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 I’ll never stop loving you.


   

   	

      ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


    


      This book is filled with the names of many people—family and friends. As you read you’ll find out that their contribution

         to my life—and the principles—has been huge. This book is an expression of sincere appreciation to them and a recognition

         of their gifts to me. My sincerest thanks to each one.

      


      A special thank you goes to Robert Wolgemuth, one of my closest friends for more than twelve years. Writing this book with

         him has been a great experience. A fellow German eccentric, Robert didn’t mind my brooding over every single word.

      


      And a big thanks to my wife, Jamie, who carefully edited the first draft of the manuscript.


      Also thanks to Jo Ann Lacey and her colleagues, who did the transcribing so efficiently and accurately.


      The folks at Warner Books/Nashville—Rolf Zettersten, Leslie Peterson, Paul Shepherd, Kathie Johnson, and Preston Cannon—caught

         the vision for this book in the first place. Their encouragement and professional skills have made it happen. Also thanks

         to Larry Kirshbaum, Jamie Raab, Maureen Egen, Martha Otis, Chris Barba, and Jimmy Franco and their colleagues at Warner Books/New

         York for their support. Also, thanks to Ken Samuelson, my friend the detail wizard who made sure that every baseball stat

         was correct.

      


      Finally, a special thanks to Dixie Fraley. Her friendship means so much. Her husband, Robert—my sports representative for

         seventeen years—meant more to me than I could ever express. The pages that follow are meant to be a tribute to both of them.

      


   

   	

      FOREWORD


    


      When I found out that Warner Books was publishing a book by Orel Hershiser, I called them myself and told them I wanted to

         write the foreword. They didn’t ask me to do it. I offered.

      


      Why did I call the publisher? Because I love Orel Hershiser and I want you to read this book and get to know him, too.


      For over three decades I have managed some pretty remarkable people, including the talented young athletes of the 2000 Olympics

         gold-medal-winning baseball team. As a result, I have had the privilege of shaping and molding the talent and mettle of some

         of the best athletes in the world. Orel Hershiser is one of those at the top of my list. Let me tell you why.

      


      The first time I met Orel was when the Dodgers brought him up in the fall of 1983. He was an impressive young man. And I knew

         the moment I met him that this was a man of great character. The following spring in Vero Beach, I could tell he was ready.

         There was a skill, a focus, and an aggressiveness that I liked. So I sent him out to pitch. But a few weeks into the regular

         season, I noticed a tentativeness. A fearfulness. Instead of trusting his instincts, Orel was out there trying to make the

         perfect pitch.

      


      I had had enough. I told Ron Perranoski, my pitching coach, to bring Orel into my office. I really read Orel the riot act.

         I got in his face and told him he had good stuff but that he was afraid. He was pitching negatively and he didn’t believe

         in himself.

      


      “Go after the hitter,” I said. “Quit being so careful. Get ahead of the count. Even the good hitters are going to fail 70

         percent of the time. You got what it takes to get anybody out.”

      


      What I saw in Orel over the next twelve years was a baseball player with a tenacious will to learn, to grow, and to improve.

         I saw an outstanding young man who was a hard worker—aggressive, even daring, on the mound. Not only did I get what I asked

         for, I got more.

      


      Without a doubt, Orel Hershiser is one of the smartest baseball players I’ve ever managed. His intelligence is visible on

         and off the field. He’s a gentleman. He loves God. He loves his family. Orel’s the real thing. Since that day back in 1983

         when I first met him, we’ve become like father and son. I loved him as a manager and today I love him as a friend.

      


      Orel’s a man who deserves the title role model. I tell people, “If you have children, just hope they grow up to be like Orel Hershiser. If you have a daughter and someone

         like this comes to date her, invite him in, lock the door, and never let him leave!”

      


      Everyone needs someone like this to look up to. Orel Hershiser is one of the best.


      If you ask Orel a question, he’ll tell you the truth. At all times. And that’s exactly what he’s done in this book. If you

         want great advice about living from someone who has the right to speak, you’ve come to the right place. Orel was a shrewd

         player on the field—a tireless student of the game of baseball. But I have as much respect for his perspective on the game

         of life. Even though Orel Hershiser is a sports hero to many, this is not a book about baseball. It’s a book for people who

         want to live balanced, productive lives. People like you and me.

