BASEBALL AS A ROAD TO GOD: AROUND THE HORN WITH HEARING MEN’S VOICES

ANNOUNCER: 
Welcome everyone to opening night of a new series for Hearing Men's Voices and for FJMC-“Baseball as a Road to God: Around the Horn with Hearing Men's Voices”. We are very exciting to bring out this new model here at The Retreat and hope that if you find it meaningful that you would consider using this model for events in your own communities. 

I read an article in the New York Times a few weeks ago about a course given by the President of New York University. Now this renowned scholar could teach anything that he wanted but he chose to offer a course entitled: “Baseball as a Road to God”. During this course the students discussed texts and made observations mostly about being intensely aware of the world around us with the kind of attention a good fan pays to the multiplicity of events happening all around the baseball diamond.

In any event, I started to think about how baseball in many ways contains so many of the stories of our own lives. So tonight we’ll go “around the horn” with baseball and with Hearing Men's Voices. Here’s how it will go down:

The top of each inning will be an excerpt from some wonderful baseball writing by the amazing Roger Angell written in the New Yorker magazine over the years. During the bottom of the inning we’ll ask several of you to speak about themes that the story evokes. Hang in there-you’ll see how it works!



Top of the First: TELL ME A HOMER

I was in the living room, intently watching via black and white television, and when it became plain that the Dodgers weren’t going to walk he batter to set up a possible double play, I gestured urgently to my wife, “You might not want to miss this”, I said unable to lift my gaze from the screen. “It could just be—“

“Be right back”, she said disappearing from the room.

Too Late. Several other things now disappeared as well-in rough succession; the ball, into the lower grandstand seats at the Polo Grounds, above the left field wall; self-control (“They did it! They did it! My God, they did it!” I yelled, rushing distractedly from room to room, bumping into walls and dogs and relatives): Bobby Thomson, the batter into embraces of his teammates around home plate; the Dodgers (severally slowly, slumpingly, across the littered outfield and up the steep stairway to their clubhouse); and soon thereafter, it seems—all further memory of the day and the game and my own succeeding emotions and remarks and celebratory gestures and exclamations on this the greatest moment of my life as a deep-dyed, native-born Giants fan, fan of baseball, fan of fable, fan. The four-run ninth inning rally, capped by Bobby Thomson’s killing homer against the Dodger’s Ralph Branca, not only won that 1951 National League pennant for the Giants, but stands as the most vivid single moment, the grand exclamation point in the history of the pastime.

Homers will do that to you.

Game winning homers really slam the door. Bang go the cymbals; wow, it’s over. The curtain drops, the houselights come up, and numbed, we grope around under the seats for our wraps as the long night’s drama and the soaring sudden moment go rushing off arm in arm into the past.

I travelled about in Arizona and Florida this spring and, once the season began in some Northern parks talking to baseball people, past and present, and asking them the same thing: “Tell me a homer”.

Each tale, I noticed began with a smile.

Baseball memories leap over decades at a single bound, and long-flown afternoons return without effort, often in the heroic present tense.


Bottom of the First: Tell Me a Homer
ANNOUNCER: We just heard about how homers often represent the most vivid single moment, the grand exclamation point in the history of the pastime. 

I’ve asked (SPEAKER ONE) to tell a story about a high point in his life; a grand exclamation point in his personal history. While he’s speaking I’ll challenge you to think about “homers” in your own life and will invite you to join in after (speaker one) has finished.

SPEAKER ONE……..
CALL ON OTHER MEN TO STAND AND TELL THEIR STORY (2 or 3).



ANNOUNCER: Baseball memories are seductive.

TOP OF THE SECOND: THE LAST HURRAH
Mickey Lolich the veteran lefty and large-belly retired from baseball two years ago after a dispiriting eight and thirteen summer with the Mets. His previous thirteen seasons had been spent with the Tigers, for whom he won two hundred and seven regular season games, plus three famous victories in the World Series of 1968. He is 37 years old.

 I asked Lolich if his comeback was attributable to his missing his old profession.

“No, I don’t know why I’m doing this”, he said. “Oh, they made me an offer all right, but I never expected I’d be back.” “I didn’t miss baseball at all last year,” he went on. “Never thought about it. On the Fourth of July, I was up at our cottage at Greenville, Michigan. I was out on the lake in the morning with my kids, and when we came in for lunch my wife had the radio on, and suddenly I thought, Hey, some people have to go out and play baseball on a day like this! Now I’m back here trying to make this club as a relief pitcher, maybe. Back to all the old pains and trouble. Don’t ask me why.” 

Later in the day I found him in the clubhouse. “I can’t figure it out,” he said. “I’m not throwing good but I’m getting everybody out. Maybe I was doing it wrong all this time. Well, it’s different now, I used to be a high-recognition pitcher, and I had to do things. Win twenty games, strike everybody out. Now it’s just a question of seeing what I can do. If I make it, all right. If not, that’s all right, too. The first day here I didn’t know what to expect. But the first time I threw the ball—boong!-it was right there. I could hardly believe it. I threw hard, because I had to find out, and they were all right around the knees. 

