



[image: Epub cover]




[image: ]



To my wife Sue and my three children, Matthew, Emma, and Grace, without whose patience, support, and most of all love, the completion of this book would not have been possible. Also, for my dad Jim who instilled in me my lifelong love of the game of baseball.

—Kevin Neary



For my dad, who not only taught me about the game of baseball but gave me my passion for it. To my children Katie and Sean, to whom I hope to pass on the same love of baseball. And to my husband Eric, for his patience through it all!

—Leigh A. Tobin






There might be 55,000 fans in the stand but you can always hear your dad’s voice.

—    Jeff Francoeur,  outfielder for the Kansas City Royals





  
  Contents


Title Page

Dedication

Francoeur Quote

Acknowledgments

In Memory of Gary Carter


  
  Foreword by Terry Francona


Introduction

Moises Alou

Garrett Atkins

Rocco Baldelli

Clint Barmes

David Bell

Lance Berkman

Wilson Betemit

Jeremy Bonderman

Aaron Boone

Joe Borchard

Jeff Brantley

Reid Brignac

Jonathan Broxton

Mark Buehrle

Paul Byrd

Frank Catalanotto

Joba Chamberlain

Tony Clark

Aaron Cook

Coco Crisp

Bubba Crosby

Jose Cruz Jr.

Michael Cuddyer

Jack Cust

Mark DeRosa

Matt Diaz

Scott Dohmann

Chris Duffy

Morgan Ensberg

Scott Erickson

Johnny Estrada

Kyle Farnsworth

Chone Figgins

Jeff Francoeur

Sam Fuld

J. J. Furmaniak

Jaime Garcia

Nick Green

Shawn Green

Toby Hall

Roy Halladay

Jack Hannahan

Jeremy Hermida

Aaron Hill

Eric Hinske

Trevor Hoffman

Matt Holliday

Phil Hughes

Brandon Inge

Conor Jackson

Desmond Jennings

Derek Jeter

Chipper Jones

Matt Joyce

Scott Kazmir

Adam Kennedy

Ian Kinsler

Steve Kline

John Lackey

Mike Lamb

Ryan Langerhans

Adam LaRoche

Matt LeCroy

Brad Lidge

Mike Lieberthal

James Loney

Evan Longoria

Mark Loretta

Mike Lowell

Rob Mackowiak

Greg Maddux

Ryan Madson

Joe Mauer

Brian McCann

Dustin McGowan

Nate McLouth

Doug Mientkiewicz

Benjie Molina

Jose Molina

Yadier Molina

Justin Morneau

Matt Morris

Mark Mulder

Mike Mussina

Wes Obermueller

Lyle Overbay

Jonathan Papelbon

Carl Pavano

Jake Peavy

Andy Pettitte

Andy Phillips

Mike Piazza

Scott Podsednik

Cliff Politte

Jorge Posada

Colby Rasmus

Juan Rincon

Mariano Rivera

Ryan Roberts

Nate Robertson

Sean Rodriguez

Kenny Rogers

Scott Rolen

Jimmy Rollins

Justin Ruggiano

B. J. Ryan

Curt Schilling

Mike Scioscia

Chris Shelton

James Shields

Kelly Shoppach

Matt Stairs

Shannon Stewart

Mark Sweeney

Nick Swisher

Taylor Tankersley

Mark Teixeira

Jim Thome

B. J. Upton

Justin Upton

Andy Van Slyke

Justin Verlander

Tim Wakefield

Matt Wieters

Ty Wigginton

Bernie Williams

Randy Winn

Randy Wolf

Jason Wood

David Wright

Jamey Wright

Jaret Wright

Michael Young

Ben Zobrist

More Advice for Little Leaguers  and Others

Field of Dreams

Photo Credits

Sources

Copyright


♦    Acknowledgments    ♦



Robert Astle, Steve Barr (Little League International), Frank Blum (WALT DISNEY WORLD Company), Brian Britten (Detroit Tigers), Peter Chase (Chicago Cubs), Brandon Cohen, Chris Costello, Chad Crunk (University of Arkansas), Joe Cuomo (New York Mets), Joe Dier (Mississippi State University), Brenda Earhart, Johnny Ferrero, Terry Francona, Pam Ganley (Boston Red Sox), Coddy Granum, Brad Hainje (Atlanta Braves), Dave Haller (Tampa Bay Rays), Andrew Heydt (Tampa Bay Rays), Dani Holmes-Kirk (Chicago Cubs), Brad Horn (National Baseball Hall of Fame & Museum), John Horne (National Baseball Hall of Fame & Museum), Jay Horowitz (New York Mets), Mike Huff (Georgia Tech), Josh Ishoo (San Diego Padres), Greg Jones, James Earl Jones, Dave Kaczmarczyk, Doug Kemp (Philadelphia Phillies), Amanda Koch (Philadelphia Phillies), Scott Littlefield (WALT DISNEY WORLD Company), Kendall Loyd, Michelle Marks, Pete Mayta, Cheryl Meeks, Adrienne Midgley (Atlanta Braves), Warren Miller (San Diego Padres), Hal Morningstar, James Neary, Veronica Neary, Dr. Gary Nelson, Tom O’Reilly (WALT DISNEY WORLD Company), Candy Owens, Veronica Owens, Paul Perrello, Bret Picciolo (San Diego Padres), Matthew Ratner (Florida International University), Carmen Rios-Molina, Matt Rivlin (Tampa Bay Rays), Phil Alden Robinson, Tom Rodowsky (Walt Disney), Linda Rolen, Carol and Ed Rogers, Dave Schofield, Geoffrey Stone, Bob Thomas (Florida State University), Rick Thompson (Detroit Tigers), John Timberlake (Philadelphia Phillies), Jim Trdinich (Pittsburgh Pirates), Mike Tuohey (WALT DISNEY WORLD Company), Rick Vaughn (Tampa Bay Rays), Tom Whiteway (Tampa Bay Rays), Casey Wilcox (Arizona Diamondbacks), Shana Wilson (San Diego Padres), Judy Wolf, Melody Yount (St. Louis Cardinals), and Ed Zausch.




In memory of Gary Carter who  represented “The Kid” in all of us






[image: ]



♦    Foreword    ♦



I have been involved in baseball my entire life. My father was a major league player, I was a major league player, and now I manage in the major leagues.

My father, John “Tito” Francona, was an outfielder/first baseman in the majors (as was I) from 1956 to 1970. My career started out strong (in 1981), but I’d like to think my knees prevented me from having a more successful playing career. I was done playing in 1990 and moved into the coaching and managing ranks in 1991. The White Sox organization gave me opportunities to manage in the minors, but in 1996 I got my big break. General Manager Lee Thomas hired me to be the manager for the Philadelphia Phillies; it was my first big league managing job.

I met a lot of great people in Philadelphia, many of whom I am still friends with to this day. The team didn’t have the best results, but I learned a lot and gained experience. Many of the people I met there helped me get through the daily requests, avoid pitfalls, and provided the basis for my future success. One of those people was Leigh A. Tobin, the little spitfire PR person who was by my side through my four years there.

“Leigh-Leigh” never got flustered. She treated everyone in that clubhouse with respect, which is why I think they respected her in return. She advised me on interviews, anticipated my statistical needs, would listen to my rants without judgment, was firm, but remained a rock through it all.

I was hired as the Boston Red Sox manager in 2004, probably the biggest move and most thrilling year of my career. It was the first of two World Championships I experienced there. And it was shortly after that year that Leigh-Leigh introduced me to Kevin Neary.

Kevin is a fascinating person who can tell a story better than anyone I have ever met. He told me about his idea for this book and got me thinking about my father. Looking back, when I was growing up I think I probably took my dad for granted. It wasn’t until I moved out on my own that I realized how lucky I was.

One of my first memories was traveling with my dad a little bit when he was playing during those summer months. My dad was special . . . he was a major league player, but he was always a dad first to me. He was gone a lot with his job, but somehow he managed to make me feel important. He encouraged me to try my best and to enjoy the game. He never put a lot of pressure on me—he cared more about me—and to this day I am proud of him . . . and I hope I learned a lot about being a dad, so I can pass it on to my kids.

That is what makes this a special book. Every kid has special memories about his father—funny stories, vivid memories, great advice—and this is a great way for many major leaguers to share those stories and honor the men who helped us get here. (By the way, the best advice I received from my dad was to respect the game, respect the people in the game, and enjoy the competitiveness of the game.)