      


      If you knew Orel Hershiser like I know Orel Hershiser, you’ll read this book and do exactly what it says.


      TOMMY LASORDA


   

   	

      PREFACE


    


      A Quiet Table 
Back in the Corner


      During the summer of 2000, when I retired from pitching in the big leagues, the folks at Warner approached me about writing

         a book. I told them that I wasn’t interested in writing an autobiography. I’m too young for a book like that. So they suggested

         that I string some of my stories and experiences together, using them as a backdrop to help someone out of a tough situation

         or to encourage and inspire a friend who needed a lift. Someone like you.

      


      We decided to call the book Between the Lines. Of course, as a baseball player, I know the feeling of stepping across the foul line on my way to the pitcher’s mound from

         the dugout. At that moment, everything I’ve prepared for from the time I was a little boy comes into sharp focus. And the

         anticipation of putting this into play is awesome. It still makes my heart race when I think about it.

      


      Stadiums fill up with people to see what’s going to happen between the lines.


      But life isn’t only about visible realities. There are invisible and unseen nuances. These subtleties are shaped by our experiences,

         by our families, and by our culture. And there are events—a lot of them unplanned—which become part of our own personal histories.

         These things change us and shape us into who we are. A big part of my life and yours is this unseen but very influential stuff.

         The part that hides between the lines.


      What I’ve done in this book is taken some of my life experiences—events you may have read about in the paper and many you

         haven’t read about—and boiled them down into nine principles that are very important to me. I hope they will be helpful to

         you, too.

      


      Actually, this isn’t a book at all. It’s a conversation.


      My good friends know that when I’m in a comfortable setting with people I enjoy, I love to tell stories and laugh and listen.


      Many of a big leaguer’s conversations are with reporters who choose the questions. Video cameras and microphones pick up every

         word they speak. Although I’ve enjoyed a good relationship with the media for almost twenty years, that isn’t the comfortable

         setting I’m talking about.

      


      No, this one’s different. I get to choose the topics and pick the questions. And instead of staring into bright lights, I’m

         relaxing with someone I enjoy talking to.

      


      So if you and I were able to sit down right now, I’d tell you my stories, then I’d ask you about important people and times

         in your life—and what makes you tick. You’d tell me about your family and their influence on you. You have experiences in

         your past that would make us laugh. Or you may have stories of when you were faced with some kind of a serious illness or

         the loss of a job. Maybe the love of your life walked away or one of your children disappointed you.

      


      Since it’s not possible to actually sit face to face, we’re going to have to imagine that you and I are sitting in a booth

         way back in the corner of some old diner where the ceiling fans turn slowly. I’m going to tell you some of my stories and

         what I’ve learned from them. We’ve been here many times before. This restaurant is like an old friend. The dark “wood-grain”

         Formica on the tables is worn through to the white on the edges and the smooth, shiny vinyl on the benches is occasionally

         interrupted by pieces of gray duct tape to keep the stuffing from popping out. Of course, our waitress—the one who calls everyone

         Honey—will interrupt us, take our orders, bring the food, and occasionally refill our coffee cups. We’ll say thanks and then

         pick up where we left off.

      


      You and I have a lot to talk about and this is a perfect place to do it.


   

   		

      PRINCIPLE #1


    


      Believe Your Coaches


      It would have been bad enough if just one of these things had dropped on me. But having them happen at the same time was more

         than I could take. It was time for something radical.

      


      Cars and trucks zoomed past me as I stood on the shoulder of the I-75 entrance ramp, less than a mile from the entrance to

         BG (Bowling Green State University). The wind whipped through my hair and tugged at my jacket. I squinted from the dust that

         kicked up in my face. Standing there with my thumb in the air, hoping for a ride, I had never felt this hopeless. Never.

      


      Of the three reasons why I had gone to college—to get an education, have fun, and play baseball—I was failing in all three.

         It was my first time away from home and I wasn’t doing well. Running away seemed logical for a guy in my situation.