Then I knew I could still get people out, still be a pitcher.



BOTTOM OF THE SECOND: THE SECOND HALF OF MY LIFE
ANNOUNCER: I’ve asked (SPEAKER TWO) to tell us about his experience as he made the transition from a successful career to the rest of his life. After (SPEAKER TWO) is relating his experience, I encourage you to share your own voice and experience.

SPEAKER TWO: THE SECOND HALF OF MY LIFE: LIVING WITH RETIREMENT
CALL ON MEN TO STAND AND TELL THEIR STORY (2 or 3).

“SEVENTH INNING STRETCH” EVERYONE SINGS TAKE ME OUT TO THE BALLGAME



ANNOUNCER: Bill Veeck once reflected: “There was so much pleasure in those games last summer, our audience was all ages, from fifteen and sixteen to sixty-five or seventy, and they were joyful. I’d almost despaired of every using the work “joy” again. You only see it in shopping centers, during the week before Christmas. You know, we’re a gregarious people and we like to get together to savor something. You can’t savor a basketball game or a football game, can you”?

TOP OF THE THIRD: THE NEW GUY
Reggie Jackson was asked about his poor performance in the field the previous year. “There was a lot of pressure on me everywhere I went last year. I was isolated. Everywhere I went—on the field, in the clubhouse, away from the ballpark—I wasn’t just Reggie Jackson, I was the three-million-dollar ballplayer. I was the famous free agent. I was the man who had walked out on Baltimore. I was a selfish egotist. Because I was a money-grabber, I was disturbing society. I was proving that inflation was a fact. So all these things affected me. I was alone here on the team. I was a newcomer. I was an invader. And I broke. My whole game broke. I wasn’t comfortable at the plate. I wasn’t comfortable in the field or on the bases, and my game showed it, in every aspect. I didn’t even begin to get into the groove of hitting home runs until the middle of August. Just because of my brute strength I was able to survive at the plate. But I wasn’t hitting. I was dissociated from my game. I even tried using different bat models. I never did that before. The hardest thing I ever went through in whole life was last summer”.

Bottom of the Third: Being the New Guy
ANNOUNCER: I’ve asked (SPEAKER THREE) to tell us about his experience as being the new guy(could be men’s club, community, etc depending on the speaker). After (SPEAKER THREE) is relating his experience, I encourage you to share your own voice and experience (could be men’s club, community, etc).
SPEAKER C: “BEING THE NEW GUY”
CALL ON MEN TO STAND AND TELL THEIR STORY (2 or 3).



ANNOUNCER: Bart Giamatti said that baseball is meant to break your heart.

TOP OF THE FOURTH: SAYING GOODBYE TO OLD FRIENDS	
I wanted to know what my friend Giants pitcher John Curtis thought about the immense trade that had brought Vida Blue to his club but had taken away seven of his teammates. “I’m still getting used to the trade. I think we just traded ourselves into contention but I can’t get over so many of us going away. I’ve been traded twice myself, so I know the short-term nature of baseball friendships, but that doesn’t make it any easier. I was really close to Gary Thomason and Gary Alexander, who are gone now, and even to our young right-hander Alan Wirth, who’s gone too. I think it’s our basic nature to look for something permanent, and when it’s interrupted you feel this—this deep sense of loss. Going over to Gary Thomasson’s house in the evening. Going to the movies together on this road. You need your friends in this business.” 

We were on the Giants bench, in the dugout, and now Hank Sauer, a large Giants coach who was sitting on my right, leaned over and said, “You never make a trade for nothing. But those boys we gave up—Alexander and Wirth and Huffman and the rest—I had every one of them in the Instructional Leagues when they were just seventeen years old.” It’s like sending a son off to college—you don’t see him anymore.”

Bottom of the Fourth:
ANNOUNCER: I’ve asked (SPEAKER FOUR) to tell us about his experience with loss (could be moving away, illness, death, etc). After (SPEAKER FOUR) is relating his experience, I encourage you to share your own voice and experience with loss (could be moving away, illness, death, etc).
SPEAKER FOUR: “SAYING GOODBYE TO OLD FRIENDS”
CALL ON MEN TO STAND AND TELL THEIR STORY (2 or 3).



ANNOUNCER: Thank you all for participating and sharing these moving stories. I welcome you to continue the conversations over refreshments in the staff lounge and at Hearing Men's Voices sessions tomorrow. I’ll finish with one more homer story; this one by John Updike.

Ted Williams. 

No other player visible to my generation has concentrated within himself so much of the sport's poignance, has so assiduously refined his natural skills, has so constantly brought to the plate that intensity of competence that crowds the throat with joy.