When my son Nick was in Little League, I was right there for him, as my dad was for me and, hopefully, Nick will be for his son one day. For us, baseball is just the means to a stronger father/son bond that is passed from generation to generation.





—Terry Francona






♦    Introduction    ♦

I need to begin with an admission . . . I am a baseball fan and I have my father to thank for that.

They say that history begins the year you were born but when you have a father that loves the game of baseball, history has no defined boundary. My dad would always remind me of the great players he grew up watching, Bob Feller, Warren Spahn, Joe DiMaggio, Stan Musial, Roy Campanella, Willie Mays, and of course Ted Williams. He would also talk about the great players who played the game before them, Ty Cobb, Walter Johnson, Grover Alexander, Rogers Hornsby, Lou Gehrig, Lefty Grove, and of course “The Babe.”

To the casual observer the game of baseball is played by two teams, on a field, preferably grass, with batters and fielders all competing in an effort to outscore their opponent in a given nine innings of play. Three strikes make an out, first base is ninety feet away, and the pitcher’s mound is sixty feet, six inches from home. Sounds simple, doesn’t it? Yet the game we call baseball for many is much more complicated, involving strategy and a sound game plan. And for some, the game takes on a somewhat philosophical approach. To these special individuals, “Baseball Is Life,” so says the popular expression.

Baseball is truly a game of tradition, heritage, and that of honoring excellence. And, I guess when my own son, Matthew, and my daughters, Emma and Grace, who I do coach in baseball, get a little older it will be my job and responsibility, as my dad did, to educate them on those same traditions regarding baseball and the greats who have played the game.

When I was a kid, I played baseball every chance I got. I loved spring and summer because that meant it was baseball season. Growing up we played baseball around the neighborhood, as well as a variety of games all inspired by baseball. I remember we used to play a game called half-ball. It involved a broomstick as a bat and a ball appropriately called a pimple ball we would then cut in two equal halves and use to compete on the street or in a back alley.

So many people have asked me over the years as I was collecting my research and writing this book, “Is this a book about baseball?” The answer is “Yes.” But, it’s less a book about baseball and more a book about the relationships between fathers and their sons.

The common thread that connects each of these stories is that it involves a major league ballplayer who had a father who served in a coaching capacity during his life. The book itself is designed to highlight the positive relationships of these fathers and their sons who have played, or currently play, the game of baseball. Each story describes the influence their father had on their baseball careers, their approach to life, and/or their own relationship with their families.

As you read each player’s story you will discover that every situation between father and player is unique as you might expect. Yet, there are subtle nuances that seem to connect each of the stories. What you will quickly discover is that behind every great ballplayer is an equally great father, who loves his son and shares with him the love of the game. A father, who was able to connect with his son, made the sacrifices when he needed to, and shared with him a common dream. I am sorry to say, however, that this book is not a blueprint on how to become a major league ballplayer.

This leads me to the next question, “Where did I gain the inspiration for the book?” For inspiration, I turned to two sources. As I watched the Little League World Series in 2005 I got my first source of inspiration. I began to wonder if the best players are oftentimes the coach’s son. This seemed to be the case with the Maitland, Florida, Little League team, which featured Dante Bichette Jr. and Tanner Stanley. Both, in this case, the sons of former major league ball players. After a few calls to the Little League World Series in Williamsport, Pennsylvania, and to the National Baseball Hall of Fame and Museum in Cooperstown, New York, my suspicions were confirmed. Each organization provided many examples of players who they knew were at one point coached by their father.

One such player was catching great Gary Carter. When he was inducted into the Baseball Hall of Fame, he began by telling the thousands in attendance that, “My parents can’t be here today in person, but I know that they are smiling down from heaven today, because they have the best seats in the house.” He continued and gave a glowing account of his own father Jim, “He was always there for me. He coached me in Little League, Pony League, and American Legion and also supported me in any other sport I played, constantly encouraging me. His favorite time of year was spring training, when he’d come and visit the family and watch a few games. He would go early with me to the ballpark and would stay until the end. He just couldn’t get enough baseball.”

