
 

BLOG POST:  2025.09.08 
Major League Goes Minor, Sacramento CA  

 The ballpark above might not look like a Major League Baseball (MLB) stadium.  But it 
is.  Except that it isn’t.   
 

It is Sutter Health Park (SHP), built in 2000, and the decade-long home of the 
Sacramento River Cats, who play in what Minor League Baseball (MILB) now calls Triple-A 
West.   The River Cats are the MILB affiliate of MLB’s San Francisco Giants. 

 
So, the Oakland Athletics play here.  Yes, Sacramento is 80 miles northeast of Oakland.  

That’s pretty far for the average Oakland fan to travel, especially when Oakland has its own 
stadium – The Coliseum – which has been the A’s home field since they migrated west from 
Kansas City in 1968.  Yup, 56 years in the same stadium.  Pretty admirable. 

 



Except that it isn’t.  The A’s told the 
city of Oakland to go floss itself when they 
(the city) refused to pony up a couple of 
billion public tax bucks to build a new park 
to replace the deteriorating Coliseum.   

 
I say, “Good for you, Oakland! 

Municipal needs should supercede such 
private entertainment interests.”   

 
But the A’s said, “Las Vegas wants 

us more than you do, ya rat bastids.  
Thanks for the half-century of passionate 
loyal fandom, but Eff Ye Off, we are 
heading to Sin City.” 

 
Except that they couldn’t.  Las Vegas has no stadium that comes close to meeting MLB 

standards, so there is no place there for them to play.  Except that there will be … in 2027, 
hopefully, if the fancy new ballpark can be built by then.  

 
So, somehow – I don’t even want to dig into the details of it – Sacramento said, “OK, 

we’ll take the fuckin’ A’s.”  Now, the River Cats still play their home games at SHP, but they had 
to work their entire season schedule 
around Oakland’s “home” dates. 

 
Good news for Sacramento’s 

baseball zealots is that there is a game on 
almost every calendar square.  The bad 
news is that very few people in 
Sacramento give a buffalo’s butt about the 
Athletics.  I’m sure there were A’s fans 
here in the State Capitol who were 
delighted to have their favorite ball club 
dropped in their laps, I’m equally sure that 
they are small in number. 

 
What was good news for me, 

though, as I came out of my Yosemite 
vacation, was that my hometown team, the Boston Red Sox, was playing a three-game set at 
SHP against the A’s and tickets were very much available.   

 
They were also very much expensive.  It may have been a Minor League venue, but 

they were Major League prices.  I scouted lower-level seats, a couple dozen rows up from the 
field, that were asking $165.  Jay-zuzz.   

 
The upper level was small, so options were few, but one stood out – a front-row seat, 

and I like nothing better than a front-row, upper-deck seat – so I snagged it, regardless of the 
cost (which was, yeah, more than $165).  Hey, when am I going to get to see my Sox play in a 
Major League game in a Minor League Stadium, right?  Sometimes, ya gotta grab the moment. 

 
 



It was an easy, uneventful, non-scenic, three-hour drive from Yosemite to West 
Sacramento.  I arrived with a couple of hours to spare, so I found a Planet Fitness close to the 
park and did some sprucing up. 

 
From there, I walked to Sutter Health Park.  Parking at the stadium would have cost $48 

(or more), so parking at Planet Fitness, not even a mile away, made good sense.   Nice walk.  
On the median strip, there was a cool 
bronze sculpture of a pitcher and 
another one of a batter, I assume, 60 
feet 6 inches apart.  There was no 
catcher. I hope the pitcher threw 
strikes. 
 

I got inside and did my usual 
walkaround to check things out on the 
lower level.  It was definitely a minor 
league atmosphere in here, which I 
liked.  The ballgame experience was a 
little lacking, though, so I thought 
maybe a hotdog might pull me in.   

 
Nope, $14 for a steamed bow-

wow was a tad steep.   
 
Maybe popcorn?  $6 for a little 

red-striped box.  Not singing to me. 
 
Beers were $14, even for the 

standard lagers.  Bah.  I had already 
overpaid to get in the door, so I’d 
abstain.  No big deal. 

 
So, when I finally decided to go 

up to my upper deck seat, the first uniformed stairway guard denied me, saying that particular 
access was only for suites.  Oh, not for riff-raff like me, hm?  He steered me to another stairway 
back from where I had come. 
 

I asked that uniformed guy if I was in the right place.  He smiled politely, said I was, and 
pulled back the velvet rope (really), so up I went.  I was met by two uniformed women who 
scanned my ticket once again, and cheerfully told me, “The buffet line starts there, and the bar 
is down the far end.  Enjoy the game.” 
 
    Wait.  What?   They don’t have buffet lines in grandst-a-n-d… 
 

Well, I shall be dipped!  My $247 ticket included free food and an open bar!!  Jack-
freaking-pot, baybee!  Well, my night just got a whole lot better!!!  [So freaking glad I had not 
bought that shit downstairs.  That would’ve been dumber than dumb.] 



I got in line, suddenly all smiles, and grabbed 
red-striped box of popcorn, two good-size steamed 
hotdogs, a plate of deluxe chocolate chip cookies, 
and a souvenir aluminum bottle of water (a $7 value).   

