Return to Hofstra
By Alicia Smith

It was April of my senior year in high school. There
was the typical spring buzz in the air: exams, college
acceptance, proms. But for me, | was still looking for a
college athletic scholarship. It was late in the game and
looked as if | were going to sign that Thursday with the
University of Vermont to play field hockey and softball.
Wednesday night Hofstra called for the first time.....

And so my collegiate career at Hofstra played itself
out over the next four years. | entered as a freshman not
expected to pitch an inning for the Pride until | could pick
my chin up off of my cleats and stand up straight. | was there
to hit- and while we were at it, they decided to see what |
could do in the unfamiliar territory of the outfield. | spent
three months tied to a fence in the bullpen, my parents
encouraging me to be relentless and unwilling to give up on
my dream to pitch at the Division | level. | spent the entire
off-season working on dropsteps, fixing my throwing
mechanics, getting a “real” glove to replace my beloved

“pancake”, as they had fondly referred to my original glove before they threw it in the garbage.

The hours were long, the work intense, but the process changed my life. | didn’t pitch too many game
my freshman year and my outfield skills were average- thank God for that .401 batting aveXadb€ years
went on, my posture was there, my innings increased, | was a member of arguably the bekinotinfiel
country and | could still hit. | played my last game in front of over 2,000 fans at Louisiana Stagesltni
where one hit decided the game against LSU, the #7 team in the country- and who had the baltie%he cir
ME- a 2000 NFCA All-American.

| started every single game of my career for the Hofstra Pride, all 232 of thermell@#at it meant
to lift weights, to condition at six in the morning, to make the Dean’s List, to run a 3-2-3 (you dontowant
know), to do sit-ups until you could hardly breathe, to wake up and struggle walking to the bathroom. But wh
| did, | didn’t do alone. There were 16 other girls sharing the same plight and together we peérs$alieg
and succeeding together. We weren't all the best of friends, but when we draped the Hédstmaowerr our
heads, we were one. We were a unified front, willing to do anything for each other one practioeeabne
inning at a time. For those that lasted, that wanted it bad enough, it was the best timeve$our li



There are many of you who are reading this that
know exactly what | am talking about, that have
experienced the same sort of thing. For those of you who
do not, | hope you can feel my words. When | walked
onto the Hofstra softball field, where | played my last
home game, shed blood, sweat and tears- | lost my breath
for just a moment. It doesn’t happen every time like it did
that first practice, but it still happens. When | am looking
at the flag, standing on the field, looking into the stands,
there is so much that comes back to me. Not just the
memories of what happened there, but the feelings that
return and the reflection on the metamorphosis that
occurred in me while | was there. | am part of the Hofstra
tradition, one began by those before me, carried by those
who were with me and is continued in those on the field
today. Itis a tradition that is instilled in you, if you want
it. For those who look back and remember being pushed
further than they thought they could go, being on the edge
of giving up, hearing what they didn’t want to
hear....... For those that were able to realize that they had
established new standards, grew mentally tougher and learned to appreciate the truthepvewasn't so
pretty. Those are just some of the lessons learned, ingrained in the power of the Dutch, now KmeWwndes t
and rightfully so.

| am not telling you this story to merely highlight my Hofstra accomplishments, but to provigé a br
anecdote of the journey that has taken me to the place | am today: a daughter, a teachemd addeWw a
York Juggernaut. | stand here in the Juggernaut pinstripes, the same #23 | wore as a memb&lefdhe P
the same field that helped construct my character and | thank God every game for the oppodanitglt
again. To be able to live at a different time, in a different uniform with a differeme,nauilding a new
tradition, but still playing for all of the right reasons.

| thank all of those who told me to never give up, never be told you couldn’t do something, and that

there is always tomorrow. | thank those who were with me along the journey then and those thag watfti
me today. Thank you to my coaches that stayed after until | got it right and to those today for the oppmrtunity
play for the Juggernaut. But most of all | want to thank my father Ray, my mother Debbie and my youngest

brother Anthony. Without you, there wouldn’t have been a foundation. There would have been no one to cats



me, no one to feed the machine, no one to collect the balls, no one to coach a team, no one to be the
scorekeeper, no one to be the bat boy...... to be my family.

To all of the young athletes out there: take pride in what you do, don't take a second on that field for
granted, appreciate those around you, be a good teammate and dream big!! Maybe one day you could be a |
York Juggernaut! GO ‘NAUTS!