So, there I was poised and ready to write this book. And for someone like me who is firmly planted in the concept of tradition, it seemed only fitting that my first interview for the book would be with Gary Carter, the player who quickly came to be, in my mind, the quintessential example of a son who was coached by his father. For over sixteen years Gary Carter’s father was his coach. “My father always reminded me to keep a level head, to keep focused, stay on track, and understand that I was given many God given gifts,” said a reflective Carter. “My father was always a part of my life and he was a great role model for me. I was his son, and my dad was my idol and my best friend.” admitted Carter. “My greatest honor after my nineteen-year professional career was to be honored by the National Baseball Hall of Fame. I know during my Induction Ceremony speech my father was looking over my right shoulder and my mom was looking over my left shoulder.”

Very quickly what I discovered was that the book was developing its own personality. I remember very early on in the writing project a media relations official by the name of Chris Costello from the Tampa Bay Rays approached me during an interview session and said, “Please let our home (Tampa) be your home for your American League interviews.” Shortly after that exchange, the Atlanta Braves and the Philadelphia Phillies made similar acknowledgments. I never knew who I was going to interview when I stepped into any clubhouse. There is certainly no media guide or documentation that says, “Played Little League and Pony League from ages six years old and up and was coached by his dad.” Every time I entered a clubhouse I knew I had to ask the question to every player I came into contact with. I got several “no’s” but not of the nasty sort. In most cases the player would say, “No, my dad couldn’t coach me because he was working all of the time.” And then they usually followed it up with an “It’s not like he didn’t want to be my coach!” Many players that I came into contact with, Tim Hudson, Chase Utley, Randy Johnson, Ivan Rodriguez, A. J. Pierzynski, Gary Sheffield, Paul Konerko, David Ortiz, and Ryan Howard, to name just a few, fell into this category. That hopefully answers yet another question I would often get about the book, “Why didn’t you interview this player or that player?” Certainly, I would have loved to interview the players mentioned, and so many more, but they didn’t fit the paradigm of being coached by their father.

One of the most interesting responses from a player that I came into contact with was pitcher John Smoltz. I asked John the same question I asked all the players, “Was your dad ever your coach growing up?” Smoltz replied, “No, my father was a musician, and he wanted me to be a musician, too.” I replied back, “I guess that is why you are such a virtuoso on the mound.” I think he appreciated the compliment.

Another interesting situation occurred with baseball great Alex Rodriguez. I remember when I interviewed Derek Jeter. Like so many players, Derek was very excited about the opportunity to talk about his father. In fact, I had to interview Derek twice because each time we ran out of time with the interview session. One of the days I interviewed Derek, Alex Rodriguez was sitting across from us and suiting up. Alex seemed very interested and fascinated at Derek’s recounts and stories about his father. I remember, when I finished with Derek, out of curiosity I turned to Alex and said, “Mr. Rodriguez may I ask you the same question? Were you ever coached by your father?” He admitted that his father did not coach him. I apologized to him, stating the parameters of the book and my inability to interview him. I wished him continued success and the very best. Alex then stood up, extended his hand, and said, “No, thank you and God bless!” I think Alex truly enjoyed listening to Derek’s own account of his father and the impact he had on his life.

Over the years, I’ve had players laugh with me and cry with me as they relate the stories of growing up being the coach’s son. In fact, I remember one player said to me, “I haven’t talked to my dad in over twenty years, but I owe him everything and am hoping your book brings us back together.”

A question that has often come up during the writing of this book is, “Were most of the fathers featured in this book perceived as hard on their sons and pushed them into the sport?” The answer consistently of those that I have interviewed has been, “No.” Only one player admitted, “My dad was the Little League coach from hell but looking back at my career I owe him everything.”

The quickest interview I ever did was with pitcher Mike Hampton. I asked Hampton if he, too, was coached by his father growing up. Hampton was off to the trainer’s room but quickly responded, “Yes!” I then asked, “At what age did he start his coaching of you as a player?” “At the age of four,” replied the hurried Hampton. And finally, “When did he stop coaching you?” Laughing at my question, Hampton said, “He is still my coach!”

When I talked to some old-time ballplayers, like Al Kaline and Ferguson Jenkins, I remember asking them the same question, “Did your father ever coach you in Little League?” The answer I received was basically the same, “No, he didn’t. He was working all of the time and the most he would do was to drop me off at the recreation center so I could play ball.”

The second source for my inspiration is my own father, Jim. Even though my father was never my coach growing up, he taught me to love the game and most important to respect it, a common lesson he also taught each of his children about life.

My father taught us to treat others how you would like to be treated yourself. And, that it’s perfectly acceptable to say “Thank you” and “You’re welcome” whenever the occasion arises.

