
        
            
                
            
        


		
			ADVANCE PRAISE FOR 
ONE BASE AT A TIME

			“Dave Mellor, operating on a canvas of grass and dirt, has transformed our field at Fenway Park into a shimmering work of art for nearly two decades. Now Boston’s greatest gardener shares his personal story of facing and ultimately overcoming PTSD, one that should inspire hope in all who read it.”

			—SAM KENNEDY, Boston Red Sox President and CEO

			 

			“David’s book is a must-read, inspiration for anyone facing challenges…which is all of us! His childhood dream of playing Major League Baseball was crushed after several devastating, physical attacks that left him with non-combat related PTSD. But he persevered ‘One Base at a Time’ with a true ‘Never-Quit’ attitude and now runs the team responsible for the most professional grounds keeping at the holiest of baseball cathedrals: Fenway Park. This is a true story of how to reach your goal while realizing that roadblocks are only detours.”

			—ROBERT J. O’NEILL, Former Navy SEAL

			 

			“Dave Mellor brings to light the multifaceted challenges encountered by people struggling to overcome the physical and mental injuries of trauma. A truly inspiring story of one man’s efforts to overcome significant adversity.”

			—JACK HAMMOND, Brigadier General USA Ret., Executive Director, Home Base, A Red Sox Foundation and Massachusetts General Hospital Program

			 

			“David has an amazing life story about overcoming adversity! He leads by example and is extremely motivating showing that your emotional/mental strength needs as much conditioning as your physical strength! I also learned from the book, ‘Life is good because you decided to make it that way! If you want to make a positive impact, have a positive life!’” 

			—PETER HOFFMANN, Commander, 126 Air Refueling Squadron, Lt Col (Ret)

			 

			“The Comeback Kid. A story of one man, his family, and how to overcome trauma. Dave Mellor shows us how post-traumatic stress can become post-traumatic growth—a must read for all who face adversity and need an example for how to regain our lives.” 

			—MICHAEL ALLARD, Chief Operating Officer, Home Base: A Red Sox Foundation and Massachusetts General Hospital Program

			 

			“The reality is that PTSD is not only found in men and women returning from battle. It rears its ugly head in all aspects of our society, from those abused as children to people scarred from having observed a terrible crime. David is a patient of mine who tells here his story of multiple terrible traumas. He had over 40 surgeries, developed a disabling chronic pain syndrome, and lives with PTSD from all of the experiences. I was his neurosurgeon treating his chronic pain and heard firsthand what these events had done to him, but I also saw evidence of how he had resurrected his life, becoming a highly-functioning member of society, directing the Fenway Park groundscrew (one of the best in baseball), having a family, and now having the courage to help others out of their own PTSD darkness. If you have PTSD or know someone who does, read this book!”

			—JEFF ARLE, MD, PhD, Neurosurgeon, Harvard Medical School

			 

			“I could not put it down! As a major league crew chief my job is to get the game in! I rely heavily on the grounds crew in each stadium, particularly the head groundskeeper. There are only thirty people who do this job, and they are all excellent. David Mellor is a man who stands out in a field of excellence. What amazes me is, despite everything life has thrown at David, he has emerged at the top of his profession. This man has not only gotten up from the mat numerous times, he has won the fight by a unanimous decision! This book has inspired me to keep the faith, and keep fighting the good fight. I admire the courage David has to speak about his struggles, I know it will help many people who are suffering. Baseball can be a ruthless game with very little forgiveness. You have to get the job done no matter what. David not only gets the job done, he gets it done the right way! When I make a call in a game that goes against your team, you probably don’t like it. I am telling you to read this book, I know this is a call that no one will argue with!”

			—TED BARRETT, Major League Umpire, Crew Chief #65

			 

			“I know David, not only as one of the best, most trusted groundskeepers in Major League Baseball, but more importantly, someone who has a deep compassion for people. Discussing my own history with concussions, David and I formed a bond, so I know firsthand his desire to help others. This book does just that, by telling his very personal story and relating his experiences…the setbacks and disappointments, the embarrassment, fear and guilt, withdrawing from family and friends, and finally, the courage and strength to seek help. If you have PTSD or think you might, read David’s journey. You may find it to be a lot like yours…”

			—DALE SCOTT, thirty-two-year MLB Umpire (retired 2018) and sixteen-year crew chief

			 

			“As a psychologist who works with clients suffering from PTSD, I was immediately struck by the personal aspect of David’s story. How tragic to have your dreams crushed in such a cruel manner. My other reaction was a bit more selfish. I realized that I could share this inspiring story with my own clients: ‘You say that you’re feeling a little embarrassed to admit that you’re not coping well with this trauma? You’re thinking that “a tougher person should be able to handle this?” Are you a Red Sox fan? Let me tell you the story of David Mellor, Head Groundskeeper for Fenway Park.’ 