Whenever Williams appeared at the plate—pounding the dirt from his cleats, gouging a pit in the batter's box with his left foot, wringing resin out of the bat handle with his vehement grip, switching the stick at the pitcher with an electric ferocity—it was like having a familiar Leonardo appear in a shuffle of Saturday Evening Post covers. 

It was the final home game of the season. The afternoon grew so glowering that in the sixth inning the arc lights were turned on—always a wan sight in the daytime, like the burning headlights of a funeral procession. Aided by the gloom, Fisher was slicing through the Sox rookies, and Williams did not come to bat in the seventh. He was second up in the eighth. This was almost certainly his last time to come to the plate in Fenway Park, and instead of merely cheering, as we had at his three previous appearances, we stood, all of us—stood and applauded. Have you ever heard applause in a ballpark? Just applause—no calling, no whistling, just an ocean of handclaps, minute after minute, burst after burst, crowding and running together in continuous succession like the pushes of surf at the edge of the sand. It was a somber and considered tumult. There was not a boo in it. It seemed to renew itself out of a shifting set of memories as the kid, the Marine, the veteran of feuds and failures and injuries, the friend of children, and the enduring old pro evolved down the bright tunnel of twenty-one summers toward this moment. At last, the umpire signaled for Fisher to pitch; with the other players, he had been frozen in position. Only Williams had moved during the ovation, switching his bat impatiently, ignoring everything except his cherished task. Fisher wound up, and the applause sank into a hush.

Understand that we were a crowd of rational people. We knew that a home run cannot be produced at will; the right pitch must be perfectly met and luck must ride with the ball. Three innings before, we had seen a brave effort fail. The air was soggy; the season was exhausted. Nevertheless, there will always lurk, around a corner in a pocket of our knowledge of the odds, an indefensible hope, and this was one of the times, which you now and then find in sports, when a density of expectation hangs in the air and plucks an event out of the future.

Fisher, after his unsettling wait, was wide with the first pitch. He put the second one over, and Williams swung mightily and missed. The crowd grunted, seeing that classic swing, so long and smooth and quick, exposed, naked in its failure. Fisher threw the third time, Williams swung again, and there it was. The ball climbed on a diagonal line into the vast volume of air over center field. From my angle, behind third base, the ball seemed less an object in flight than the tip of a towering, motionless construct, like the Eiffel Tower or the Tappan Zee Bridge. It was in the books while it was still in the sky. Brandt ran back to the deepest corner of the outfield grass; the ball descended beyond his reach and struck in the crotch where the bullpen met the wall, bounced chunkily, and, as far as I could see, vanished.

Like a feather caught in a vortex, Williams ran around the square of bases at the center of our beseeching screaming. He ran as he always ran out home runs—hurriedly, unsmiling, head down, as if our praise were a storm of rain to get out of. He didn't tip his cap. Though we thumped, wept, and chanted "We want Ted" for minutes after he hid in the dugout, he did not come back. Our noise for some seconds passed beyond excitement into a kind of immense open anguish, a wailing, a cry to be saved. But immortality is nontransferable. The papers said that the other players, and even the umpires on the field, begged him to come out and acknowledge us in some way, but he never had and did not now. Gods do not answer letters.

FINISH WITH SWEET CAROLINE….(HAVE A HANDOUT PREPARED WITH THE WORDS)
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SWEET CAROLINE Lyrics - NEIL DIAMOND
Sweet Caroline lyrics
Where it began
I can't begin to knowing
But then I know it's growing strong
Was in the spring
And spring became a summer
Who'd believe you'd come along
Hands
Touching hands
Reaching out
Touching me
Touching you
Sweet Caroline
Good times never seemed so good
I've been inclined
To believe they never would
But now I
Look at the night
And it don't seem so lonely
We fill it up with only two
(From: http://www.elyrics.net/read/n/neil-diamond-lyrics/sweet-caroline-lyrics.html)
And when I hurt
Hurting runs off my shoulders
How can I hurt when holding you?
One
Touching one
Reaching out
Touching me
Touching you
Sweet Caroline
Good times never seemed so good
I've been inclined
To believe they never would
Oh no no
Sweet Caroline
Good times never seemed so good
Sweet Caroline
I've believed they never could
Sweet Caroline
Good times never seemed so good
these lyrics are last corrected by Cece T
Readability — An Arc90 Laboratory Experiment 
Follow us on Twitter »
[bookmark: _GoBack]






BASEBALL AS A ROAD TO GOD: AROUND THE HORN WITH
HEARING MEN'S VOICES

e een topanig s e s i e Vs .
g o s e et B o e o e
It o e oo e ol s ot

st et Yor s e ks g ot s o b e
Etraty el o o b bl e s p o

s v o kst b sl vrs o s -
ot o e o o i o B
e e v o s

e o o schining it s s o s g iy
et v e Yot i v e s AP
oo el bt
Pt