      


      Academically I was in serious trouble. It was final-exam week and I knew I wasn’t going to get a passing grade in a single

         subject. Living in a noisy dormitory, trying to get myself up every morning, hitting the snooze button too often, and missing

         lots of classes had brought predictable results. Why bother to take the stupid tests?

      


      Socially, I felt like a loser. My girlfriend had just broken up with me. She wanted us to “still be friends.” Maybe my disappearing

         from school would make her feel so terrible that she’d take me back. I hoped it would.

      


      It might have been possible to survive the bad grades and the broken heart, but the real crusher was getting cut from the

         baseball team. This was the reason I had gone to BG in the first place. It was what I’d lived for.

      


      No passing grades, no girlfriend, and no baseball. Miserable didn’t come close.


      I scribbled a clever note to my roommate, leaving a hint as to where I was going. I guess I wanted to make a statement and

         have people chase me, find me, comfort me, and help me to start over. An eighteen-year-old in my condition doesn’t completely

         want to run away and cut all the strings. But a guy with any pride at all didn’t just walk up to his parents or his friends

         and say, “Look, I’m a failure. I have no excuses. Can you help me?”

      


      Taking off like this, I felt a strange mix of fear and excitement. I’d never pictured myself as a rebel, but I needed to do

         something rebellious. Something bold. I decided that running away would attract attention to my pain and maybe detract attention

         from my failure. I had blown it, big time, and I didn’t want to face the consequences of my losses and poor decisions. So

         I stuffed my duffel bag with an extra pair of jeans, a couple of shirts, some underwear, and my Dopp kit, and walked out of

         my dorm.

      


      Without a car of my own, hitchhiking was my transportation of choice. And with a face that looked more like Opie from May-berry

         than Charles Manson, I had no trouble getting rides. A mother with a car full of kids picked me up first. Brushing crackers

         and a couple of toys to the floor, I made a spot on the backseat.

      


      Another young mother gave me a ride, telling me that she never picked up hitchhikers but thought I looked like a “decent young

         man.” Unfortunately, she only took me to the next exit. I need a long ride, I thought to myself as I crawled out of her car and stuck out my thumb. I haven’t even made it out of Ohio.


      A huge truck, spewing exhaust from giant chrome pipes, slammed on the brakes, the tires laying down a long black skid. I ran

         along the shoulder to catch up to the truck. With the smell of burning rubber still coming off the tire marks on the road,

         I climbed in.

      


      I’d never been in the cab of an eighteen-wheeler. “Yo, buddy,” the driver laughed, sticking out his hand. I shook it. This

         guy wouldn’t have been afraid of anyone.

      


      Pulling back onto the highway he looked at me and smiled. Most of his teeth seemed to be in place. “You like Charlie Pride?”

         he asked, working on a wad of bubble gum the size of a golf ball. “Yes, sir,” I lied. Heading east on the Ohio Turnpike and

         doing sixty-five was more important to me at the time than telling the truth. At the Pennsylvania line, he was turning south

         toward West Virginia. He pulled over and stopped. I crawled down from the cab and thanked him for the ride. I really meant

         it.

      


    

         No passing grades, no girlfriend, and no baseball. Miserable didn’t come close.


   


      In just a few minutes, a traveling salesman picked me up. He moved a pile of papers from the front seat to the back, and I

         got in. After a few minutes of quiet, he tried to ask me about myself. I was evasive. Then he told me that he was a born-again

         Christian. I nodded, like I was interested in hearing more. He talked nonstop and I tried to act like I was listening. He

         kept talking and I kept nodding. Charlie Pride or Jesus aside, at least I was going home to New Jersey.

      


      HOMECOMING?


      Right after my senior year in high school, my family had moved from Cherry Hill, New Jersey, to the Detroit area where my

         dad had accepted a partnership in a large printing company. But home for me was never going to be Michigan, so I’d decided

         I was going back to New Jersey. I guess I thought there would be banners across Main Street, welcoming me home like some war

         hero. (What was I thinking?)

      


      So I kept heading east. For the moment, it was my only goal.