 
It was an armful, but fortunately I planned 

ahead and brought both my arms with me.  I made 
my way to the aforementioned bar with a zeal that 
surprised even me. 

 
I greeted the slim, young, black barkeep with 

alacrity and told him a brief summary of the recent 
discovery that was causing my extreme good nature. 

 
He showed a bit of reticence in letting me 

know that the freebies included neither the yummy 
Sierra Nevada selections nor other local crafties 
(they were $16 each) … except (as he watched my 
bubble deflate) we do have one IPA (my eyes flashed 
a fresh gleam) that is free.  (Yes, yes, do go on, good 
sir, tell me more.) 



“It’s called New Glory Gummy Worms IPA,” he said, tentatively reaching for the tap.  
“Supposed to taste like candy or something…”   

 
I was surprised when he looked surprised when I said, “Well, I’ll have one of those!” 

I tipped him $5 and told him I would be back, probably soon. He nodded and slid the finner off 
the bar.  I turned and angled for my coveted seat.  My free IPA tasted sweet indeed. 
 

 
 

And, I had a front row seat above the right field foul pole, with no one to my right or 
left.  It was beautiful night for baseball.  And Red Sox fans seemed to be everywhere! 

 
When I reached my seat (#10), I voluntarily moved to seat 9 so the dark-haired young 

woman sitting in row 2 seat 10 could comfortably put her feet up on the back of the chair. I didn’t 
think twice about that.  

 
Fifteen minutes later, when the guys in front row seats 8 and 9 showed up, just as I was 

coming back with my second beer, I explained what seat (10) was legally mine so we would 
know where we all belonged.  He got all fussy about it.  He strongly suggested that I sit in my 
own seat (the whole row was freaking empty), and he objected to her having her feet on that 
chair, implying that it was a disgusting thing to do. 
 



  But I did not let it deter me. I stayed in seat 11 and soon got into a friendly chat with the 
guy.  He ended up being a pretty decent guy, and a golfer.  He was wearing a hat for Spyglass 
Hill (and had played that whole triad of courses – Spyglass Hill, Spanish Bay and Pebble 
Beach), and was a local who often came to River Cats games here.  Before I could ask, he said, 
yes, the prices – for everything -- are a whole lot less for those, but this special VIP buffet/bar 
section is for MLB games only. 

  The aforementioned Row 2 woman was cowed by his Spyglass Guy’s brusque arrival 
and had long-since removed her feet from the chair. (I stayed in #11, just cuz.)  Two friends 
soon arrived to join her. The blonde woman, also in her mid 20s, was getting her first ever 
experience of baseball.  She new absolutely nothing about it.   
 

The young man that they were both with, though, was a diehard Red Sox fan, despite 
living in Sacramento all his life. He and I got into several good baseball conversations over my 
shoulder, but it was funny to hear some of the questions and answers going on behind me. 

 
I mean, Cali blonde girl – not stereotyping, mind you, but, oh, did she fit – was finally 

learning what getting to second base and third base really meant.  She was blank slate:  outs, 
runs, pitcher, catcher, teams, innings, strikes (she might have known about balls).  At one point, 
I leaned back and whispered to him that we feed her crazy misinformation, so if she ever sees a 
game on TV she can point and say, “Oh look, they just did a Snoodlebog!” 



    One of the between-innings baseball conversations I had with him came to the 
conclusion that there needs to be a new statistic in baseball:  the Offensive Error.  The most 
common example would be a baserunning blunder, though something like a failed bunt on a 
third strike would qualify.   
 
   Spyglass Guy left in the seventh inning.  As soon as he was out of earshot, my Row 2 
buddies and I unloaded on his fussy bitchiness about the shoes.  It was hilarious.   
 

The Red Sox won the game 7-0, behind a dominating 10-strikeout, 3-hit pitching 
performance by their newly-acquired ace, Garrett Crochet.  So that was nice. 

 
The visiting team, like the Red Sox, might think it’s kind of cool to come here and play in 

a minor-league stadium, but for the home team, like the A’s (who just got spanked), it must suck. 
Your minor league performance has earned you the promotion to the major leagues and 
everything that goes with that, and now you’re playing half your games in this tiny AAA venue, in 
a city that doesn’t really want you, certainly has not embraced you, and knows you’ll be gone in 
a year or two.  Plus, at least in this case, the visiting team‘s fans outnumber your own, making it 
seem like you have 162 road games. 

 

I count 28 Red Sox shirts in this part of the crowd, and only 2 Athletics shirts. 
 

I was not alone on my walk back to Maxx after the game. There was a small stream of 
fans, walking the same route to their hotels. As for my hotel, I chose a Holiday Inn Express 
south of the city: only about a 17-minute ride.   We got there and I went right to bed.   It was a 
nice, quiet, uncrowded lot.  Gonna chalk up a new National Park tomorrow.  =) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
……, several rows up from the field  
 
 

 
 
 

2025.09.08 Mo - Day 1323 - Yosemite NP, CA - 142968 
 
11:50 - Departure from CFCG (and YNP) after 2 hours of LAE work.  Slept till 9:47.  Would have 
been later if Ed had not called.  I did not answer, but it ended sleep.  (Turns out the call was a 
butt-dial anyway.) 
 