Growing up in a city like Philadelphia was pretty similar to  growing up in other big cities or even any small town. You loved your own hometown team or the team you followed and subsequently despised all the rest.

However, if the American League team had a cool uniform, then that was usually a good enough reason to like them. Growing up in the 1970s, the Oakland Athletics immediately come to mind. The A’s wore solid green or solid gold jerseys, with contrasting white pants, at a time when most of the other teams wore all white uniforms at home and a gray uniform when the team was on the road. Plus they had some pretty awesome teams back then that included players like Bert Campaneris, Rollie Fingers, Catfish Hunter, and Reggie Jackson.

And, I don’t think there was a kid out there during the 1970s that didn’t want to pitch like Vida Blue, given his exaggerated delivery on the mound.

And speaking of the Athletics, many of you may or may not know Oakland was not their original home. Prior to Oakland they played in Kansas City and Philadelphia. I remember my father telling me how he cried the day the Athletics left town. “Why couldn’t it have been the Phillies,” he would say. The reason: the Athletics consistently fielded a good team over  the years while the Phillies generally spent more time in the proverbial cellar.

I remember my uncle and father would often debate which Philadelphia Athletics player was the best or which player had the greatest impact on the game. Despite their disagreements, they would always agree on one thing, Cornelius McGillicuddy Sr., better known as Connie Mack. “Now, there was a manager!” they would say. And to his credit, Connie Mack was a managerial icon and still remains so today. Anyone who has been able to capture and win nine American League pennants, five World Series Championships titles, and post over 3,700 Major League victories has to be doing something right.

As time went by, my father accepted the Athletics departure and welcomed the Phillies as his team. My father was alternately simple and yet complex. Like the famous Will Rogers, he never met a man he didn’t like. Except when it came to Philadelphia Phillies managers, he never met one he liked. Perhaps this was his way of never blaming the player for the team’s poor performances. The manager was always at fault. And maybe it was his own upbringing of never blaming the common man. He particularly loved those players he considered “blue collar.” My father was a huge fan of Ted Williams, Ernie Banks, and Al Kaline.

For thirty-nine years my father got up early and went to work driving a trolley in the city of Philadelphia. I guess this is why he got along with people so well, considering the number of passengers he encountered on a daily basis.

My father taught his children to love their family, to cherish their time together, to laugh, and most important to enjoy life. My father also taught us the simple things in life, like doing a day’s work for a day’s pay and the importance of remembering where you come from. I remember spending quite a bit of time with my father at the depot when I was younger. I guess you can say my father was participating in the “Bring your child to work day” even before it became fashionable. And, what kid wouldn’t have enjoyed riding the trolley with their dad at the wheel and then going back to the depot to meet his buddies.

My father loved his God, his family, and his country. He was a part of the great working class that helped build this country.

My father was, by all accounts, part of the greatest generation that has graced this country. He fought in World War II in both the European and Asian campaigns and watched his friends die heroes and rejoiced after victory. Yet, my father was a first generation immigrant. Both of his parents were born in a small town in County Mayo, Ireland.

I learned to work hard and push myself to be the best from my father. And as I get older, I am proud to say that I find myself turning into my father. There is so much of him that is now a part of me.

As I think back on the lifetime of lessons that I learned from my parents, I can only smile and say “Thank you.” Just like Hall of Famer Gary Carter reflected upon in his own induction speech, I know my parents are smiling down from heaven today.

My only hope is that you enjoy the following stories as much as I did researching and putting them together. My other wish is that someday the Phillies play the Athletics in the World Series. I know my dad and mom will have the best seats in the house. I can honestly say who he’d root for in the series is anyone’s guess . . . heaven only knows.
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♦    Moises Alou    ♦

Moises Alou has baseball in his blood—literally.

The Alou family has a rich baseball history. The Dominican brothers—Felipe, Jesus, and Matty Alou—all played Major League Baseball. Moise’s father, Felipe, was arguably the best of the brothers. A three-time All-Star and two-time National League leader in hits, Felipe also served as manager for the Montreal Expos (1992–2001) and San Francisco Giants (2003–06) after his playing career was over.

“My life has always been around the game,” said Moises. “I remember going with my dad all the time to the ballpark. I remember spending a lot of time in a big-league clubhouse. Baseball has always been a part of my life. It was always wonderful spending time with my father.”

