Sandwich, NH










April 14, 2015

Dear SandwichLot Parents, Old (Hands) and New:  


Though a virtual tarpaulin of snow still covers the rolling, piney contours of what I can see of the New Hampshire landscape from the southeast-facing window of the semi-study where I, on coldest mornings, sit and try to summon up my off-season poems, the other day while strolling the perimeter of our property on the hunt for a stray feather or two I found instead a crocus, yellow-blue, just beginning to emerge.  Hallelujah, I thought:  at last a sign of spring ascendant, and baseball’s just around the corner.  


Alas, my first vernal offering this year will have to be something of knuckleball and, well, here it is, I’ll flutter it in there best I can.  Coach T, the apparently ageless moundsman who imagined himself indestructible, has cancer.  As my favorite New York Yankee radio broadcaster Phil Rizzuto used to say, particularly when something inexplicable or bizarre or just plain crazy happened out on the field that he couldn’t find words for --






How do you like that?


I can answer the Scooter this way:  the thing I love most about baseball is its unpredictability.  Nothing that happens inside the white lines is ever vouchsafed or guaranteed.  As any good infielder knows, the proverbial bad hop is always potentially a single pitch away.  A gust of wind can turn a routine pop into motion even a physicist can’t explain.  And sometimes, I know not why, the little white rabbit leaves a pitcher’s hand and, at the moment of release, assumes a purpose and aim and perhaps even a mindfulness all its own.  


Baseball is the greatest game because it depends, to the very last out, on chance.  

Chance is the be-all, end-all.  Chance is the ultimate trump card.  And chance, because a baseball game does not depend on time (every game is potentially endless), is always, as it were, in play.  No matter the players’ skill, the manager’s preparation, the strength of the lineup or the force and direction of the prevailing winds -- chance, to the very end, is the grand determiner.    


And the paradox?  A baseball player to my bones, I’ll take my chances with baseball every single time.

The good news this spring is I’m undergoing treatment (and already feeling its benefits), I’ve got a cadre of incredibly smart people looking after me, and -- for a couple months more, at least -- I’ll be able to claim nearly a full head of hair.  As for SandwichLot, all I can promise at this point is that I’ll do my absolute best to put something together this summer -- a practice, a Saturday morning scrimmage, a throwing or hitting lesson of a weekday afternoon -- whenever I can.  It will  be -- if it will be -- “Short Notice” baseball at is finest.  (Note:  for the first time in my proud technophobic life I can foresee with something like gladness how Coach T might actually find himself beholden to email.)


In the spirit, then, of pushing forward and making do, I ask three things of all of you, returning veterans and first-blush rookie parents alike:


First, don’t worry about me.  Not a lick.  I’m a tough old horse and, hopeful to my core, still look out the window every morning and think:  New day, new ballgame, anything can happen, check out that broad-winged bird circling overhead. 

Second, maintain a sense of humor, because mine, believe me, is still humming right along.  Another thing I love about baseball:  its heart is divinest comedy; it’s the goofiest game there is. 


Third, feel free to contact me at any time.  I love hearing from you; I love especially hearing about your kids -- what they’re up to, who they’re fast becoming, how they’re getting on at school and at that most vital of all inspirations -- play.  I’m especially enamored of so-called snail mail -- so, please, write me a real letter if ever you’re so inclined.  


And, trust me, I’ll write you right back.


And now to business -- the briefest bit.  In order to make it easier to organize “short- notice” activities this summer, I have included an all-purpose “General Participation Form.”  If you and your baseball-powered family have an interest in anything SandwichLot this July and August -- whatever your other scheduling commitments -- please review and complete the form and return it to me at your earliest convenience.  Completing the form in no way commits you to anything.  It is merely a way of “signaling” your interest in whatever baseball “something” I might, week to week, suddenly conceive.  It will be helpful, and in no small way inspiring, to have has many names as possible on my Anything’s Possible list.  Again, you must trust me:  if I’m strong enough for a weekend-long hitting clinic, you’ll be the first good souls to hear about it, I promise.


I wish you and your family a fine finish to the current school year.  Take notice of all things blossoming.  Root for one another.  Look for the glorious seed-cracking Evening Grosbeaks to be cluttering up the shrubbery soon; of all the birds out there they’re easily my favorite spring migrants.  Above all else, keep looking forward.  Here’s to baseball and -- be hopeful -- a fifteenth summer of SandwichLot.  


Hey, it’s only a game.  But a darned good one, at that.











As I am --  Tim/Coach T

 ALL-PURPOSE FORM A SANDWICHLOT/BBB BASEBALL
We defy augury.  There’s a special providence in the fall of a sparrow.  If it be now,‘tis not to come.  If it be not to come, it will be now.  If it be not now, yet it will come -- the readiness is all.  Since no man of aught he leaves knows, what is ‘t to leave betimes?  Let be.  













--Hamlet, Act V, scene ii
Participant’s Name  ____________________________
     Age _____     DOB ________________

Participant’s Name  ____________________________     Age _____     DOB ________________

Participant’s Name  ____________________________
     Age _____     DOB ________________

Parent Name(s)  _________________________________  / ____________________________________

Address (include zip code)  ______________________________________________________________

e-mail:  ______________________________   Phone  __________________  Cell  _________________

Summer Address (include zip code) _____________________________________________________

Phone  ____________________________   Other (cell)  ______________________

Emergency Contact (Name)  ___________________________________________________________

Emergency Contact Phone  ___________________________

Medical Conditions/Concerns we should be aware of (please be specific): 


I understand that baseball is an inherently dangerous game, and hereby assume all the risks and hazards associated with the game, and do further release, absolve, indemnify and hold harmless the organizer and any volunteers involved in Sandwichlot© Baseball and its related programs, or any of the persons transporting my son(s)/daughter(s) to and from this activity.  

Parent/Guardian Name(s)  _____________________________________________________________________

Signature of Parent or Guardian  ________________________________________________________________

Date  ____________________________

We would like to be notified about any or all baseball-related sessions Coach T may conduct this summer: 

Yes ____
No ____

Note:  Participant fees (to be determined) will be collected prior to the start of each session.
Return completed form to:  SandwichLot/BBB, P.O. Box 306, Center Sandwich, NH 03227
