.

bob,

i did finally get a hold of myself.