Despite coming from a storied baseball family, Moises did not play organized baseball until he went to college at Canada College in Redwood City, California. He had impressive skills, however, and became the second overall selection in the June 1986 draft when the Pittsburgh Pirates chose him.

An outfielder, just like his father and uncles before him, Moises became a six-time All-Star and a 1997 World Series champion (with the Florida Marlins). He was lucky enough to have his father manage him twice in the majors—first with the Expos (1992–96), and then with the Giants (2005–06).

“I remember I was fourteen years old,” said Moises, thinking back to one of his favorite baseball memories. “It was in Montreal and my dad was a coach. I was in the clubhouse getting autographs. I even got one from my favorite player, Gary Carter. But what made this a good memory for me was that twelve years later, Gary Carter was a teammate of mine! Baseball has always been a great experience for me.”

It is possible that there will be another generation of Alous playing Major League Baseball. “I have three boys,” said Moises, of his sons Percio, Kirby, and Moises Jr., “and they love being around the clubhouse, too. And, hopefully, one day, they can tell their own stories about their father.”




♦    Garrett Atkins    ♦

California native Garrett Atkins said he was a typical coach’s son growing up. “My dad was my coach pretty much all the way up to high school. He began in player pitch and he has always been there in some capacity to help out,” Atkins began.

“I remember the hours he worked with me over the years, just with hitting balls to me on the weekend. My dad always told me that he wanted me to play the game right. So being the son of the coach, he always tried to get me to set a good example, to work harder than anyone else, and most important to play the game right.”

The first and third baseman attended UCLA after graduating from University High School in 1997. At UCLA, he played and roomed with Chase Utley (the 2011 second baseman for the Philadelphia Phillies) and became the school’s only three-time All-American (1998–2000).

Atkins was selected by the Colorado Rockies in the 5th round of the June 2000 draft. He made his major-league debut on August 3, 2003, and has gone on to play over seven seasons with the Rockies and Baltimore Orioles.

Atkins said his dad was always there for him, through every level. “I don’t always turn to my dad for advice anymore,” admitted Atkins, “but it is nice to know he is always willing to give it. If I don’t get a hit for a few games, he is on the phone calling me to give some advice. My dad can look at a box score tomorrow and know what I am doing wrong. If I’m not getting the hits I should, he always knows exactly what I am doing wrong. My dad always knew I had the talent and was always there to keep me going and working hard.”
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♦    Rocco Baldelli    ♦

Rocco Baldelli loves baseball and loves to talk about his father—a perfect combination for this book.

“My dad coached me from T-ball all the way up until I was thirteen years old,” said Baldelli. “He officially stopped being my coach when I went on to high school, but he is still unofficially my coach to this day.

“He gives me advice even before I ask for it,” the six foot four outfielder continued. “I started playing in high school, and he always had advice to share then and even today . . . and I still listen.”

Baldelli shared the advice his dad continues to share with him. “He always tells me the same thing, even to this day. I’ll go home in the off-season and he always tells me to move closer to the plate, swing harder, and keep your head in. It sounds like Little League still, but he’s been saying the same thing since I was five years old. He always has to remind me that I keep pulling my head out.

“My dad also taught me to work hard because, as he would say, ‘You’re only going to get one shot at it. You don’t want it to be over and think to yourself, did you give it your all?’”

Baldelli’s father clearly means the world to him. The Rhode Island native recalled some stories of growing up with his father. “I have a picture of me with a big, red Wiffle bat in my hands. I used to play with it in the backyard and my dad always used to pitch to me. Even when we moved to a house with a big backyard, we would play every day in the summer.

“When I was in high school,” Baldelli continued, “he even set up a batting cage in the basement of his store. It was in this old building with thick walls and big old beams. It was the perfect width for a batting cage. It all started when the batting cage we had in our backyard collapsed because of the weight of the snow. So we took the netting off and put it downstairs and nailed it to the walls. We put up a makeshift mound and a makeshift home plate. My dad even threw some fake turf on the floor, installed some spotlights . . . it was just perfect. It’s still there when I go home in the off-season and I get to hit there each time.”

After a successful athletic and academic career at Bishop Hendricken High School, Baldelli was selected by the Tampa Bay Devil Rays in the first round (6th overall) of the June 2000 draft. Three years later, he was in the big leagues as the starting center fielder for the Devil Rays.

