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To my family:

Thank you. For the conversations.

For being there when I looked up into the stands.

And for shaping my dream.

To my nephew, Jalen:

Dream away. It just might come true.

—D. J.



A Note About the Text

The rules of Little League followed in this book are the rules of the present day. There are six innings in each game. Every player on a Little League baseball team must play at least two innings of every game in the field and have at least one at bat. In any given contest, there is a limit on the number of pitches a pitcher can throw, in accordance with age. Pitchers who are eight years old are allowed a maximum of fifty pitches in a game, pitchers who are nine or ten years old are allowed seventy-five pitches per game, and pitchers who are eleven or twelve years old are allowed eighty-five pitches.


Dear Reader,

Hit & Miss is a book based on some of my experiences growing up and playing baseball. While I worked hard on the field, I was encouraged by my parents to do my best off the field as well, in my schoolwork and in supporting my team, teammates, and family.

I have tried to keep basic principles in mind as I work to achieve my dreams. This book is based on the second of those principles, which is to Think Before You Act. That is the theme of this book. I hope you enjoy it.
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Derek Jeter



DEREK JETER’S 10 LIFE LESSONS




1. Set Your Goals High (The Contract)

2. Think Before You Act (Hit & Miss)

3. Deal with Growing Pains

    4. The World Isn’t Always Fair (Fair Ball)

    5. Find the Right Role Models

6. Don’t Be Afraid to Fail

7. Have a Strong Supporting Cast

8. Be Serious but Have Fun

9. Be a Leader, Follow the Leader

10. Life Is a Daily Challenge





CONTRACT FOR DEREK JETER




1. Family Comes First. Attend our nightly dinner.

2. Be a Role Model for Sharlee. (She looks to you to model good behavior.)

3. Do Your Schoolwork and Maintain Good Grades (As or Bs).

4. Bedtime. Lights out at nine p.m. on school nights.

5. Do Your Chores. Take out the garbage, clean your room on weekends, and help with the dishes.

6. Respect Others. Be a good friend, classmate, and teammate. Listen to your teachers, coaches, and other adults.

7. Respect Yourself. Take good care of your body and your mind. Avoid alcohol and drugs. Surround yourself with positive friends with strong values.

8. Work Hard. You owe it to yourself and those around you to give your all. Do your best in everything that you do.

9. Think Before You Act.

Failure to comply will result in the loss of playing sports and hanging out with friends. Extra-special rewards include attending a Major League Baseball game, choosing a location for dinner, and selecting another event of your choice.






Chapter One

SEASON OF HOPE



“Derek!”

Derek threw down his pencil. He’d been doing his homework, even though it was only Saturday morning. Running to the top of the stairs, he looked down to see his father in the living room, holding a basketball.

“Almost finished, Dad. Just one more math problem.” The rule in Derek’s house was, you had to finish your homework before you were allowed to go play. It was right there in his contract with his parents, the one he’d signed the year before. He hadn’t looked at it lately—his dad kept the original safe in his bedroom drawer—but Derek was pretty sure he remembered it all by heart.

“Perfect,” his dad said. “I just finished one of my homework assignments for this weekend too.” He wasn’t kidding. Charles Jeter was in his final year of classes at Western Michigan University, studying for a master’s degree. His dream was to be a counselor for kids at risk, and Derek knew that meant a lot to his father, but being with his own kids was just as important to Derek’s dad.

Derek could hardly wait. Basketball was fun, and he was proud of his progress over the winter. This was his chance to show his dad just how much better he’d gotten.

But the truth was, Derek’s mind wasn’t on basketball, and it wasn’t on homework, either. Because today—this afternoon—was the start of the Little League baseball season. In fact, this afternoon was his first practice!

To Derek, no other sport was as important as baseball. His life’s goal was to be the starting shortstop for the New York Yankees. He only hoped he still remembered how to hit, after the offseason.

For six months a year there wasn’t much baseball being played in Kalamazoo, Michigan, where long snowy winters were the rule. His dad had taken him to the batting cages twice in the past two weeks, but it was still so cold out that every time Derek hit the ball, his hands stung.

“I thought you wanted to show me your new jump shot,” his dad called after him with a little laugh. “You’d better get that math problem figured out.”