 2:55 - Arrive at PF-WS.  No workout planned, but definitely a shower.  And it looks like this is 
the best place to park first the Sox-A’s game.  The stadium lot costs $48 (or more), and this free, 
24-hour lot is just 0.8 miles away.  Cake. 
   No smoke at all on the ride here.  Beautiful day, not even hot here in California’s Capitol (84° 
with a breeze).   
 
6:00 -  Walked to Sutter Health Park.  Parking at the stadium would have cost $48 (or more), so 
parking at Planet Fitness, not even a mile away, made good sense.   Nice walk, though my left 
calf didn’t think so. 
 
  I got inside and did my usual walk around to check things out on the lower level. Definitely a 
minor league atmosphere in here. So when I finally decided to go up to my upper deck seat, the 
first stairway guard denied me, saying that access was only for suites. He steered me to another 
stairway back from where I had come. 
 
   I asked that guy if I was in the right place he said I was, so up I went. I was met by two 
uniformed women who scanned my ticket once again, and told me, “The buffet line starts there, 
and the bar is down the far end.  Enjoy the game.“ 
 
   Well, what do you know? My $247 ticket included free food – box of popcorn ($6), two good 
size hotdogs ($14), a plate of deluxe cookies ($10), a souvenir aluminum bottle of water ($7) 
and three New Glory Gummy Worms IPAs ($48).  That all would have cost $85 down among the 
common folk, but it was free (I.e., included in the ticket price) up here. And I could’ve had more, 
but that really was plenty.  
 
   And, I had a front row seat, with no one to my right.  I voluntarily moved to seat 9 from my 
purchased seat (10) so the dark-haired young woman sitting in row 2 seat 10 could comfortably 
put her feet up on the back of the chair. I didn’t think twice about that. When the guys in seats 8 



and 9 showed up, just as I was coming back with my first beer, I explained what seat was 
technically mine so we would know where we all belonged, and he got all fussy about it. He 
strongly suggested that I sit in my own seat, and objected to her having her feet on that chair, 
implying that it was a disgusting thing to do. 
 
   But I did not let it deter me. I stayed in seat 11 and soon got a friendly chat with the guy. 
Ended up being a really good guy, and a golfer.  He was wearing a hat for Spyglass Hill (and 
had played that whole triad of courses), and was a local who often came to River Cats games 
here. 
 
  The aforementioned woman was cowed and removed her feet from the chair. Two friends soon 
arrived to join her. The blonde woman, also in her mid 20s, was getting her first ever experience 
of baseball.  Knew absolutely nothing about it. The young man that they were both with, though, 
was a diehard Red Sox fan, despite living in Sacramento all his life. He and I got into several 
good baseball conversations over my shoulder, but it was funny to hear some of the questions 
and answers going on behind me. 
 
   One of our baseball conversations came to the conclusion that there needs to be a new 
statistic in baseball:  the offensive error.  The most common example would be a baserunning 
blunder, though something like a failed bunt on a third strike would qualify.   
 
  Spyglass Guy left in the 7th and my Row 2 buddies and I unloaded on his fussy, bitchiness 
about the shoes.  It was hilarious.   
 
  The Red Sox won the game 7-0, behind a dominating 10-strikeout, 3-hit pitching performance 
by Garrett Crochet.   
 
The visiting team might think it’s kind of cool to come here and play in a minor-league stadium, 
but for the home team, it must suck. Your minor league performance has earned you the 
promotion to the major leagues and everything that goes with that, and now you’re playing half 
your games in this tiny AAA venue, in a city that doesn’t really want you, certainly has not 
embraced you, and knows you’ll be gone in a year or two.  Plus, at least in this case, the visiting 
team‘s fans outnumber your own, making it seem like you have 162 road games. 
 
    I was not alone on my walk back to Maxx after the game. There was a small stream of fans, 
walking the same route to their hotels. As for my hotel, I chose a Holiday Inn Express south of 
the city: only about a 17 minute ride.   We got there and I went right to bed.   It was a nice, quiet, 
uncrowded lot.  Gonna chalk up a new national park tomorrow.  =) 
 
SFTN:  HIE Elk Grove West I-5, Elk Grove, CA 
 
 
2025.09.07 Su - Day 1322- Yosemite NP, CA - 142932 
  

 
 



***Call for Channel Islands Tour! 
 
7:47 Up, 8:00 Out.  Heading for Housekeeping Camp, where the laundromat is.  Spent just 
$4.75 for a wash and dry of a BIG bag o’ clothes (I actually ran out of socks). 
 
10:00 - Relocated to the Rest Area near the Welcome Center and Village Store to watch the 
Pats opener.  Parked in sunshine to try to refuel DM2.  Gonna get some LAE shit done too. 
 
*****GAS, Crane Flat, YNP, CA (5:55 PM) 
152967 / 272.2 miles / 15.7 mpg / 20.2 gals / $5.11 / $103.00 
 
Back to CFCG, but to site 514 tonight 

 