“It was Opening Day in 2003,” recalled Baldelli. “It was here in Tampa and it was my very first game and my dad was there. It was against the Red Sox, and being from Rhode Island and just forty-five minutes away from Boston, he was still rooting just for me. He always roots for me.”

The proud father follows his son as closely as he can. “He gets that special television package and watches all the games,” said Baldelli with a grin. “My family gets together with everyone and they all watch. He is a devoted fan of just me. My dad has always been there for me and he is proud of all his kids. Just listening to my dad talk is enough for me.”






♦    Clint Barmes    ♦

“I have been coached by my dad ever since I picked up a bat, even before Little League, and up to the point I reached college,” said Clint Barmes a major-league infielder from Indiana. “My first year in Little League I was seven years old in a machine-pitch league and that’s when it all started in organized play. Over the years my dad practiced and worked with me a lot.”

Barmes credits his father with teaching him the value of hard work. “He taught me about the work ethic. He taught me how to play the game. My dad would always be on me about playing the game hard, to go out and have fun, and to give it my all. Over the years, baseball was all that I knew,” he stated. “If I didn’t go on to be a ballplayer, then I would have been a carpenter.”

For Barmes, family always came first. “I would say my family members were my idols and have always been a big part of my life,” he said. “My dad was more into playing with us instead of sitting and watching a game. I grew up as a Cardinals fan, and I got to go to one or two games when I was little. My baseball hero at that time was Ozzie Smith. . . . I still love watching him.”

Barmes graduated from Lincoln High School in 1997. “When I was in high school I got a couple of offers from a few junior colleges,” said Barmes, who went to Olney Central Community College in Illinois for two years on a scholarship, before heading to Indiana State University. “After my freshman year in college, I got a few more looks and I started thinking that becoming a big-league player may happen. By my third year in college I got even more playing time and even stronger in the game and my dream started to become even more of a reality.”

Barmes took the next step when the Colorado Rockies selected him in the 10th round of the June 2000 draft. “Once I got into professional ball, I learned a lot about the game from some of the older players who were on the team,” Barmes recalled. “I’d bring what I learned back to my dad and we again learned together. It was things he might not have thought of. But for the most part, my dad taught me the basics and he was the one who got me involved in the game. My dad helped convince me to work hard and to put in the time to get here. It was my dad who I first discussed being a pro player with.”

Barmes recalled a story that symbolized his family’s loyalty and commitment to him. “My family has always been a big part of my life,” he insisted. “The best story I remember was when I began my professional career. My grandparents drove out from Indiana to Portland, Oregon, to see me play in the minor leagues. My grandmother didn’t want to fly. They took three days to get there. The next day I got called up, so they missed me playing in Portland. I called them from the airport and I said to them, ‘I’ve got good news and bad news. The bad news is that I won’t be in Portland tonight. The good news is I got called up to the next level and will be in Asheville, North Carolina.’ So my grandparents turned the car around that same day. Three days later, they met me in Asheville. They have always made the time to see me play.”

The six foot one infielder achieved his dream on September 5, 2003, when he made his major-league debut with a start at shortstop for Colorado against the Los Angeles Dodgers. He spent almost eight years in the majors with the Rockies before joining his current team, the Houston Astros.

“I feel like I have a great relationship with my dad,” Barmes concluded in an interview before his father died. “I have always enjoyed talking baseball with my dad. We talk about every aspect of the game and over the years we’ve both been able to learn together.”

(Barmes’s father, Barry, passed away from lung cancer in October 2010.)






♦    David Bell    ♦

When you are a member of a rare group—a three-generation Major League Baseball family—the odds are long that your father would be able to be your coach growing up. However, bet against the odds with the Bell family.

Meet the Bells: grandfather Gus, a fifteen-year MLB outfielder who played mainly with the Cincinnati Reds and Pittsburgh Pirates and was a four-time All-Star; father Buddy, an eighteen-year major leaguer who played mainly for the Cleveland Indians, Texas Rangers, and Cincinnati Reds, was a five-time All-Star, and earned six Gold Gloves for his excellent play at third base, then was also a coach in the major leagues as well as a manager for nine seasons; and son David, a twelve-year major leaguer who played mainly for the St. Louis Cardinals, Seattle Mariners, and Philadelphia Phillies, and was known for his professionalism, steady bat, and reliable play at third base.

