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This book is dedicated to all of the teachers and coaches who impart upon their students not just the facts they need to know, but the principles and values they need to thrive in a challenging environment. Your work changes lives and creates a better world. I know for certain you’ve changed my life and you’ve bettered my world. Bless your hearts.

Finally, I dedicate this book also to Jeannie Grass, my beloved, without whom there would be no stories worth telling.



Introduction

by Kevin Costner

I was invited back to my alma mater, California State University at Fullerton, in 1992 to help dedicate the school’s new baseball stadium. I didn’t play baseball in college, but by that time I’d made a couple of movies, Bull Durham and Field of Dreams, in which I apparently faked it pretty well.

I did learn a great deal about baseball and life at Cal State Fullerton. Most of it from one man in particular. I saw the invitation to the stadium dedication as an opportunity not only to thank that man but to introduce myself to him. You see, even though he had a big impact on my life, we’d never met.

Augie Garrido was the baseball coach at Fullerton while I was there, but he wasn’t my coach. I was a short, skinny guy who couldn’t make the team. Still, Coach Garrido was a source of enlightenment and inspiration for me in my college days. I can honestly say that he inspired me to do much more with my life than anyone else, including me, had thought possible.

My response to the university president when he invited me to the CSUF stadium dedication was this: “I’ll come if you’ll give me thirty minutes alone with Augie Garrido.”

I’m told that my request threw the president and other school administrators for something of a loop. They agreed to my terms, but then they went to Augie and demanded to know why Kevin Costner wanted to meet with him—of all people.

Augie, bless him, was dumbfounded by the whole deal.

“I don’t know Kevin Costner. I’ve never met the guy. I have no idea why he would want to talk to me,” he said.

He was telling it straight, as always. Augie did not know me then. But I knew him, and that is where this story and this book begin. It is the story of one man’s ability to positively influence the lives of others. Even people he does not know.

Initially, I went to baseball games at Fullerton because the best athlete from my high school, Jim Irvin, was on the team. After the first few games, I kept going so I could listen to his coach, Augie Garrido.

Thirty years later, I’m still listening to Augie. I still seek him out for advice, inspiration, insights, and camaraderie. Coach Garrido created a dramatic turnaround for the baseball team at Fullerton in my years there. He did the same thing for me. Augie simply changed my life.

Cal State Fullerton was not a glamour school like UCLA or USC. It offered an education for kids from working-class families like mine. We didn’t have many resources and neither did the school.

Augie was hired to coach a Fullerton baseball team that had only won 35 percent of its games in the previous eight years. He built it into a national powerhouse, turning blue-collar grinders—players no one else wanted—into champions. He had no scholarships to offer them. He barely had enough baseballs, bats, and uniforms to go around. There were no lights on the field and no locker rooms. The guys changed out of their street clothes in the parking lot.

The team’s annual budget was $4,000 when Augie got there. They raised it to $6,000 when they moved to Division I—still the lowest budget of any team at that level. When Augie started at Fullerton, the gray felt Titan baseball uniforms were so wretched that he ordered his equipment manager to burn them. It was the only way the school would buy new uniforms.

In his second season, his team made it to the regionals but the school couldn’t afford to send them, so Augie took out a second mortgage on his house to pay for the trip. Four seasons later, Fullerton won its first national championship. Under Augie’s leadership, my blue-collar alma mater won three College World Series championships, beating teams from the biggest schools in the country—teams with legendary baseball programs and budgets in the millions of dollars.

Obviously, Augie is a great coach, one of those who can always figure out a way to win, but even watching from the stands as a college kid, I could tell there was something more unusual about him. He didn’t just coach baseball. He taught his players how to be better men. He was a student of the game, but even more, he studied each of his players to determine what motivated them and what they needed from him. He worked to bring out the best in each of them. He helped those young guys figure out who they were, where they were going, and how they could get there.

Most coaches have one speech. Augie has a hundred of them, and each is custom-designed to inspire his young charges; not just the stars, but every kid who needs guidance and encouragement. From my seat behind the dugout, I listened to Augie teach his players, and I learned along with them. I learned some baseball, but I picked up even more about being a man and chasing my dreams. The things Augie said resonated with me. I’d had similar thoughts but wasn’t sure how to apply them. I wasn’t sure if they were even realistic. I saw that Augie’s players succeeded as a baseball team because of the people they became under his guidance. I came to understand that their growth and success as individuals meant more to their coach than all the trophies they took home—and Augie’s teams have picked up a lot of glass and brass.