      A guy about my age stopped to pick me up. Except for his nonstop smoking, I didn’t pay much attention to him. He had a nice

         car and I liked the aggressive way he drove. We hardly spoke at all, which was fine with me. In fact, I don’t think we made

         eye contact once. Unfortunately, as he was whipping around a big truck on the right, another truck was merging into the same

         lane and we slammed into the back of it. A wreck was not something I had expected but it was a perfect illustration of how

         I felt about my life. I couldn’t even hitchhike right.

      


      The interview with the state trooper didn’t go well. Technically, hitchhiking was against the law, especially on an interstate

         highway. “Uh, you know, uh … I’m a student, just getting a ride and I don’t even know this guy’s name and, uh …”

      


      I guess I didn’t look like a typical hitchhiker with my preppie haircut and clean clothes. The trooper asked me a few more

         questions then let me go. Of course, I couldn’t just stick out my thumb and start hitchhiking right in front of him, so I

         started to walk along the shoulder.

      


      With only the sound of the gravel crunching under my shoes a sense of complete despair came over me. “What am I doing?” I

         said out loud. Okay, now what? I’m out here in the middle of nowhere with nothing but a few bucks and some clothes. I graduated from Cherry

            Hill East but all my friends are gone. They’re not home waiting for me. And what am I going to do when I get back there? Stand

            in front of people I know and tell them I’m a failure? Tell them I went off to college but I couldn’t hack it?


      I can’t describe how empty I felt. I guess this is what rock bottom feels like.


      The sun was setting. Soon it would be as dark outside as I was feeling inside. I wasn’t so brash that I was going to stand

         along the side of the road through the night, so I snagged one more ride then started looking for a motel—a motel with a telephone.

      


      “Dad, this is Orel,” I said, faking some bravado. My dad was ready for my call. Jeff, my roommate, had called my parents to

         tell them I had run away.

      


      “Oh, you’ve really done a number on your mother now.” His voice was stern and strong and his words hit hard. I’d never wanted

         to disappoint my mom. Realizing what I was putting her through made me feel terrible. My dad might as well have said, “Oh,

         Orel, look what you’ve done. You’re not even considering what you are doing to anybody else; you’re just thinking about yourself.”

         He would have been right.

      


      

         The boy on the bus to Michigan was not the man I wanted to be.


      


      Dad was good in a crisis. He was angry, but completely under control. I was relieved because I knew deep down he was happy

         that I was safe.

      


      “Get on a bus,” he said. “Come home and we’ll talk about it when you get here.”


      After spending the night in a motel, I boarded a Greyhound bus bound for Detroit. As a baseball player, bus trips were very

         familiar. I knew the fun of riding a bus home celebrating a big victory and I knew the pain and loneliness of riding a bus

         after a loss. But this bus ride was one I would never forget. It followed the biggest defeat I had ever known. My parents

         had tried to instill in me a will to hang in there—to persevere, regardless of the outcome. But I had given up. When the going

         got tough, I ran away. And even worse than my dad’s stern voice and my mother’s broken heart, I was disappointed in myself.

      


      The boy on the bus to Michigan was not the man I wanted to be.


      COACH DAD


      As I look back on this experience more than two decades later, it is perfectly clear to me that this was a watershed moment,

         a fork in the road. The impact of those who had “coached” me during my childhood was now being challenged by the harsh reality

         of growing up. Would the words and examples of these mentors hold or would self-pity and failure swallow me up? Would I decide

         to deal with the truth and do the right thing?

      


      I’d like to tell you that as the bus drove from somewhere in Pennsylvania to Detroit, I sat there paging back through these

         things that brought me to this moment. Actually, I wasn’t that introspective. All I really did was stare out of the window

         and think about how hard it was going to be to face my family, especially my mom. I was the oldest of four kids, and I didn’t

         feel like a responsible big brother. Some role model I was.

      


      

         “If you’re going to live here, you’re going to work and then you’re going back to school.”


      


      I tried to sleep.


      Finally, the brakes hissed our arrival in Detroit. For me, this was the end of the line. A small group of people began gathering

         around the bus. Stepping down onto the sidewalk, I scanned the crowd, looked around for a familiar face. But no one had come

         to meet me. I knew it was my dad’s way of letting me know that, although he loved me, he wasn’t going to coddle me or treat

         me like a child.

      


      He was very wise in knowing just how far to push before I would break. “Let him go,” I can remember him saying to my mom when

         I faced failure as a young boy. “He’s got to learn.”

      


      Having a welcoming committee at the bus stop would have sent the wrong message. I looked around for a taxi, crawled in the

         backseat, and gave the driver my parents’ address.

      


      A strange mix of fear and relief surrounded me as I stepped out of the cab. It was great to be home. This was not a familiar

         house but it didn’t matter. It was the people inside I had come to see. Hugs from everyone made me feel much better. The smell

         of something good was coming from the kitchen. But before I sat down to enjoy my first home-cooked meal in weeks, my dad let

         me know, “If you’re going to live here, you’re going to work and then you’re going back to school.” He wasn’t angry, but true

         to his German roots, he spoke with unwavering resolve. I didn’t argue. I knew better than to argue.

      


      THE TACKLE BOX


      As I look back over my growing-up years, I realize how perfectly suited my dad was to me. His sternness made sure that my

         failures taught me important lessons, but he was always there for me when there was an emergency.

      


      Like the time my friend Jack Rex and I decided to drive to Florida for spring break. At twenty, we were old enough and barely

         smart enough, if you know what I mean.

      


      Rather than budgeting our money for the week, we spent too much on the drive south and too much on things we didn’t really

         need during the first few days. Soon Jack and I were counting change on the bed, hoping to have enough to keep gas in my Camaro

         Z28 for the trip north. I thought of phoning my dad for some help, but didn’t want to admit we had been foolish enough to

         run out of money.

      


      We went to the grocery store and bought a loaf of bread, some peanut butter, and a plastic knife. Sitting on the bed in our

         hotel room and eating sandwiches, I called home and told my parents that everything was going great. Pride is a powerful thing.

      


      Sure enough, we had budgeted just enough gas money to get home. Sprawled out on the family room floor, I was soon laughing

         and telling stories to my siblings and parents about Jack’s and my adventures in Florida. After a few minutes of fun, I finally

         admitted, “Hey, I’m starving.”

      


      Sheepishly, I then told them how we had almost run out of money and admitted that I had been too proud to ask for help. I

         looked at my dad and saw a big smile on his face. “Go get your tackle box,” he told me.

      


      “What do you mean, go get my tackle box?” I replied.


      “I said, go get your tackle box,” he said again with a twinkle in his eye.


      I dutifully went out to my car and retrieved the tackle box that had made the trip to Florida and back.


      

         Growing up was an endless sequence of being overlooked by the in crowd and having a hard time making friends and good grades.


      


      “Open it up,” my dad said as I set it down on the family room floor. I obeyed, still wondering what he was up to. With my

         family gathered around, I felt like I was on display.

      


      “Look under the tray,” he said, once the box was opened. I reached under the tray filled with lures and found an envelope

         taped there. I pulled the envelope free and tore it open. Two crisp one hundred dollar bills fell out. Everyone laughed. I

         laughed, too, amazed that my dad had taken good care of me, even when I didn’t know it.

      


      “LITTLE O”


      Even though I passed my dad in size a long time ago, I will always be “Little O” to him. And Orel Leonard Hershiser III was

         not only my dad but my first great coach. He was a competitor from the word “go.” I saw that in his business life, when he

         played cards with his friends or when he raked the infield before one of my Little League games. He was never satisfied with

         the status quo, so I saw him push himself toward perfection. And he held up the same standard for me, my sister, Katie, and

         my two brothers, Gordie and Judd. A Saturday of cleaning the garage was not just an ordinary chore, it was an exercise in

         the pursuit of perfection. Dirt and clutter were enemies to be conquered.

      


      As his oldest son, I inherited this same competitive spirit— every bit of it. And, as it turned out, I was going to need it.


      NOT A MEMBER OF THE “IN CROWD”


      Several weeks ago, while dropping one of my sons off at school, I saw lots of kids huddled together in the parking lot, laughing

         and joking. Then I saw a couple kids off by themselves, wishing they could be included. My heart was drawn to those kids because,

         as a youngster, that had been me.