“Growing up, my father was never able to coach me in baseball,” the youngest Bell clarified. “But he coached me in basketball. My dad coached me and my brothers.” (David’s brothers, Mike and Ricky, were also drafted by major-league teams, but only Mike made it to the majors for one season with the Cincinnati Reds in 2002.) “He was eventually my baseball coach when I played in Cleveland for the Indians.”

“My dad taught us a lot, not only about basketball, but how to compete and what it meant to be a part of a team—all the good things that carry over to baseball,” the usually soft-spoken Bell said.

Growing up around major-league clubhouses gave Bell a chance to see baseball players from another side. “There were always players who were really my favorites,” he said, then added with a smile, “but my dad overshadowed anyone else. I watched him from the moment I woke up to the time I went to bed . . . and I tried to be just like him.”

The greatest advice Bell received from his idol and father: “Have fun, hustle, and do your best. They are the things that seem pretty simple, but are very important.”

He is still close to his father to this day. “I talk to him once or twice a week during the season and in the off-season we spend a lot of time together.”

What about the other generation, his grandfather? “I never saw him play,” said Bell, “but I spent a lot of quality time with him and we were very close. He was able to be around for my baseball games when my dad wasn’t able to. He was also a big influence in my life.”

The closeness of the family is illustrated by the final story David shared about his father when he was growing up. “I remember my dad was playing in Texas and I was in Little League,” Bell began. “Players get to the ballpark around two or three o’clock. They take batting practice between four and five o’clock when the game is at seven.

“Well, between five and seven there is a little down time. Once batting practice was over my dad would run to his car, while still in uniform, and drive to my field and watch the game. And no one knew he was there.

“It was really nice,” he continued. “I knew he was there and it was a great feeling I think for him to be there. And just so we would know that he was there, when we did something good, he would honk the horn. We then knew he was there watching us.”

This tradition actually began with Bell’s grandfather. Gus would make the same effort to get to Buddy’s games and honked the horn in the same fashion to let him know that he was there and approved of his play. So will David do the same for his son? “Yeah, I probably will,” he grinned.






♦    Lance Berkman    ♦

“If you want to be good, you’ve got to pay the price.”

That piece of advice was the greatest lesson All-Star Lance Berkman learned from his father. The phrase became a mantra during his youth—and beyond. “It has been a foundation of mine that has stuck with me all my life,” Berkman said. “Whether I’m hitting from the cage or off the golf tee, you need to do the things you need to do to be successful.”

Berkman’s father was his coach from age seven to almost twelve. “However,” noted the big first baseman, “my dad was always a coach of mine, even though he did not have that official title. He was always the guy I learned stuff off of.”

He continues to learn from his father to this day. “My father has been instrumental in my career and even now I call him for advice. I talk to him about the game and stuff like that. The good thing about my dad is that he is smart enough to realize I am at a level of play now that he isn’t able to compare to . . . and that I probably learn through experience more about the mechanics of the swing, and what you can and can’t do, than what he can offer from an advice standpoint.”

“But,” Berkman continued, “the mental side of the game is a different story. My dad is a very good mental coach. He is always somebody I’ll call and talk to, especially when I’m not doing well. He is always that guy who can really help pump you up and has been great for me in that capacity.”

Berkman was—and is—passionate about the game of baseball, something his father recognized in him at a young age. He explained with a story: “My dad really invested a lot of time in me. We had this batting cage out in the country. We’d go out there about every weekend—Saturdays and Sundays—and just hit. That’s where I honed my swing. I remember I’d get mad at him at times when I didn’t want to be out there, but he’d drag me out there to do this or that. You know when you are a kid it wasn’t always the first thing on your mind. But looking back, I am so glad he made that effort.” That effort paid off in big ways for Berkman, who has been a professional baseball player since the Houston Astros drafted him in 1997. A major leaguer since 1999, he played almost twelve seasons (nearly his entire career) with the Astros, which was great for his parents who live about two and a half hours away from Houston.

“My father was there for my first game,” Berkman recalled fondly, of the July 16, 1999, meeting with Detroit. “He has gone to a lot of games and he is always there for Opening Day. I know he takes a lot of pride and pleasure in watching the games.
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