			“I wrote to David and told him how thankful I was that he had decided to share his story. I said that I was sure I’d be able to use it to help others realize that they were acting like any other human being would in their shoes. ‘You are having a NORMAL reaction to a very ABNORMAL situation; welcome to the human race.’ David did a big favor for professionals like myself, and for anyone who is struggling to overcome a trauma.”

			—PAUL SHIEBLER, Psy.D, Licensed Psychologist
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			DEDICATION

			 

			To everyone who is facing challenges and dealing with traumas. You are not alone. Don’t give up. It’s not easy or pretty but, with treatment, you too can heal. Please remember that you have the power to choose to believe in yourself, and you can start by taking it one step at a time, One Base at a Time.

			To the double-amputee gentleman I saw in physical therapy years ago: Your infectious positive attitude and never-give-up spirit has inspired me every day. Thank you. A positive attitude is a powerful force and we can all learn from your glowing example.
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			By Buster Olney

			[image: 7974.jpg]he moments before each broadcast present a fight against adrenaline and, through the years, I’ve learned to ease that tension by distracting myself from the business at hand. A conversation with the cameraman about his hometown, or maybe a friendly shout to a front-row fan wearing an interesting shirt, or a quick chat with a player walking by. Anything to dissipate the logjam of information that caroms in your mind as you wait for the producer’s countdown to start the show.

			About a decade ago, we had an Opening Day broadcast in Fenway Park, and we were about five minutes to air when I saw a man carrying a rake—Dave Mellor, the head groundskeeper of the oldest and most unusual major-league ballpark in America. We made eye contact and I asked him a simple question: “How did you get into this business?”

			Dave smiled and paused, and I could tell he was assessing the question of where to start in the back story, and then he detailed one of the most incredible journeys I’ve ever heard since I began working as a reporter.

			A love and passion for baseball—for playing baseball. A terrible, improbable accident. Many surgeries. The Thanksgiving Day arrival of a letter from a legend. The desire to work outside, in the grass and dirt, under the sun. Incredibly, another awful accident, even more improbable than the first. A long road back. A dream realized. More suffering, before a life-changing diagnosis.

			In those few minutes that Dave outlined his lifetime, I knew instantly that this was a story that needs to be told, a story that needs to be heard—not just by baseball fans or patrons of Fenway Park, but by anyone facing challenges.

			We aired an E:60 piece on Dave for ESPN, but an unfortunate aspect of television is the time management. In order to save a few seconds here or there, important and nuanced details must be left behind. I am so glad that Dave tells the complete version here, from which others can glean the most important lessons and the best kind of inspiration.

		


		
			[image: 7978.jpg] 

			ONE DAY AT FENWAY

			[image: 7980.jpg]he morning of Sunday, May 22, 2011 was cloudy and cool, almost foggy. As groundskeeper for the Red Sox and Fenway Park, checking the weather is often the first and last thing I do each day. It had been warm the day before but, even though the team was scheduled to play the Cubs later that evening, I was glad the weather had turned a little cooler and there wasn’t much chance of rain. The runners would appreciate that.

			I spend a lot of time at the ballpark during the baseball season but, on this day, something just as important as a ballgame required the attention of my crew.

			Every year, Massachusetts General Hospital holds the Run to Home Base, a fundraiser for the Home Base program. Founded in 2009 and spearheaded by Chairman Tom Werner, Home Base was inspired by a visit the Red Sox made to Walter Reed Army Hospital in the spring of 2008. The program is a partnership of the Red Sox Foundation and Mass General. Their experts work with service members, veterans, and their families, particularly those affected by Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD) and Traumatic Brain Injury (TBI). It’s an amazing program that has provided care and support to over twenty-one thousand veterans and families and training to more than seventy-three thousand clinicians around the country. Veterans, their friends, and members of their families take part in the run along with various people who raised money in support of the program.

			Prior to the run, as with many other non-baseball events at Fenway, we put modular flooring down on the grass so that foot traffic doesn’t damage the turf. After crossing home plate, the runners are greeted by a group of military generals who congratulate each one. Afterwards, we pull the flooring up and make Fenway Park, the most beautiful ballpark in the country, look like a ballpark again.

