Documentary Premise
My name is Ariel Jacob Helwani. I am 23 years old and for the last year or so I have been heavily depressed. There I said it. It has taken me a while to finally admit it but its true…For the first time in my young life I am truly heartbroken and there isn’t a cure in sight. Like many people my age I am dealing with the loss of my first true love. My high school sweatheart, my main squeeze. Our time together really seemed everlasting but on one fateful day last Fall – everything came crashing down. 
Did I see it coming? Not really. I mean, truth be told I had had some feelings that this day might come for a while. We certainly had our ups and downs over the years but deep down inside, no matter the circumstances, we were always there for one another. Whether it was a long, hot summer night or a cool day in Autumn – the times we spent together were, without a doubt, the best moments of my life. 
Man….what I would give for one night together. One more night under the stars. Just the two of us - without a worry in the world. Living our lives the way it should have been forever: together…as a team. 

I thought I had found that. I thought I was one of the lucky ones. Real love found on the first try. But I should have known better. I should have known that the moment I would completely devote my life to my lover that that devotion would come back to haunt me someday. 

But these memories have consumed my soul long enough…its time to move on. I am ready.


My name is Ariel Jacob Helwani, I am 23 years old. I used to be involved in a relationship with the Montreal Expos. My hometown team. They left me for another city and now it is time to move on. I am officially a free-agent baseball fan.


. 
Known as “Nos Amours” which is French for “Our Loves,” the Montreal Expos were just that to me.  Each and every year I would immerse myself in the Expos season, living and breathing on every pitch, every win and every painful loss. Unfortunately, those came too often. But nothing would prepare me for the loss I felt on October 3, 2004 – the date of the final game Montreal Expos game EVER. 


You see, contrary to popular belief, Montreal Expos fans did in fact exist. While the days of averaging 2.5 million fans a season were long gone – Montrealers did care about the game of baseball. However, unlike most fan bases, they took a jilted lovers approach to the team. Betrayed time and again by fire sales and broken promises – my fellow Montrealers decided sometime after the 1994 strike shortened season – a season in which the Expos had the best record in baseball, THE BEST – that they would not be fooled by this organization again. 

I, on the other hand, took a different approach. Why? We can start here. 2003, Syracuse University. I am about to begin my much anticipated senior year. Anticipated, though, for all the wrong reasons. You see, unlike most university students my days at SU were not spent at frat parties. They were spent in my dorm feeling homesick. While most students are able to shrug these feelings off after their first month at school, I struggled to do so until graduation day. I never wanted to be there and I couldn’t wait to leave. I remember my first night alone in my dorm room. My parents had just left me for good and while I wanted to beg them to stay just a bit longer I knew it was time to separate. I remember crying because I knew I wasn’t ready for all this. So, I decided to go outside and get some fresh air. Get my mind off of things and forget about my surroundings. As I walked into a restaurant to eat my first of many lonely meals something drew me to the television screen. The televisions were tuned into ESPN and Sportscenter was in the midst of an Expos highlight package. I remember the feeling that ran down my spine when I saw the clips of the stadium I had spent so many nights in. I remember wanting to run out of that restaurant in Syracuse, New York all the way to the Olympic Stadium in Montreal. I wanted to be in the one place that truly made me happy. The home of so many great childhood memories. For the brief moment those highlights were on I completely forgot about where I was. That is what the Expos meant to me. They have always had the best timing. When I have been down they found ways to bring me back up.

This trend continued throughout my stay in Syracuse. And with the first week of my Senior year just about to begin my mind was nowhere near textbooks and homework assignments. I was thinking about the Expos massive 4 game homestand against the wild-card leading Philadelphia Phillies. Rumors had been circulating all Summer that this would in fact be the Expos final season in Montreal. I didn’t want to believe it but I knew the end was near. My only hope was that the Expos would miraculously find their way into the playoffs, the city would fall in love with the team again.
 A four game sweep of the Phillies would have set that train in motion. You see, the Expos were 4 games back of the Phils so a sweep would leave them tied for first place on Labor Day – a remarkable feat in itself for this team. The only problem was that I didn’t have cable or internet connection in my apartment thus any chance of watching the game at ‘home’ was out of the question. My only choice was to go to the library and listen to the game on the computer there. So, while most of the student body was out enjoying the myriad of back-to-school parties I made my way to the library for what would turn out to be a 4-day emotional roller coaster. 


Game 1 was a relief. The Expos trounced the Phils 12-1. ‘Believer fever’ was beginning to percolate throughout the city but no one was prepared for what would happen the next night. The Expos were down 8-0 after five innings and I was considering calling it a night. A loss would have shattered the team’s slim playoff hopes. I was so upset but I decided to stick it out just a little longer. Thank G-D I decided to stay in that library because the emotions I felt that night were unlike anything I had ever felt before. The 8th inning saw the Expos make a miraculous comeback.

I will truly never forget Todd Zeile’s go-ahead hit in the 8th inning which made the score 11-10 for Montreal. I will never forget hearing the voice of the Expos, Elliott Price, finally proclaiming “I believe” while his voice cracked. And I will never forget the tears that strolled down my face as I heard my city cheer for the team that had meant so much to us for so long. I will never forget actually singing the Expos battle cry, ‘Val-De-Ri, Val-De-Ra,’ with the crowd over the radio. And I will never forget sitting in that empty library listening to my team without a care in the world. For a moment, I forgot that I was lonely and homesick. It didn’t matter. My team was winning again and the city was falling in love again. 

Expos-magic was back and all you had to do was look at the front page of the Montreal Gazette to figure it out. After that emotional win the headline read: The Return of Nos Amours. The Expos went on to sweep the Phillies in an unbelievable series. Through all the contraction rumors, the ownership squabbles and the revolving-door of talent – we survived it all. The Expos were about to shock the world…..

If you are a sports fan I don’t need to tell you how this story turned out…Predictably the Expos faded in September and a year later they relocated to Washington D.C.


I finally realized that the Expos were gone for good in February 2005 – the traditional start date for Spring Training. While fans of all teams were gearing up for ‘their’ year, I was simply searching for my team. Were they really gone? What would I do now? I was a vagabond fan with no one to root for. The 2005 baseball season breezed in and out of my consciousness. Naturally, as a sports fan, I had some semblance as to what was going on but I didn’t care in the slightest about the game itself. A year ago, I was hanging onto every strike and foul ball. Now the mere mention of the sport on television had me frantically searching for the remote control. 


As I saw the city of Chicago celebrate the triumphs of its White Sox, I began to realize that this game was indeed special and that the joke might have been on me. Maybe my love affair wasn’t with the Expos, maybe it was with the game. I want to find out…I need to find out. I want that feeling again. The one you get when you are part of a ‘team.’ But to recapture that feeling I need to find a new team. I don’t want to. I am an Expos fan for life. But I have to. I need a team to help take me back to the ballgame.
With the 2006 baseball season approaching I will set out on a journey to find love again.  I am a bachelor seeking a mate. Where will I find her? She does not hang out in bars, nor cafes. The girl I am looking for spends her time in stadiums. Is she a rich Yankee or a middle class Twin? I don’t know yet, but I will meet them all, search out the perfect fit. It is not easy to find love, this I know. But I am ready, ready, to be a fan again, They say, you never forget your first love and I will always remember Les Expos. But it is time to move on, after all everyone needs a second chance at a first love. My mind is there, my heart wants to follow, I am looking for a team to take me back to the ballgame. 