Augie has a take on that too, and it offers insight into why so many people admire and appreciate him as a mentor and role model. He says, “The real trophies in life are the relationships we have with others.”

I’ve been friends with Augie for nearly twenty years now, and I know that he believes that and he lives it. Thanks to him, so do I. He sometimes jokes that he is “magical.” By that, he is not claiming any supernatural powers. What Augie means is that pure magic is the only possible explanation for the blessings that have come to him, the humble son of migrant field and factory workers.

Those blessings include more victories than any other coach in the history of college baseball. They also include a rewarding career at the top of his field, the love of a beautiful woman and loyal family members, legions of friends, and hundreds of coaches and athletes who respect him even when his team whips up on them time after time.

I have my own theories about the source of Augie’s influence and success. I think both are due to his humility, his decency, his insights into the human condition, and his genuine desire to keep growing while helping other imperfect men and women create lives that fulfill them. I trust him. He has value. Augie is clearly someone who makes a difference in this world.

Augie also is fond of saying that he has no hobbies. That’s a little misleading. He is not a one-dimensional person. He is engaged in the world and he’s not a bad cook either. Yet, it’s true that Augie’s thoughts always drift back to young men playing baseball. Neither his mind nor his spirits are ever far from his sport. That’s why I had to cast him in For Love of the Game, which is one of my favorite films because of his presence on the set. I didn’t want another actor in the role of the New York Yankees manager. I had to have Augie because he is absolutely authentic. He also is a romantic guy in the way that he loves the game; he loves the poetry of it. Yet, he understands the viciousness of the baseball gods and how cruel they can be.

Augie is always in the moment. He finds a way to reach each young man on his team. He understands their individual personalities. He loves molding them into a team with a shared goal. He revels in their accomplishments. Yet, Augie is ready to be wrong and to change when necessary. Not long ago, he tore into one of his young stars for not showing up to participate in summer workouts.

“You can’t just show up,” Augie chastised him. “You have to work if you want to be a ballplayer.”

The kid told Augie, “I worked hard. It just wasn’t at baseball. I had a job.”

Augie later learned that this talented young man, who had beat out several scholarship athletes for his position, had spent the summer on a garbage-truck crew so he could afford to return for another semester.

My friend Augie saw the poetry in that revelation.

“I worked on a garbage truck once,” Augie told his player. “I know how hard it is. You have my respect, so please accept my apology.”

There is another thing I admire in Augie. Like many men, he had a loving but sometimes complex relationship with his father. Yet, Augie wisely notes that as we grow into imperfect men ourselves, we appreciate our fathers even more because we better understand them and the challenges they faced.

In reading this book, you may come up with your own theories about what makes Augie Garrido tick and why so many people credit him as a positive influence. I’m willing to bet that you will learn a little about yourself too, and after turning the final page, you will share my gratitude for the opportunity to have met him and learned from him.

It’s been said that several of my movies, particularly Field of Dreams, inspired and touched audiences because they explored father-son relationships and the male perspective. I think this book will touch people in much the same way. I’ve learned a lot from Augie just talking with him late into the night. I feel blessed to have him in my life, and I am sure you will feel the same way.



CHAPTER ONE
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For Love of the Game

My favorite thing to do as a boy was to open the living room window on summer days and place our round-top Philco radio on the sill so in the driveway outside I could hear the New York Yankees broadcast. Then, as I took my position on the concrete drive, baseball mitt in one hand and a tennis ball in the other, my imagination carried me to center field at Yankee Stadium.

The Yanks’ radio broadcast provided the sound track to my driveway fantasy games, and the music of baseball is what I’ve danced to ever since. Nearly all my blessed life, I’ve tried to hang on to the joy of that kid caught up in his game; losing track of time and place, bouncing that tennis ball off the stucco wall for hour upon hour.

Pitch by pitch. Hit by hit. Out by out. Inning by inning. That’s how I first played baseball as a boy, and it is how I coach it today; staying in the moment, focusing on the fundamentals, letting the score take care of itself.

For most of my seven decades, baseball has been at the center of my life. This game both beautiful and cruel has taken me all over this world and even into the alternative universe of the movies, strange as that may be. Baseball is so much a part of my life, I joke that my heartbeat sounds like a ball smacking a glove. I have no doubt my obituary will read like a box score, tallied up in wins and losses—not to mention strikeouts, foul balls, and errors in the field.

They’ll want to bury me in a baseball uniform, and there will be plenty to choose from given all the teams I’ve played for and coached. As a player I’ve worn the colors of Leo’s Louisiana Laundry, the Benicia Mud Hens, the New Pisa Restaurant, the Fresno State Bulldogs, the Alamance Indians, the Portland Beavers, and the Humboldt Crabs to name just a few. As a coach, I’ve suited up with Sierra High School Chieftans (1966–69), the San Francisco State University Gators (1969), the California Polytechnic State University Mustangs (1970–72), the Cal State Fullerton University Titans (1973–87/1991–96), the University of Illinois Fighting Illini (1988–90), and the University of Texas Longhorns (1996–present).

My love of the game began on those solitary afternoons I spent lost to the world in the driveway of our apartment building in Vallejo, California. Federal Terrace, our public housing project, was built in 1939, the same year I was born. World War II drove a boom period for Vallejo. The working-class town’s population tripled from thirty thousand to ninety thousand in my first five years as wave after wave of eager workers, many of them poor immigrants like my father’s family, rushed in to grab coveted government jobs in the massive Mare Island Shipyards nearby.

Vallejo and central California were far removed from Yankee Stadium in the Bronx, but the Bronx Bombers were my favorite major-league team because of Joe DiMaggio, the Yankee Clipper, out of San Francisco. My dad, an absolute fanatic about baseball in particular and sports in general, often drove up to see the San Francisco Seals minor-league games before I was born. He became a devoted fan of Joe DiMaggio and his older brother Vince when they were with the Seals early in their careers. My dad was a DiMaggio guy and a Yankees guy for the rest of his life. I inherited his player and team as well as his competitive drive.


GOLDEN GAME

Joe DiMaggio’s 56-game hitting streak with the Yankees was my father’s favorite topic of conversation, and I welcomed it because his second and third favorite topics were my shortcomings and screw-ups. Dad, who often practiced tough love to the extreme, finally took me to see our shared baseball idol in 1948, late in DiMaggio’s career.

The Yankees were playing their own Triple A team, the Oakland Oaks in Emeryville. This rare trip to a game featuring big leaguers was one of those magical days, a peaceful interlude in our father-son wars. That he bought me a ticket was itself a big deal. Most games, my father treated me like a third wheel. If he had two tickets, he’d take a friend. I was allowed to tag along, but only with the understanding that if I wanted to see the game, I’d have to sneak in on my own.

I rose to the challenge and became an expert gate-crasher. In those days they didn’t have turnstiles or heavy security so it wasn’t all that difficult. I’d bide my time near a gate, wait for a group of preferably large and distracted adults to come along, and then I’d just squeeze my scrawny body into a forest of thick thighs and steal a seat.

On the rare occasion when I was caught and thrown out, I’d earnestly apologize and immediately head to another gate to await another opportunity for a stealth entrance. One way or another I’d make it. Gate-crashing became part of the sport for me, sort of a pregame warm-up.

Somewhere, though, I still have a ticket stub to the New York Yankees and Oakland Oaks game my dad took me to. It’s golden in my memory and well regarded in history too because Joe DiMaggio wasn’t the only Yankee legend present. Two other men destined to follow him in Yanks lore were there, but they were in the Oaks dugout that day. By the start of the very next season, Casey Stengel would be the Yankees manager, but for this game in 1948, he was leading an Oaks team nicknamed the Nine Old Men because so many of the players were aging veterans down from the majors. The second baseman was an exception, a fresh-faced rookie by the name of Billy “the Kid” Martin, who also became a Yankee manager and something of a legend himself.

I can still recall every moment of that game with the clarity of a kid experiencing rapture. The sights, the sounds, the smells, I was a boy walking among the gods in pinstripes. I felt a sense of belonging because I’d been Joe DiMaggio in the driveway hundreds of times by then. I’d embraced my father’s sport and his hero as my own.

THE GAME PLAN

Baseball has been fairly beaten to death as a metaphor for life so I’ll try not to add to the carnage. Still, I’ll share a few lessons if you don’t mind, most of them gleaned from my sport and my life in it. It’s not that I want to impress you with my wisdom. There is no false modesty in play when I say I’m still living on a learner’s permit. There is substantial evidence to support that claim, including a well-publicized stay in the Travis County jail a couple years back. More on that later.

After many years of working on my mental game, observing my college players, and doing what I can to guide them to their destinies not only as athletes but as men, I am compelled to share some thoughts on baseball, character, and life. I hope you will find it of value. I’ve come to consider myself a teacher because first and foremost that is what a good coach is. I try to coach the person as well as the player by helping young men see the lessons offered within the game.

Those lessons are many, but probably the greatest thing the game teaches you is how to deal with adversity and distracting emotions while continuing to pursue your goals and dreams. When I first started coaching, I’d begin each season laying down the law. I had a long list of rules about hair length, facial hair, how to wear your uniform—all these regulations. I don’t do that anymore. Now, in my first team meeting each season I have just a simple set of four rules.

No. 1: Do what’s right.

No. 2: Do your best.

Then I tell our players that they don’t know what their best is—yet. I tell them they have potential that has not yet been tapped and that unleashing that potential will be an ongoing process.

“We will strive for perfection, but you will fail. It takes courage to keep striving after you fail,” I tell them.

Then I give them rule No. 3: When you fail, recognize the message that’s in that failure and be motivated to get better. And then to do your best again and again until you find the solution.

The final rule I give them, No. 4, is this: If you’ve followed the first three rules, then you’ve accomplished something of value so give yourself credit for that. Treat yourself like you would your best friend, and give your best to your team.

These four rules are the tools I give our young guys to help them deal with the challenges of the game, but they apply to life too. Whenever fear strikes, and it always does, the emotion takes you out of the moment and into your own head. Whether you are hitting or pitching, it throws you off and destroys your focus on the task at hand. Then fear takes you even further out of the moment and away from your mission, whether it’s in the batter’s box or on the mound. The typical reaction is to realize something is wrong and to try to “fix” it, which usually results in trying harder, and when you do that, you keep failing. The cycle continues and the spiral is downward. The baseball player caught up in that spiral kicks the dirt, throws his bat down, and stomps it. The golfer in the same mode throws his club in the pond.

Players break the downward spiral only when they quit trying and return to playing. I think that’s why baseball is important. It creates these challenges and lets us fail. It’s a cruel game in the same way that life can be cruel. To love baseball is to have it break your heart time and again. But if you take the right approach and understand that there are ways to manage your emotions and to move past failure, you become a different person, a better person. If you learn that self-mastery on the baseball field, then the game is more than a game; it’s an educational tool, a force for positive change. That’s why I think baseball’s important. It provides opportunity to learn valuable life skills and to better yourself.

I asked Kevin Costner to write the introduction to this book not because he is a celebrity but because he was the first person to tell me that my coaching and teaching had value beyond baseball. He also helped me understand the far-reaching power of a teacher, coach, parent, or any authority figure who is truly invested in the success of those around him.

Kevin described for you the lessons he drew from my coaching and my relationship with the players at Fullerton, even from his seat in the stands. As he noted, I had no idea he was listening, or that he was even there. Of course at the time he was just a student, another young guy struggling to figure it all out.

This book will offer chapters that impart some of those same lessons Kevin picked up on, hopefully to inspire or help you wherever you are right now to find your purpose, whether on the field or in the stands, parent or child, teacher or coach. The chapters look at the importance of:

• Finding your purpose and pursuing it with passion

• Recognizing your fears and managing them

• Learning from failures and moving forward

• Committing to mastery of the skills you need to succeed

• Sacrificing and doing whatever it takes to achieve realistic goals

• Creating and seizing opportunities and acting upon them

• Being a team player willing to play whatever role is needed

• Enjoying the spiritual rewards of each moment and each day

• Being as good a friend to yourself as you are to others

MENTAL MASTERY

When everyone on the field has superior athletic ability, knowledge of a game’s strategy, and mastery of its skills, success is usually claimed by those in command over the mental aspects of baseball. The mental skills of the game are essential, and they are applicable to most other pursuits in business and in life. At times in baseball, for example, you simply step up to the plate and swing away, but perhaps even more often you dig into the batter’s box and work the pitcher and the game itself. Fans cheer the home runs, the no-hitters, and spectacular fielding, but serious students and teachers of the game know that the elements of “small ball,” such as getting ahead on the count, taking a walk, sacrifice bunting, making productive outs, and choosing the proper pitch for the proper moment, are every bit as critical in a season.

