
Dear Mr. Jeter, 

 My name is Evan Sternbach, and I am a 12-year-old boy who absolutely 

loves baseball. I play it, watch it, or do something that relates to it every day of 

my life. My dad was born in Queens, NY, and he grew up going to tons of Yankee 

games. When I was about five, he started talking to me about his experiences, 

and I started to watch games. I noticed you, and my baseball career was changed 

forever.  

 You made so many great plays, and were talked about so much, I figured 

you’d be a good role model. I have never been more right in my life. Since your 

rookie year in 1996, you’ve been a class act on and off the field. Helping others 

with your “Turn Two Foundation,” and never arguing with an umpire, you are the 

absolute perfect role model for any young baseball player. You show how to act 

and react the right way in certain situations, especially when you always respond 

to the media as honestly as possible. When Alex Rodriguez came over from Texas, 

you welcomed him with open arms. Even through his ups and downs, you stuck 

by him and tried to answer incredibly tough questions the only way you know 

how to: honestly! Mr. Jeter, you stood up for your teammates no matter what. 

You’ve picked up the Yanks and carried them on your shoulders because you’re 

“The Captain.” You’ve also carried on the Yankees-Red Sox rivalry without any 

violence. Not to mention your incredible stats. 

 (From the day I’m writing this)… 3,316 hits, a .312 lifetime batting average, 

256 homeruns, 5 gold gloves, and 5 world series rings. I idolize you. I look up to 

you to see how to act professionally on and off the field. I look up to you to see 

what it takes to play in the most advanced baseball league in the world. I look up 

to you to copy your work ethic, whether it be for baseball or not. You are, in my 

opinion, one of the best to ever play the game. 

 People say I’m crazy to think I’ll ever make the big leagues. I don’t. I think it 

will be the hardest thing I’ll ever do in my life, but it’s definitely possible. You 

grew up in Kalamazoo, Michigan, just a boy playing the game he loved. I’m doing 

the same thing. There are cocky kids, big kids, popular kids, and everything in 

between. But just because they’re taller than me or have more “friends” than me 

doesn’t mean I can’t be a better ball player than them. That’s just another reason 

why I idolize you. You never let anyone beat you without a good fight. 



 You yourself created a saying: “There may be people with more talent than 

you, but there’s no excuse for anyone to work harder than you do.” I make sure 

that I’m the one that’s working the hardest. Since I’m in seventh grade this year, 

I’ll be trying out for middle school baseball. There are A LOT of kids trying out, at 

least 40. I don’t care about the competition, though. As long as I train as hard as I 

can and leave my best out there on the field during tryouts, I’ll be proud of myself 

for taking the next step in my baseball career. And that’s another thing: most kids 

are starting to think about jobs they want to take on when they graduate high 

school/college. I’m one of the few who want to play sports for a living. I don’t care 

what people say, I’m going to do everything in my power to make this childhood 

dream into a professional career. 

 There’s a saying: heroes get remembered, but legends never die. I know for 

a fact that you’re under the legends category. On February 12th, the day you 

announced your upcoming retirement, the entire world shook. Social media 

absolutely exploded. Every other picture and every other tweet was about 

wishing you the best and thanking you for your astonishing career. Nobody, not 

even Red Sox fans, talked trash about you that day. Everyone in the baseball 

universe tipped their caps to “The Captain” who brought almost two decades of 

fierce competition and pure class to the game. No one could stop talking about 

you. Mr. Jeter, you have a seat reserved in Cooperstown. You have all baseball 

fans behind you, no matter what team they usually cheer for. You’ve changed my 

life, from the first time I heard your name to this day. Through you, I’ve learned to 

never give up on my dreams, how to play the game the right way, and how to 

work hard to accomplish my goals. You are one of the few players in this day and 

age who can leave the game on their own terms. Mr. Jeter, you’re one of the last 

players of your generation, as the new rookies get called up. Baseball is 

advancing, starting fresh, and a new generation is up and coming. However, it’s 

impossible to forget you, Mr. Jeter, one of the best to ever play this game. 

 Thank you so much for everything, and I wish you the best as you turn the 

page and move on with your life. You’ll always be the best ambassador ever in the 

game. You sure got through to me, a kid with a dream and you as an idol. 

Farewell, Captain.  

 



Sincerely, 

Evan Sternbach 

Lansdale, Pa 

19446 