Derek didn’t take the time to answer. He went back to his desk, sat down, and concentrated, long enough to finish his homework and tie his sneakers. Then he raced downstairs to follow his dad, mom, and sister, Sharlee, out the door. They all piled into the family station wagon, and drove off to the university’s outdoor basketball courts for a thrill-packed game of H-O-R-S-E!

Sharlee loved to be a part of their games, even if she was too little to put the ball into the basket without someone holding her up. Her usual job was ball-hawk, retrieving the balls that got away and bringing them back to the players.

Meanwhile, Mom did the scorekeeping, just to make sure there was no confusion or disagreement. She worked full-time as an accountant for a company, and she’d taught Derek to love math.

Derek was eager to show his family what he could do on the basketball court. He even dared to hope he would beat his dad at H-O-R-S-E, though he knew that wasn’t likely. His dad was a really good athlete, and he was just as competitive as Derek.

Derek sometimes got frustrated when he lost, as he always seemed to. But he knew his dad would never lose on purpose just to make Derek happy. Derek didn’t want to win that way anyhow. It wouldn’t feel like winning, really. Every time he lost to his dad, it just made him want to work harder, so he could beat him the next time, or the time after that—or at least someday.

“Okay, you go first, Derek,” his dad said. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Derek dribbled a couple of times, drove to the basket, did a 360-degree turn in midair, and sank the layup off the backboard. Then he turned to wink at Sharlee.

“Whoa!” his mom shouted. “Nice.”

“Yay, Derek!” Sharlee yelled, giggling as she went to get the ball.

“Hey, now,” Mr. Jeter laughed. “No playing favorites. Give me that ball, Sharlee. Here, old man. Let me show you how it’s done.”

He drove to the basket and easily made the same shot Derek had. Sharlee and Mrs. Jeter applauded, but not half as hard as for Derek.

“Okay. What else have you got?” he asked Derek.

This time Derek dribbled between his legs, pulled up, and sank a fifteen-foot jumper.

“All right, all right,” Mr. Jeter said, nodding as Sharlee and Derek’s mom whooped and hollered. He tried the between-the-legs move but got caught up and tangled, and the shot wasn’t even close.

“That’s H for you,” Mrs. Jeter announced, pointing to her husband.

Derek made a move, froze, and sprung into the air, letting a shot fly. The ball swished right through the net. His dad’s imitation came close but clanged off the rim and out.

“H-O,” Mrs. Jeter called out. “Amazing, Derek!”

“Nice shot,” said his dad. “I’ve got to hand it to you. You’re looking good there. Let’s see if you can make that same one again.”

Egged on by his dad, Derek took up the challenge. It was a long and difficult shot, but he’d learned to do it almost with his eyes closed. He lined it up, lifted off—but just as he was about to let it fly, Sharlee yelled, “Derek’s gonna win!”

Her cry startled him, throwing his shot off by just enough for it to miss the rim. Derek groaned in frustration, but he didn’t blame it on Sharlee. He knew she was only five and couldn’t contain her excitement sometimes.

Now it was Mr. Jeter’s turn. He did a double-fake quick drive to the basket, and then sank the layup from the far side with his left hand.

Derek gritted his teeth. He’d never made that shot yet. But he was determined to this time. Sharlee handed him the ball, and he made the double move—but lost control of the ball.

“Bzzzz!” his dad said, mimicking the buzzer.

“H-O to H,” said Mrs. Jeter. “Getting interesting here.”

Soon the game was tied, and then Derek fell behind by one letter. But Derek took advantage of a miss by his dad to throw in a hook shot from fifteen feet. Mr. Jeter couldn’t match that one, and the game was tied again at H-O-R.

Suddenly Sharlee said, “Daddy, I want to shoot now.”

“I know, Sharlee, but the game’s not over yet,” Mr. Jeter said. “When we’re done, it’ll be your turn.”

“But I wanna shoot the ball!” Sharlee had a pretty good shot for a five-year-old, even if you did have to hold her up near the hoop. In fact, she was a really good overall athlete for her age.

It must be hard for her to watch other people play and not be part of it, Derek realized. Just then he saw his buddy Vijay riding by the courts on his bike. “It’s okay, Dad,” he said. “Let Sharlee shoot now. We’ll take a time-out for a couple minutes.”

Mr. Jeter saw Vijay, shrugged, and nodded. He bent down so that Sharlee could leap into his arms and take some shots. Mrs. Jeter got up and handed her the ball, while Derek turned and yelled, “Hey, Vij!” waving to get his friend’s attention.

