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In memory of my grandparents
James L. Broderick and Min Broderick



It seems to me that through baseball I was put in touch with

a more humane and tender brand of patriotism, lyrical rather
than martial or righteous in spirit, and without the reek of
saintly zeal, a patriotism that could not so easily be sloganized,
or contained in a high-sounding formula to which you had

to pledge something vague but all-encompassing called your
“allegiance.”

—Philip Roth, “My Baseball Years”



