“The Church of Baseball”
This Week At Judson Sunday School

(3/25/11)

I see great things in baseball. It's our game, the American game. 
It will repair our losses and be a blessing to us.
- Walt Whitman
Several years ago I gave a Kids’ Day speech in which I admitted that one of my least endearing qualities as a human being is that I keep a list.  What kind of list, you ask?  Well, for decorum’s sake - and for fear that some of your children (and my groupies) might be reading over your shoulder (and, as you know, I prefer to save my salty language for the morning offertory) – let’s just call it an Enemies List.  It’s one of the few things Richard Nixon and I have in common, besides meeting our future wives (his Patricia, mine Beelzebub) while playing opposite them as actors in a play.  (More about that if I ever finish my book.)
Two names which have been on my list since before the election of 2000 are Tim Robbins and Susan Sarandon, who were seemingly everywhere that election season, on every talk show, on every television channel, refusing to shut up about Ralph Nader, even after he had lost the Democratic primary, even as he continued to run as an independent, and even as I spent that season walking the streets of Soho, unpeeling all the Nader bumper stickers I could find from the backs of STOP signs, bulletin boards and/or car bumpers.  80,000 Florida Nader votes later, it was welcome to eight long years of George and Dick and Karl and John Ashcroft and Rummy and Condi and Brownie and well, you remember all the players, don’t you?  (And, yes, Ralph Nader is on my list as well, somewhere between Osama Bin Laden and my ex-wife.  The order varies.)
Now some of you might be saying, gee, Andy, that was over ten years ago.  Perhaps as the Grand Poobah of All Things Judson Sunday School you should learn to forgive and forget.  To that I say, don’t rush me.  I’m workin’ on it.

If there is one time of year in which I do grant Mr. Robbins and Ms. Sarandon absolution – if only temporary – it is this, the beginning of spring, when the promise of a new baseball season is just around the corner.  (Opening day is less than a week away – Thursday, March 31st!!!)  That is because both Susan and Tim, along with Kevin Costner, once starred in the greatest baseball movie ever made, Bull Durham.
Again, as I think we’ve established, I’m still working on forgiveness, but as far as believing in God is concerned, that’s never really been a problem for me.  I do, deeply, which I realize is a rather quaint notion these days, now that Bill Maher and Richard Dawkins have proven beyond a shadow of a doubt that it is absolutely inconceivable that there could possibly be anything in the universe greater than the sum total of their intelligence.

On the other hand, when it comes to religion, well, I hate to say this out loud but, ugh, not a big fan.  No offense.  I once thought about buying one of those “My Religion Is Kindness” t-shirts from that Tibetan store across the street from Judson, on the corner of Thompson and West 3rd, but there’s no way in good conscience I could ever wear it in public, at least not until I start to reduce the size of my list.
No, when it comes to religion, I prefer to quote Annie Savoy, Susan Sarandon’s character from Bull Durham, when she said:

I believe in the Church of Baseball. I've tried all the major religions, and most of the minor ones. I've worshipped Buddha, Allah, Brahma, Vishnu, Siva, trees, mushrooms, and Isadora Duncan. ... I've tried 'em all, I really have, and the only church that truly feeds the soul, day in, day out, is the Church of Baseball.

Preferring the Church of Baseball to actual church might seem a rather odd confession coming from someone who, you know, works in an actual church.  Perhaps you can be comforted in the knowledge that when it comes to religion, as I’ve said many times, we at Judson Sunday School are all about education, not indoctrination.  However, when it comes to baseball, we make no such promises.  Thus, one day when your children graduate from Judson Sunday School, we sincerely hope they will have an understanding of faith and what faith might mean to them personally; however, we guarantee they will believe in the sacrifice bunt, as well as know how to turn the 6-4-3 double play.  It’s imperative!  Should they actually graduate as a fan of the New York Yankees, well then, truly, my work will not have been in vain.

(Emily and Scott, I continue to minister to your son, Ellis, who as a ten-year-old Met fan has had to grow up much too fast.  Talk about understanding hell.  And yes, Met fans, Bernie Madoff is indeed the anti-Christ.  Jennifer, as for your ten-year-old son, Anders, I’m afraid it might be too late.  Anders recently confessed to me that he is a Red Sox fan.  I’ll do my best to save him, but it could be his baseball soul is lost forever.  Sorry.  Best to put all your hopes into your daughter, Matilda.)
What does all of this have to do with our Bedford Hills Correctional Facility Toy and Book Drive?  Again, I quote from Bull Durham:

You guys. You lollygag the ball around the infield. You lollygag your way down to first. You lollygag in and out of the dugout. You know what that makes you?  Lollygaggers!
Some of you lollygaggers might need an extra week to get your donations together so I’m extending the deadline to Sunday, April 3rd.  After that, you’re out!
See you in church – or at Yankee Stadium!

Andy

Grand “the rose goes in the front, big guy” Poobah