Vijay slowed his bike and came to a stop on the other side of the chain-link fence. His bike basket was filled with newspapers. Vijay had a morning route on Saturdays, delivering papers from Mount Royal Townhouses, where they both lived, all the way down the avenue to the university, about a mile away.

With the money he earned, he bought heaps of baseball cards. Vijay had the best collection in the neighborhood. He was baseball crazy, in fact, and it was all thanks to Derek, who’d taught him the game when Vijay and his family had first arrived in Kalamazoo.

“Hey, Derek,” he called. “Where’s your mitt? We’ve got practice this afternoon. Don’t you want to warm up first?”

“Busy, Vij,” Derek answered, nodding toward his family. “One last game of H-O-R-S-E. Gotta beat the big guy, show him who’s got game.”

“Oooh, I don’t know, Derek,” Vijay said, grinning but shaking his head. “Your dad is really good. No one can ever beat him.”

“Not either of you guys, that’s for sure,” Mr. Jeter said, overhearing. “How ’bout it, old man? You quitting already?”

“Not a chance,” Derek shot back.

“Guess who I found out is on our team,” said Vijay. “Jeff Jacobson. And Jason and Isaiah, too. Practically our whole gang from the Hill!”

“Awesome,” said Derek, excited. The year before, most of his friends had been on other teams. “Gotta go take care of business now, Vij. See you at the field.”

“For sure. Go, Red Sox!”

“Ouch.” Derek winced.

Why did his team have to be the Red Sox? As a passionate Yankees fan, he always rooted against the real Red Sox. And he’d never been on a team called the Yankees yet.

This would be the second year in a row that Derek and Vijay were on the same team. Vijay wasn’t very good at sports, but Derek had worked with him on his baseball game, and he was definitely improving every year. And it was great that a bunch of their other friends were on the team.

“HEY!” Derek shouted as his dad stole the ball, taking advantage of Derek’s mind wandering.

“Gotta pay attention!” Mr. Jeter said, sinking a perfect shot from the foul line. Derek figured it would be an easy shot to duplicate. But the “time-out” had somehow thrown him off his rhythm. To his and everyone else’s surprise, he missed off the back rim.

“Point game,” said his dad, cocking his head to one side.

“That’s H-O-R-S for Derek,” Mrs. Jeter announced. “H-O-R for you, Jeter.”

“Jeter” was what she called her husband, and he called her “Dot,” short for Dorothy. They both called Derek “old man,” even though he wasn’t a man yet—and he certainly wasn’t old.

One more letter and his dad would win. Again. Derek gritted his teeth, determined not to go down without a fight.

They went at it for ten more minutes, both of them on fire, hitting shot after shot. Then, finally, Derek missed one. The ball went out of bounds, hitting the fence right next to Sharlee—but she didn’t even budge to get it and throw it back to them.

“Come on, Sharlee. Let’s have the ball,” Mr. Jeter called to her.

But Sharlee wasn’t listening. She was standing at the fence, staring across the street at two boys who were passing by. Derek noticed that one of the boys was looking back at her. He seemed older than Sharlee by a year or so, although he was almost Derek’s size.

Sharlee had a frown on her face, and that was strange, because she was almost always happy and bubbly. “Hey, now,” said Mr. Jeter. “What’s the matter, Sharlee? Are you not feeling well?”

“I’m fine,” Sharlee said. “FINE.” She slowly turned back around. “I’m thirsty. Is there anything to drink?”

“I brought some juice,” said Mrs. Jeter. “Here, come on and sit by me.”

Sharlee went over to her mom and sat down. Derek turned to his dad. “What’s up with her?” he asked.

“Beats me,” said Mr. Jeter. “I’ve never seen her lose interest in a ball game like that.”

“Me neither,” Derek agreed. He looked down the street to where the two boys were walking. They were sharing a joke, it seemed, both of them laughing and looking back in Derek’s direction.

“You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to,” Mrs. Jeter told Sharlee. “But I hope you know that talking about things can help make them better.”

“Come on, old man,” Mr. Jeter said to Derek. “Let’s finish this thing and see who’s boss around here.”

Derek knew his dad was saying they should give Sharlee some privacy with her mom. He also knew he had a chance to finally beat his dad at something!

