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Well, with the rest of the mess of what was 2007, at least my BoSox came through like a charm. Most of the summer (and Fall, thank you!) was spent either watching a TV screen or watching the computer-generated “GameDay” real-time recreations on my computer screen.
Most of their games are, of course, not broadcast on the West Coast, so I did spend an inordinate amount of time at our favorite little locals’ casino (Lakeside) where they broadcast all sports events.
On the evening my BoSox won the World Series, I told the bartenders who I got to know real well, that that was it…. they would not see me again in there until the first day of Spring Training!
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Of course, their win was mostly due to my ever-mobile encouragement:
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Speaking of which, when you’re done on this page, please back up to the brand-new RedSox Nation  Personalized License Plate page.
Especially if you have your own you’d like to have featured on this page!
Meanwhile, we also paid heed to more local teams. We took in some games at Raley Field in Sacramento (the RiverCats – the AAA team for the Oakland A’s) and while we never did make it to Oakland this year, we did make it to the San Francisco Giants. Of all things, 
I entered a contest to win tickets that was sponsored by Heavenly Valley only for season passholders and I actually did win a pair of tickets! For the evening of Monday, Aug 6.
This was in the heat of the Bonds frenzy before he hit No. 756 and as things turned out, the tickets were for the night before he hit that 756! 
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Bummer on the timing, yet it was still very exciting to be in that highly-charged atmosphere the night before when he was still going for it (he came up to bat three times that night and each time, the entire stadium was on its feet!)
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That, of course, did not stop me from roasting him on Halloween. I went as an asterik:
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[hard to see but the asterik was also  repeated on my back, the little baseball around my neck said “756” and I had a   little syringe attached to the bat – black-face, I decided, would have been too much!]








