
He Chose Me First 
November 24, 2019 

Rev. Tom Schade 
Follen Community Church 

Page  of 1 3

In the spring of my sixth grade, we boys played baseball in a field beyond 
the playground. Even I, who was that boy who usually played jacks with 
the girls, played baseball. I was not good at the game; I’m not good at 
any sport.  

Our school had a small percentage of black pupils; there were black kids 
in every class I was in. Two black kids, Cliff Brown and Marvin Redding 
were the captains of the baseball teams that played in the field beyond 
the playground. I don’t remember any teacher ever coming out there, so 
it was a world of boys with its own customs and rules. And the captaincy 
of Cliff and Marvin was just the way it was.  

They tossed a bat and made hands up to the top and one of them chose 
a player first and then they alternated until all the players were on a team. 
I was usually the last to be chosen.  

And then one bright sunny day, Marvin Redding chose me first. 

HE CHOSE ME FIRST.  ME !  

Cliff and the other players laughed at Marvin, as though he flipped out 
and thrown the game. Me, I was lifted up in joy. It was wonderful. He 
chose me first.  
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I wish I could say that I played my little heart out, knocked in the winning 
run and made a few unbelievable defensive plays, that I earned the re-
spect of all the boys, who had heretofore, thought me suspect, because 
as I have previously mentioned, preferred to play jacks with the girls.  

But this is not a cheesy movie. I turned in my usual dismal performance: 
strikeouts at the plate, and Bill Brucknering every ground ball that came 
my way.  

But Marvin Redding had chosen me first, and for that I am grateful. Obvi-
ously, it still brings joy in memory. There is abundance of kind, friendly, 
affirming gestures that we can give to each other. Our pockets are stuffed 
with them. And there is an abundance of people around us who need 
them. So don’t be cheap with them.  

The bell rang and Marvin and I walked back to school together and I had 
to ask him. Marvin, why did you choose me first.  

Marvin said, “you looked sad out there, and you needed a boost.” Such 
sensitivity for a sixth grade boy! Like I said, there is an abundance of kind 
gestures and an abundance of people who need them.  
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And then he said, “And I counted everybody and it was an odd number, 
so I was going to get you anyway.” 

I didn’t care. He had still chosen me first. 