			On this day, hundreds of runners ended their nine-kilometer run on the warning track in front of the Green Monster. Afterwards, they walk to home plate, meet the generals and Red Sox Executives, and have their pictures taken. Many are thrilled, not just by finishing the run, but by being able to walk on the same field that so many great Red Sox players have played on over the years—Babe Ruth, Ted Williams, Carl Yastrzemski, David Ortiz. I stood nearby. It gave me goosebumps to watch so many people smiling as they stepped on the plate (some even bent down to kiss it), many of them fulfilling lifelong dreams. And for many of those who have lived with either PTSD or TBI, crossing home plate can be even more powerful, symbolizing how much they have accomplished since beginning treatment after their trauma. More than once, I wiped away tears.

			I have been groundskeeper at Fenway since 2001 and met a lot of wonderful people during that time. I knew some of the runners. And, because I spend so much time at the ballpark, my face is familiar to many fans. Some came over and introduced themselves, so I spent much of the morning chatting with old and new friends.

			I was on the infield grass when I saw my friend, Lucas, waving to me from beyond third base. We had met the previous season when he had come to Fenway to throw out the first pitch on May 2, 2011, the day after Osama Bin Laden was killed. Lucas was an Army Ranger who had been deployed five times. He ran the race in his fatigues while carrying an eighty-pound backpack. I was honored that he remembered me and excited to see him again. After we said hello and chatted for a moment, he told me about his best friend, Jessy.

			Jessy loved Fenway. When he was in Afghanistan, he told everyone that, when he returned to the States, he planned to take his girlfriend to the ballpark to ask her to marry him. That’s the kind of place Fenway is for so many baseball fans. It’s in their hearts. It feels like a home. While on his last mission in Iraq, just before he was scheduled to return home, Jessy’s Black Hawk helicopter was shot down and he was killed.

			Lucas removed a black metal bracelet from his wrist and handed it to me. The engraved lettering read “CPL JESSY POLLARD 25th Infantry Division/HHC 2-35 22 August 2007 Iraq” along with a flag insignia. He told me it was a KIA bracelet—Killed in Action. Lucas said he would be honored if I would wear it for Jessy. Then he told me Jessy would look after me, care for me, and give me strength, especially any time I needed a little extra support.

			I had never met Jessy, but Lucas somehow knew that I needed support just as much as anyone else. Although I never served in the military and was never shot down or felt the concussion from a roadside bomb or seen my best friend killed, Lucas knew I shared something with so many others in Fenway Park that day. Since 1981, I have suffered from PTSD.

			Lucas and I shared a powerful hug. I slipped the bracelet onto my wrist, and it has remained there ever since.

			After we said goodbye and he walked off, I couldn’t believe how much our short visit and his gift touched me. As I stood there contemplating the many veterans and their families, I thought back to how powerfully my PTSD had affected both me and my family, and how long it had taken to realize that PTSD is not something caused only by war, but by all sorts of traumatic events. Still, I felt some guilt over the fact that the soldiers’ traumas came in service to their country, while mine was the result of an accident. And I was ashamed that I hadn’t spoken up sooner, to become a better husband and a better father and to help others. My heart ached, knowing how much pain I had caused, while also trying to imagine how much pain the soldiers and their families had gone through. Nevertheless, I was beginning to understand just how difficult it was for anyone to face PTSD and was becoming more determined than ever not to hide my journey and pain if I could help another person. My PTSD had dominated my life for so long that I knew many of the struggles the military veterans and their families faced. I felt blessed I had recently begun treatment and prayed that everyone who suffers PTSD could find help and support. I don’t want any person on earth to suffer in silence like I did, or my loved ones had.

			Tears ran down my face as I made my way off the field to my office. I called my wife, Denise, to tell her how much I loved her and to thank her again for her love and support. Then I told her about Lucas and Jessy and cried some more as I thought of all those who were at the run who might be affected by PTSD. Hundreds ran that day, and I knew there were hundreds and thousands more, all over the world, that do not yet recognize the cause of their own suffering.

			Before I received treatment, I probably would have hidden away after such an emotional experience or pretended I was unaffected. Now, after my call to Denise, I gathered myself and went back out to the field. Although I was still emotional, the event was coming to an end. My staff and I started taking off the flooring and removing other items from the field, so we could prepare it for the game later that evening.