That was before Mr. Jeter sank a thirty-footer, too long a shot for Derek to hit. His shot fell two feet short, and the game was suddenly over.

Now it was Derek’s turn to be sullen, but not for long. His dad came over to him and clapped him on the back. “Good game, old man. Your shot is getting there, it really is. Nice ballhandling, too. Very impressive.”

It was a sincere compliment, and it made Derek feel much better about losing to his dad yet again.

In the car on the way home, Sharlee still seemed out of sorts. Derek wondered what had turned her from her usual self into this silent, sulking little girl . . . .

He was determined to find out, but for now he had to eat and get going. His new team was waiting for him, and he didn’t want to be late!

His mom turned around in the front seat and said, “You know, Derek, I was looking at the Tigers’ schedule for this season, and I saw that the Yankees are coming to town in the beginning of June.”

It took him a second to realize she was talking about the major leagues, not Little League. “What? Mom, Dad, can we go? Can we, please?”

Derek loved nothing more than watching his beloved Yankees play, especially live. In the summers he often got to go to Yankee Stadium with his grandma, who lived in New Jersey and was the world’s biggest Yankees fan.

But it was rare that the Yankees came to Detroit, usually only once a year.

“Well, let’s see,” said his mom. “Have you been keeping up with your contract?”

“Totally!” Derek said.

“Are you sure?” his dad asked. “When was the last time you read it over?”

“Um . . .”

“Not lately, I know that,” Mr. Jeter said with a crooked grin. “Because I’ve got it in my drawer.”

“I know it by heart!” Derek insisted. “And you know I’ve been doing good at following it.”

“ ‘Well,’ not ‘good,’ ” his mom corrected him.

“ ‘Well,’ I mean. So I think we should all sign a new contract, saying you agree to take me to the Yankees-Tigers game as a reward for keeping my old contract!”

His parents looked at each other and smiled. “Well, at least he’s not afraid to stick up for himself,” said Mrs. Jeter, and they all laughed—all except Sharlee.

“Okay, Derek, you’ve made your point,” said his dad. “Never mind any new contracts. If you keep to all the rules between now and June, we’ll take you to that game.”

“Woo-hoo!” Derek yelled, exultant. He could feel the thrill of the coming baseball season coursing through him. The major-league season had started weeks ago, but today was the start of his baseball season.

He couldn’t wait for practice to start!




Chapter Two

WELCOME TO THE RED SOX



Standing at shortstop on one of the four baseball diamonds that made up Westwood Fields, Derek looked around him and saw a team full of promise—even if the team did happen to be named the Red Sox.

Isaiah Martin was there with his full catcher’s regalia—mask, shin protectors, chest protector, and big padded mitt. He, like Derek and Vijay, was one of the kids who played ball at Jeter’s Hill—or, as Derek called it, simply “the Hill.”

The grassy slope at Mount Royal Townhouses was the only place to play ball near their houses. The other kids had named it after Derek, who was there nearly every day except in the dead of winter.

Isaiah had been on the Tigers last year with Derek and Vijay. He was a really good catcher. Not bad at hitting either, with some power and a good eye for balls and strikes.

Jeff, another regular from Jeter’s Hill, was on the Red Sox too. He’d been on the champion Yankees last season, wearing Derek’s favorite number—13—and playing Derek’s favorite position, shortstop. Jeff had never really believed in Derek’s dream of someday being shortstop for the New York Yankees. In fact, he’d regularly made fun of it.

But now they were going to be teammates, and that was a good thing, Derek thought—because no matter how much he shot his mouth off, Jeff could really pitch and hit, and he was a pretty good fielder, too.

Jason Rossini was another kid Derek knew from the Hill. He, too, had been a champion last year for the Yankees.

Man, thought Derek. This team is loaded!

He sort of knew Buster Murphy and Rocco Fanelli from Saint Augustine’s. He was surprised to see that Rocco had enrolled in Little League, considering he usually showed zero interest in sports. “Murph,” however, was pretty good at soccer and basketball, so maybe that meant he could play baseball, too.

Everyone else on the team was new to Derek, although he’d played against a few of them. He recognized a little speed demon who’d also been on the Yankees last year.



OEBPS/images/9781481423175.jpg






OEBPS/images/f00ix-01.jpg








OEBPS/images/title.jpg
JETER

with Paul Mantell

JETER CHILDREN'S

SIMON & SCHUSTER BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi







