COACH DON’S BASEBALL TIP NO. 5
“COACH TO THE EFFORT AND THE SCORE WILL TAKE CARE OF ITSELF”


Hopefully, you know that this is the leit motif of the Positive Coaching Alliance (PCA).  If you do not, then you need to bone up on this program.  A great book is “The Double Goal Coach” which is put out by the PCA.  I have read it several times.  This is the essence of the “Double Goal Coach.”  


The number one, most important, aspect of the PCA Mental Model is to follow the “Magic Ratio.”  

 sandwich your instruction, comments or critique of the players’ skills.  Meaning the top and bottom of the sandwich are positive, honest observations about the player.  [Kids know is you are just blowing smoke.  The observations have to be honest.]  The middle of the sandwich is what you are really trying to communicate.  For example, a hot grounder is hit to an infielder who reacts well to the shot, but the ball glances off his glove, but is retrieved and thrown for a close play at the base.  Here, you might say “Hey Joe, great reaction to the ball.  Let’s get two hands on it, alligator style.  Way to stay with it.  Keep working hard.”  The compliment opens their mind to the following instruction.  The compliment for the effort to stay with it sugar coats the instruction so it sinks it – keep them emotionally calm.  The keep working hard comment gets him/her focused on the game again.  At higher levels of play, the experienced coach might just leave the middle of the sandwich out and talk to the player on the sidelines.  At that level, you might consider encouraging from the sidelines and instructing on the sidelines.                  


In any event, this is the heart of the double goal coach.  The self-esteem is the primary goal.  Winning the game is merely a secondary goal.                      


You will be surprised at what a little compliment can do to a kid who may not be getting any other compliments anywhere else in their life.  It can be like putting rocket fuel in their engine.  Their life can turn from sputtering along in a junkyard clunk to suddenly running an NHRA dragster.  This can be true of children in the middle of a high conflict divorce or in an otherwise dysfunctional household.  Sometimes the kid’s self-esteem becomes decimated.  Some of these kids actually somehow think their parents divorce is their own fault!  Of course, it is not.  Suffice it to say that without self-esteem, or confidence, there is very little anyone can accomplish in their life – including on the ball field.  If they are motivated, the game score, or the score in their own life, will take care of itself.      

I know a little something about it.  As a child of a divorce myself at the age of six, I have no memory of my parents being married.  The divorce turned at least tense, if not conflicted.  Certainly, there was little co-parenting, in any event.  When I lived with a father in Oakland, I was turned loose on the streets.  When I lived with a mother in Santa Cruz, I was turned loose on the streets.  No one had any sustained program environment for me to succeed within.  In those days, parents of other children did not want me around – I was a potential contaminant.  Where was I to get any self-esteem?  As an artist, my mother had very little money and resorted to “welfare” to raise me.  We lived in the Beach Flats area of Santa Cruz, certainly now a gang infested ghetto environment.  I thought it was great because we lived near the Boardwalk.  Little did I comprehend that it was a high crime infested area.  Having spent the other half of my time in Oakland, crime was just something you just worked your way around.  Suffice it to say, that I didn’t have any self-esteem.  I resorted to drugs and alcohol my junior year at Soquel High School, where we had moved.  There was a lot of cutting school and partying with loose girls and generally trying to get any attention from anywhere.  Misery loves company.  I loved any company I could get, most of it bad.      


What I accomplished in that one senior year is still somewhat baffling.  As indicated, the previous year was punctuated by frequent trips to a brand new building the County of Santa Cruz was so proud of located on Graham Hill Road, that being Juvenile Hall.  I even spent one week in solitary confinement.  However, my brother, remember the pole-vaulter(?), called me on the phone and was able to pass along just a drop of the confidence he was acquiring as a walk-on track star at Cal Berkeley.  Little by little, I was able to start turning my life around during that summer between my junior and senior year when I began running 5 miles each and every day.  As I got stronger and stronger, I had just a little more of the jet fuel from that same older brother.  He also gave sage advice like “A strong mind and a strong body go hand in hand.”  [Which reminds me of a quote from Frank Zuna, winner of the 1921 Boston Marathon and member of the 1924 U.S. Olympic Marathon team, “My muscles, but slabs of rubber.  All that I am, I am because of my mind.”]

Somehow, I was able to transform myself into a 4-minute miler in one year.  As it turned out, my senior year at Soquel High School (yes, it was 1972) I ran a 4:07 mile split in a distance medley relay race.  That 36-year-old distance medley school record still adorns the scoring shed window next to the Soquel High track.  Go up and look.  What did it take to achieve such a high level of performance?  Answer: One drop of confidence and a total commitment to excellence.

The confidence started in little dribs and drabs.  First, Coach Dewey Tomkins observed that I set the school record on the cross-country course during a P.E. class on the first day we suited-up in our gym clothes.  Coach Ken Thomas immediately invited me out for the cross-country team.  Coach Thomas had given me a D- in History that previous year and made me go to his class in summer school.  The next summer he was to start the Wharf-to-Wharf race.  Later, I would be recruited by an Olympic Sprint Coach, Don Santos, to run at Cal State Hayward with a sub-4 minute miler and 3rd in the NCAA the previous year, Willie Eashmon.  It was then that I decided that I could be an attorney and turned my focus to things other than running.  Eventually, I would graduate in the top ten in my class at a top ten law school, Georgetown University, in Washington, D.C. and some other academic achievements along the way I won’t mention here.               



The mind must control the body, there is no doubt about it; but you don’t think your way to better acting, you act your way to better thinking.  This is at the heart of cognitive-behavioral therapy.  Stop thinking and start doing.  “Just do it” the Nike ad says – they’re right!      
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