			As I stood on home plate, Bob, a buddy of mine who worked with a television production crew, walked past. He saw my red eyes and the look on my face. “Dave,” he called out. “Are you okay?” He noticed me rubbing the bracelet on my left wrist and asked me about it. I told him Jessy’s story and what Lucas had said. I started to tear up again and, at that exact moment, we heard a noise overhead. We looked up as a large helicopter suddenly appeared, flying low just above the upper deck press box. It flew slowly over the field then stopped directly over home plate and hovered above us.

			No flyover had been scheduled to take place. Bob pointed at the chopper and said, “Do you realize that is a Coast Guard Black Hawk? It has radar and sonar equipment instead of weapons.” Otherwise, it was identical to the helicopter Jessy had been riding in when he was killed. I could hardly believe my eyes. After a moment, I took a deep breath. There was no doubt in my mind that that helicopter was a message from Jessy. The moment I came to that realization, the helicopter stopped hovering and slowly flew away over the field. I felt a great peace. Bob and I looked at each other with huge smiles. Not before or since have I ever seen another helicopter hover over the field like that.

			I believe things happen for a reason, and I feel lucky to have had that experience. Even my PTSD happened for a reason. I know that now.
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			[image: 8008.jpg] was probably the last kid in the world anyone would ever think might end up with PTSD. Of course, when I was growing up, no one even knew what PTSD was. It wasn’t until 1980 that post-traumatic stress disorder became an official diagnosis. But who even thinks of things like that while growing up? All I cared about was baseball. It was a family tradition.

			My grandfather, Big Bill Mellor, played for the Baltimore Orioles in the American League in 1902, the first year the American League was considered a major league. He went to Brown University in Providence, Rhode Island, then played semi-pro and minor league baseball before joining the Orioles for one season. After that, he shuffled between the minors and semi-pro before he returned to Brown as a coach. Eventually, he became a manager in the Blackstone Valley League, working at one of the mills and running the baseball team.

			The Industrial Revolution began in the Blackstone River Valley. Huge textile mills lined the Blackstone River from Worcester, Massachusetts, to Providence and each employed thousands of people. A hundred years ago or so, the Blackstone Valley League, a big industrial semi-pro league, was one of the best semi-pro leagues in the country. The owners were very competitive and most of the mills sponsored baseball teams. They would play against each other after work and on weekends. The games drew thousands of people, often more than the Braves or Red Sox did in Boston. As a result, the mill owners recruited players from all over the country.

			A lot of great ballplayers came from that area, like my grandfather’s good friend, Hall-of-Famer Napoleon Lajoie, who was from Woonsocket, Rhode Island, and Gabby Hartnett from Millville, Massachusetts, who hit the famous “Homer in the Gloaming” that helped win the pennant for the Chicago Cubs in 1938. My grandfather managed a team in East Douglas, Massachusetts, for the Hayward-Schuster Woolen Mills.

			Walter Schuster, who owned the mill, was exceptionally wealthy and paid his ballplayers well. In addition to their mill salaries, they would be paid extra to play ball. Some players, particularly pitchers, were paid a lot more, sometimes a couple of hundred dollars a game—big money in the 1920s and ’30s. The newspapers nicknamed Schuster’s team “the Millionaires.” He occasionally even hired big league pitchers like Lefty Grove of the Philadelphia Athletics to pitch for Douglas in between big league starts, and Schuster was well enough connected that the Red Sox sometimes played exhibition games in Douglas, at Soldier’s Field, on off days.

			One team picture from the early 1930s shows my grandfather in uniform with his players. In the back row is Hank Greenberg, who later became a Hall of Fame first baseman for Detroit and Pittsburgh and is best known for being the first Jewish star in American sports. He was only nineteen when he played for my granddad, and I’ve been told he struggled. Yet, only two years later, he was in the majors.

			My granddad was well known in the area. In 1939, the Red Sox celebrated an Old-Timer’s Day. My grandfather was one of sixty-six players invited to attend, and our family still has the letter of invitation. It mentions some of his teammates that day: guys like Napoleon Lajoie, Ty Cobb, Babe Ruth, Walter Johnson, Honus Wagner. A who’s who of all-stars and Hall of Famers…and my grandfather!

			My Dad grew up in East Douglas and nearby in Rhode Island, and that’s probably how he became a Red Sox fan—make that a Red Sox fanatic. That’s kind of funny, really, because the Baltimore team my granddad played for moved to New York in 1903 and became the New York Yankees, Boston’s arch rival. There are no Yankees fans in my family.