      


      Everyone my age was bigger and more mature than me. Growing up was an endless sequence of being overlooked by the in crowd

         and having a hard time making friends and good grades. I was the last to shave, the last to have a steady girlfriend, and

         the last to drive a car. I felt like an alien, trying to figure out how to survive in a world where I wasn’t up to par in

         size, academic strength, or social skills.

      


      But, deep down, my dad’s tenacity connected with me. I remember admiring his ability to finish what he started and his commitment

         to doing his best.

      


      “Average may be good enough for other kids,” he might as well have been saying to me, “but you’re not other kids. You’re my son.” Although, of course, I didn’t select this man to be my dad—my first coach—I did choose to watch him and listen to his

         advice. I wanted to be like him.

      


      During these years I also always heard the sound of my mom’s voice cheering me on. A good coach and an enthusiastic cheer-leader—what

         else could a skinny kid named Orel Leonard Hershiser IV ever need?

      


      GRANDPA SANDWICHES


      As my first coach, my dad planted a competitive spirit in me, but (he still doesn’t like to hear me say this) I probably didn’t

         get my athletic ability from him.

      


      Our first home was in Buffalo, New York. We lived just a few miles from a man who became another one of my early coaches—

         my maternal grandfather, Harry T. Gillman. Grandpa Gillman’s influence on me was profound.

      


      He wasn’t a large man but Grandpa Gillman was a gifted athlete. As a young man he had excelled in swimming, golf, and baseball.

         The war and his dad kept him from pursuing a career in sports. Actually, during the thirties and forties, professional athletes

         were not admired—or paid—like they are today. Often men went into professional sports as a last resort rather than a career.

      


      From the time I was old enough to slip my hand into a baseball glove, Grandpa Gillman played catch with me in his backyard.

         At lunchtime we’d go into the kitchen and he’d make me a ham-and-cheese sandwich with lots of mayonnaise and spicy mustard.

         He called them “Grandpa sandwiches” and they tasted awesome. A sandwich is always better when someone else makes it for you,

         especially someone you love. Ham-and-cheese sandwiches, baseball, and lots of love. Grandpa Gillman was the best.

      


      Sometimes Grandpa took me to the drugstore and bought me comic books. Back home we’d play Chinese checkers and Parcheesi with

         the board spread out between us on the floor. Grandma made me soft chocolate-chip cookies and let me eat them between meals.

         In their backyard, I played by the hour. Grandpa would make a circle in the dirt with his finger and show me how to shoot

         marbles. And I would play catch with him—he taught me how to hold the ball, how to step and throw—and, when he got tired,

         I’d toss the ball up against the fence … over and over and over again. They never told me to stop.

      


      Grandpa Gillman introduced me to golf at the age of five. After school he would take me out to the Lancaster Country Club

         and we’d play two or three holes before Grandma joined us for dinner. Between ordering dinner and the time the food arrived,

         I’d go to the putting green until they’d call me in to eat. Sometimes after dinner I’d go back to the putting green again.

         If it hadn’t been for the light on the corner of the greenskeeper’s shack, it would have been pitch black. This was no problem

         at all.

      


      But sports wasn’t Grandpa Gillman’s only specialty; he was also a great life-skills coach. I can remember watching how he

         treated people with dignity and respect. The consummate gentleman, I saw how he cherished Grandma. He thanked people constantly,

         even those who didn’t expect it. I can picture how he acted when he and I would take his car in for service, leaning over

         the fender next to the mechanic. “Wow, I would never have seen that,” he would say. Not only was he honoring the mechanic,

         he was right in there, watching and learning. Grandpa was a student of the people around him. He was always involved.

      


      

         A sandwich is always better when someone else makes it for you, especially someone you love.


      


      Absolutely no one was beneath this man. When a serviceman made a call to his house, Grandpa would offer him lunch, then sit

         down with him and eat sandwiches he or Grandma had made.

      


      On some weekends when my parents worked part time for a retail pharmaceutical company, inventorying drugstores, Grandpa and

         Grandma Gillman took us to the Central Presbyterian Church. I can remember the sounds of the church service, the smell of

         the old wooden pews, and the feeling of sitting in the big sanctuary. I can especially remember listening to the music. And

         I remember standing between my grandparents when the offering plates were brought forward, singing the Doxology.
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