The Adventures of Don & Tom

What’s Really Important

Several years ago my older Brother Don & I played on the same church
softball team, during High School.  Don caught and played the infield, I was
an outfielder and usually played left field.  Our team was invited to play
in a special tournament in Murray, Utah.  Don & I were so excited we invited
our Aunt JoAnn and Uncle Pete to come and watch us play.  

Uncle Pete coached a little league team, on occasion Don & I would help teach these youngsters how to field the ball, slide into the bases, hit, or anything else Uncle Pete wanted us to help them work on.

When the game started and our team took the field, my coach told me to play
right field.  I thought to myself, why did he tell me to play right field, he
knew my Aunt and Uncle came to watch us play.  This was the first softball game they were able to come to.  Grudgingly I took up my position in right field, this ball diamond had a huge outfield and made you feel you were really along ways away.  It reminded me of a big league baseball field.

There I was playing right and feeling like I could have really helped the
team better if they put me in left field, which I was use to playing.  I don't remember much about that game, except that the game was tied, and there
was one out.  The other team had a runner on third, and I was playing very
deep so the ball could not be hit over my head.

All of sudden you could hear the ball leave the bat, and I knew it was a
deep fly coming my way.  I knew that I needed to catch the ball and try to
throw a strike to home plate.  I remember running to the side and catching
the ball, I saw the runner tag up and head for home.  As soon as I caught
the ball, I remembered to plant my feet and tried to throw that ball as hard
as I could.  I couldn't believe it, you would have thought that the ball had eyes and was heading like a line drive to the plate.  The ball beat the runner by a
couple steps and the runner was tagged out sliding into home plate.

I don't remember who won the game or even what the score was, I knew that
this was the best outfield throw I had ever made.  I had thrown people out
at the plate before, but never this spectacular, the chances of making a
direct throw that deep was just about impossible.  The best thing I remember
about that game is that my Aunt and Uncle were there, and watched me make my best play.  I forgot all about how unimportant it was to place you in same
position, what really mattered was, that I was there trying to do my best supporting my team.

I was reminded of this story when I was watching the highlights of a Seattle
Mariners game and Ichiro Suzuki the right fielder, caught a deep fly ball and threw out the runner, tagging from third.  I am no Ichiro believe me, it just reminded me of a story I wanted to share with you.
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