			My Dad later became an executive for a woolen mill and met my mother, who is from South Carolina, while he was down there on a business trip. Before I was born, my family lived in several different cities in Massachusetts and New England. In fact, his company had two box seats right next to the visitor’s dugout at Fenway Park. Unfortunately, I never had a chance to sit in them, but my older brother, Chip, attended several games with my Dad in those seats. They could hear the opposing manager talking to his players.

			By the time I was born in 1963, we had moved to Piqua, Ohio, after my dad took a job with another company in the wool industry. I almost didn’t make it. I was born with the umbilical cord wrapped around my chest and barely weighed three pounds. I wasn’t breathing at birth and spent months in an incubator. My brothers weren’t allowed in the room. They were introduced to me through a window. Although my parents worried that I might grow up disabled, I was very fortunate. I only ended up with baseball fever!

			Three years later, the day before Mother’s Day, 1966, my parents were out at a supper club in Dayton when my Dad started feeling dizzy and nauseous. He had previously had a couple of mild heart attacks, so my Mom got him to the hospital right away.

			When she visited him the next day, he seemed to be doing okay. He was stable. They even listened to a baseball game together on the radio. She stayed until later that evening, told him good night, and drove home. When she walked in the door, the phone was ringing. My dad had died from a massive heart attack. He was only forty-eight years old.

			I was three. If my father’s death was traumatic for me at the time, I don’t remember it. It was probably more difficult on the rest of my family. Chip was fifteen, Terry was ten, and our mother was suddenly a widow. She hadn’t worked since having children, but she soon got a job with the local Presbyterian Church as an assistant to the pastor. She is an incredibly caring lady, always wanting to help people, the elderly, shut-ins, homeless, or anyone down on their luck. She has always been very giving, more worried about others than herself and working for the church was terrific for her. She and our family received a lot of support from the church and the community.

			My mother worked so hard after my Dad died. We never had a great deal of money, but I don’t remember ever really needing something and not having it. Somehow, she found a way, and she was always there to support and help me. She never thought of herself first. She thought of us.

			Years later, the New York Times did a story on me and took my picture in the press box at Fenway, with the field in the background. After the story came out, Chip called and said “Hey, did you see anything interesting in that picture?”

			I said, “No, why?”

			He said “Well, the seats that are just over your shoulder are where Dad and I sat for the Red Sox games.”

			I walk by those seats ten to twenty times a day. Nearly every time I do now, I think of my brothers, and my mom and dad. It’s almost like they are with me. For me, Fenway Park really does feel like home.

			I only have one memory of my father, watching airplanes with him at a small local airport. I can see a long barn with propeller planes, a grass runway, and the windsock. I remember looking up and seeing my Dad. That’s it.

			Although there were times that not having a father made me feel different, that doesn’t mean I had a bad childhood. Very quickly, my brothers went from being kids to being the men of the family. They became my Dad. Whenever there were father and son outings, they stepped in. And they did a great job. They taught me everything I needed to know about how to be a man, such as how to shave, how to treat others as you want to be treated, how to treat women with respect, and how to be both generous and humble. And, of course, they taught me how to play baseball.

			We didn’t have T-Ball in our town. You started out in Midget League, followed by Little League and Pony League before high school, then American Legion and Connie Mack baseball. Terry, who later played some baseball at Otterbein College, was my first coach in Midget League.

			Mostly, I played wiffle ball in the backyard with some buddies and neighbors, Jim, John, and Jack—boys about my age. I would pretend to be the Red Sox and go to bat like Jim Rice, Dwight Evans, Carl Yastrzemski, or Fred Lynn, I knew the whole lineup. I’d also pretend to pitch like Luis Tiant, spinning all the way around and turning my back to the batter. We would play for hours, until it was dark, and the only light left came from the lightning bugs. Then, late that night, I would often call the local radio station, deepening my voice so they would think I was an adult, and ask for the Red Sox score. I don’t know if I fooled them, but I usually found out the score.

			We had a fence in our backyard that was six feet high. Naturally, we nicknamed it “the Green Monster.” Anything over that was a home run. A maple tree was the foul pole down the left field line, and three arborvitae shrubs made the right field line. Any ball that bounced to the fence was a single. Base runners were ghost men we kept track of as they ran base to base. If the ball hit the fence on the fly or got stuck in a tree, it was a double. We’d throw the bat at it to get it down and sometimes the bat would get stuck. That was about the only thing that ever kept us from playing!

			When we got a little older, we graduated from my backyard, which wasn’t very big, to our neighbor’s yard, two houses down. Actually, we combined two yards; one was mostly the infield, while the other was the outfield.

			We played so much we wore bare spots in the grass where the pitcher and batter stood. I often think about that now, because our neighbor, an older man, never complained about that. He couldn’t have been nicer. Every time I see kids playing in a yard somewhere or see the happiness on a kid’s face when he or she has the opportunity to be on the field at Fenway, I think of him. I hope he realized just how much joy he gave us.

			It’s funny now, after all that damage we did to his backyard, that I’m responsible for keeping the field at Fenway looking good. It’s funny, too, to think that, when I was growing up, in addition to teaching me how to play baseball, my brothers taught me how to take care of the lawn and cut the grass. It’s almost like they knew what I would end up doing for a living.

			Although I worked at a grocery store while in high school, I usually made money mowing lawns. Terry showed me how. I wanted to make sure I did it right, so that, if my brothers ever checked on me, I would make them proud. That meant mowing wheel on wheel, where each wheel mark on each pass precisely overlaps the previous one, and mowing in lines as straight as laser beams, all with a push mower. They made sure that, whatever I did, whether edging or trimming, that I did it right. They taught me that it wasn’t ethical to take someone’s money if you didn’t give a full days’ work, or if you didn’t do what you were supposed to do. From the start, they taught me to pay attention to detail and take pride in what I did, whether that was cutting grass, playing ball, or anything else. Although I missed my father growing up, a lot of kids with fathers never had the great experience I had being raised by my brothers. Whenever I needed them, they were there.

			Of course, there were times I missed my dad, and holidays were always sort of awkward. There would sometimes be functions and somebody from our church would fill in, maybe at a father-son picnic, in a one-legged race or something, and it was always kind of uncomfortable. I’d see my buddies doing stuff with their fathers, and I’m sure there were times my brothers tried to help me, and I’d say something mean like, “You’re my brother, not my dad.”

			I may have learned to hide my feelings, but it also made me stronger, more self-reliant, and to appreciate family more. I’d sometimes hear my friends complain, “Hey, my Dad grounded me. I hate him.”

			I would try to explain to them, “You don’t mean that. You don’t understand what it’s like to not have a dad.”

			Every year, my brothers would take me to Riverfront Stadium in Cincinnati to see a couple of Reds games. There was a little drugstore in our hometown that sold tickets and my mom would let me go through the schedule at the start of the season. Back then, there were a lot of special promotions and doubleheaders, and I’d try to pick a doubleheader that was a bat day or helmet day, so I could not only see a couple games, but come home with a souvenir.

			In 1972, Terry took me down to see a World Series game when the Reds played the A’s. But in 1975, the Red Sox made the World Series and we went to all three games in Cincinnati. No way were we going to miss that. Almost everybody else in the area was a Reds fan, but we were rooting for the Sox. We weren’t shy about it either.

			Riverfront Stadium was nothing like Fenway Park. It was just a big round concrete bowl with artificial turf. In the upper deck, the stands were so steep that it made you feel as though, if you fell, you’d just roll right down the aisle and onto the field.

			I didn’t care where the seats were. I was just thrilled to be there, even way up high, about ten rows from the front of the upper deck. Before we went, we decided to make a banner to support the Red Sox. We took a bed sheet, spread it out in the basement, and painted “GO RED SOX” and “GO BOSTON” on it along with the names of the players: Yaz, El Tiante, Fred Lynn, Jim Rice, and the others.

			We spent hours making it perfect. We planned to parade it around the park before hanging it from the facade of the upper deck, so EVERYONE would see it.

			This took planning. By this time, Chip was away at school, so it was up to Terry to come up with the plan. And he did, paying attention to every detail. He folded up the banner and hid it under his coat. He took a bamboo fishing pole, the kind that screwed together in segments, and stuck it down his pant legs. We planned to put the banner on the poles once we got inside but, first, we had to sneak the poles in. I remember as he walked he looked like the Tin Man before Dorothy loosened up his joints.

			It worked! We made it inside. But when we got to the upper deck and Terry took the poles out of his pants, this lady—I think she was an usher—saw them and took them from us. We shifted to Plan B. Our seats were in about the tenth row. We went down to the front row of the upper deck, unfurled our banner and tied it to the rail. I was so excited and proud. I thought, “Wow, maybe we’ll get on TV!”

			Of course, Reds fans didn’t appreciate seeing a banner supporting the Red Sox. We went back to our seats and heard this lady screaming obscenities at us while trying to untie our banner. We raced down to get it and she kept screaming at us as we walked it back to our seats. I couldn’t believe how worked up she got! Eventually, we just hung the sign on the back wall of the upper deck. That didn’t get much of a better reaction. Reds fans poured beer on it and gave us a hard time all game long.

			That was bad enough, but I was absolutely crushed when the Sox lost the series in seven games. It broke my heart, like it did to so many other Sox fans. At the same time, it made me love them even more. If rooting for the Sox taught you anything, it was how to live with heartbreak and how to be patient. I always looked forward to next year.

			At the same time, baseball was becoming more serious to me. When you play wiffle ball, you mostly just pitch and hit. When I started playing hardball, I largely played outfield, only pitching once in a while. I played in a summer league in junior high and, when I reached Piqua High, our team already had a bunch of seniors playing outfield. I knew my chances of making the varsity team weren’t very good. I went to the coach and asked, “What is the quickest way I can get to varsity and be a regular player?”

			“Do you know how to pitch?” he asked?

			I knew how to throw, so I said I was pitcher. Now I had to learn to do what I said could.

			I was pretty good-sized, close to six feet tall, and all I knew then about pitching was to throw as hard as I could for as long as I could. I never thought about placing the ball or changing speeds and, while I was growing up, Terry wouldn’t let me throw a curve, as he was trying to protect my arm. Now that I was a pitcher, though, I figured I had to start throwing one, so I did, over and over and over again. Of course, I wasn’t throwing it very well, and I certainly wasn’t throwing it the right way. My elbow got sore. I literally couldn’t lift my arm to comb my hair. I even went to a chiropractor to try to get some relief, but I was too afraid to tell our coach. If I did, I was afraid that he might not let me play, so I just sucked it up and tried to do my best.

			That’s how we approached things in my family. You didn’t complain. Complaining was a sign of weakness. You sucked it up and kept going. While that may work in a lot of situations, I realize now how that attitude may have led to me bottling things up instead of letting others know what’s going on. But, when you’re a teenager, you don’t know any better. Sometimes you don’t learn how important it can be to express your feelings until keeping everything inside causes problems. That’s something my experience with PTSD has taught me: we never stop learning and growing, and it is never too late to change or ask for help. The beginning of a solution to a problem is never far away. All you have to do is ask. That’s not weakness. That’s the strength of knowing that you have to face your problems.

			I think about that often. It’s one of the primary reasons I decided to write this book—so others could learn from my story. PTSD doesn’t just affect you, it affects everyone around you. Getting treatment can be as much for them as it is for you. Later, you may realize, as I did, that it is something you should have done long before.

			For years, I treated my PTSD the way I treated that sore arm: I ignored it, hoping it would go away. But, while my sore arm did get better, the pain from PTSD lingered much longer.

			The summer after my sophomore year, I finally started to figure out what I was doing on the mound. My control improved, and I had a really good year. That continued into the next season. My junior year, we entered the state Legion baseball tournament as the number one team in our class, and we made it all the way to the semifinals. Tim Belcher pitched and led his team to an eleven-inning 1-0 win. He later ended up going to Mount Vernon Nazarene College before being drafted. At the time, there were two drafts of amateur players each year and, in 1983, Belcher was the number one pick in both, first by the Twins and, when he didn’t sign, by the Yankees.

			The following summer, I played on both a travel team and the local American Legion team. Both teams went to the state tournament and our Legion team made the semi-finals. I think I went 11-0 or something. I was still just throwing hard, but then my coach taught me how to throw a changeup. I’ll never forget being at the state tournament in Athens, Ohio, striking out four straight guys in one inning after my catcher missed a third strike, and getting the last guy on three straight changeups. I couldn’t believe that it was possible to throw more slowly and get more strikeouts. That should have taught me something but, most of the time, I still just tried to throw the ball as hard as I could. I thought that was the path to a college scholarship and then the big leagues. I was beginning to realize I might have the opportunity to do that. Baseball scouts and college coaches were starting to take a closer look at me. My dream of playing baseball in the major leagues seemed possible.

			It wasn’t the way it is now, where top players are scouted years in advance, are ranked by internet recruiters, and often select their colleges in their junior year. When I was in high school, many baseball players didn’t decide where to go to college until after their final season. A lot of colleges waited until then to make scholarship offers.

			Early in my senior year, our coach pulled the whole team together before one game. He yelled, “David, there are head coaches from some colleges in the stands, so don’t fuck up.” He was trying to pump me up. And he did. WAY up. I tried to throw the ball through my catcher, through the umpire, through the backstop and through the bleachers. Ball one, ball two, ball three, and take your base. I walked the bases loaded on something like fourteen pitches. After the third walk, I saw one of the college coaches get up and leave. I remember thinking: “Oh, no. What did I just do?” Then I turned it around. I think I struck out the next three guys on nine pitches. The game went ten innings. I pitched the whole thing and we eventually won but, at the time, I thought I may have blown my chance for a scholarship.

			I hadn’t. I had another good year, and, by the end of the season, I was being contacted by some Division 1 schools with really good reputations like Southern Illinois, which, under legendary coach Itch Jones, went to the College World Series almost every year, the University of Toledo, Ohio University, which is where Mike Schmidt played, and Ohio State, which was a real powerhouse. My coach encouraged me to take my time before deciding on a school, even after the high school season ended. I was playing for American Legion Post 184. We were really good and entered the state Connie Mack tournament as one of the favorites. The colleges were certain to pay attention. I wasn’t the only player they were interested in either. Our catcher, Mike Day, was literally the best ball player I played with, as well as the nicest guy in the world. He ended up at Oklahoma State where he was a four-year starter and got drafted by the Expos. He caught Randy Johnson in the minors. Unfortunately, he broke his arm in the same place twice and had to quit after only a few seasons.

			I knew a lot of colleges would be scouting the tournament. My coach said, “Look, you’ve got a few colleges interested in you. Go and pitch well there and you’re gonna have more offers and more people interested. If I were you, I would wait, before you sign anything.” I saw no reason not to wait, so I did.

			I was also being looked at by pro scouts. At least, they knew who I was. At one point, I was invited to attend a tryout camp held by the Reds in Piqua. Only about thirty players were invited, and I was one of only four or five pitchers. Of course, Tim Belcher, who was in college by now, was there, and almost everybody else was a great ballplayer and athlete. It was a real eye opener. At the start of the tryout, everyone, even pitchers, had to run the sixty-yard dash. I was slow. On my left was Keith Byars, an All-State in both football and basketball, who ended up being a star running back at Ohio State and later played in the NFL. On my right was a Latino ballplayer who I think had recently escaped from Cuba. The race started and, honest to God, I think they were both across the finish line before I was even halfway. Good thing I was a pitcher. You don’t have to run fast to pitch.

			Then I went down by the bullpen with the other pitchers. We warmed up and Tim Belcher was the first to take the mound. A scout timed every pitch with a radar gun. Belcher was just so fluid. It looked like he was just playing catch. Tim threw one pitch—one pitch—and they told him, “Tim, that’s great, super. Just go sit in the dugout and we’ll talk to you in a few minutes.” I think that one pitch was clocked at ninety-three miles an hour or something, faster than a lot of guys were throwing in the majors then, and the fastest pitch I had ever seen up close.

			I was no Tim Belcher. I knew that. But his coach at Mount Nazarene College had talked to me about maybe going there and had told me I would be their number-two starter as a freshman. At some other colleges, I knew I would have to bide my time behind upper classmen.

			I took the mound and threw about a dozen pitches. The fastest might have been eighty-seven miles per hour. Good for a high school pitcher and intriguing enough for college coaches, but hardly enough to get drafted out of high school. The scout stopped me and said, “David, thanks for coming. You’re done for the day.” That was it. My tryout was done. I’d given my heart and soul to the game, but I realized I wasn’t ready yet. I knew I needed to go to college and get better to try to make it to the major leagues.

			Years later, when Tim was pitching coach for the Indians, I met him and mentioned the tryout. He didn’t remember it, and I don’t think he remembered me, but he couldn’t have been nicer.

			Baseball was still all I was thinking about. I didn’t party in high school or go on a lot of dates. I did okay in school and I had a vague notion of studying business in college, although I had no idea what that meant. I wanted to pitch, to play ball, to make baseball my life. There was no Plan B. Everything seemed to be falling into place. I had just graduated from high school and the state Connie Mack tournament was coming up in late July. I looked forward to pitching and then deciding on a college. After that, I hoped to get stronger, throw harder, pitch better, and get drafted by a big-league team—hopefully the Red Sox!—and follow my grandfather to the majors.

			That was my dream. But on July 10, 1981, that dream turned into twenty-nine years of nightmares.
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			[image: 8016.jpg]o you know the old saying “Red sky in the morning, sailors take warning. Red sky at night, sailor’s delight”? Well, the sunset that evening was incredible. I watched it for a minute and thought, “That’s good stuff.” School was out, I was working at the grocery store, playing ball, and looking forward to college. I’m incredibly superstitious and that sunset seemed like a pretty good omen.
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