Those baseball and life skills also will be a focus of this book. Those aspects examined will include:

• Staying in the moment by clearing the mind of past failures and future rewards

• Filtering out distractions

• Breaking down the game to the basics of throw and catch and hit

• Taking what the game gives you

• The undeniable importance of winning

• The undeniable importance of losing

• Putting yourself in position to score

• Striving for quality at bats and productive outs

• Building and keeping momentum

• Approaching each inning as a game in itself

• Being aware of your role within the team

• Always expanding your boundaries and living without limitations

PLAYING WITH CHARACTER

Character is yet another vital aspect of sports and life. I am far more interested in how a young man responds to pressure or disappointment than I am in how far he can hit a fastball. I coach for character. Few things thrill me as much as watching a young man step up and discover something about himself that will stay with him and serve him for a lifetime.

I’ve had to work on the development of character throughout my life. I’ve had many good teachers who tried to get through to me. Few of them struck a spark in my younger years because I was a hardheaded kid who didn’t care a lot about learning. As I grew older, it hit me that I soaked up more of their lessons and kindnesses than I realized. After the Texas Longhorns baseball team won the national championship series in 2002, I received a handwritten note in graceful cursive writing from a ninety-two-year-old woman who had been my kindergarten teacher in Vallejo.

“I think you might be the same Augie Garrido I had in kindergarten,” she wrote. “I taught my students to be trustworthy, to study hard, and to have good character and good manners. Somewhere along the line, you must have gotten that.”

Yes, I hope somewhere along the line those principles did sink in. I certainly learned to be grateful to caring teachers who never gave up on their students, not even after more than fifty years. Now, my staff and I have the opportunity to be a positive influence. It’s not just about baseball, it’s about life. The mental game is the same. Emotional intelligence is just as important in one realm as the other.

I want our players to have the critical ability to self-correct and to always be aware of what is most valuable to them. Is it a bat or a ball or a glove or the ability to use those things? No. It’s our minds and the ability to use them. My job is to help our players find balance in their lives. By teaching them the fundamentals of baseball and seeing that they receive an education that includes life skills, I am helping them help themselves seek and fulfill their destinies. I want them to become whom they are meant to be.

I don’t have heroes like Joe DiMaggio any longer. My heroes walk around my locker room and in and out, and back into my life. It’s interesting because my former players usually come back to me in more reflective moods after they’ve earned degrees or become parents and taken on family responsibilities. That’s when they often begin to see how the lessons of baseball apply to the real world. Many of them have become major leaguers, professional ballplayers with astounding salaries, but most have become fine men, good husbands, caring fathers, and productive citizens; and of that I am most proud.

Jeremy Carr is among the former players I’ve coached who say they apply lessons learned in baseball to their daily lives. Now thirty-nine and the owner of a $10 million medical supplies business in San Antonio, Jeremy was a five-foot-nine-inch speedster who came to Cal State Fullerton out of junior college. He was not drafted out of high school or junior college but proved himself invaluable to our 1992 and 1993 seasons at Fullerton. He was a scrappy, hard-nosed ballplayer totally committed to everything he did. His determined spirit inspired his teammates. Jeremy was one of the important spirits of the team.

To give you an idea of just how determined he was, Jeremy was one of the top ten base stealers in Fullerton history, and he did it on chronically bad knees that caused him almost constant pain. He could hit too. In his junior year, I had him batting third in the lineup with Phil Nevin at cleanup because I knew Jeremy would get on base and Phil would bring him home.

Jeremy lived and breathed baseball and desperately wanted to be drafted by a major-league team. That expectation weighed heavily on him at the start of his senior year and it showed. He struggled at the plate and in the field. He was striking out three times in a game, and that just wasn’t like him at all. He had always made good contact before.

I pulled him aside one day and told him that he needed to get out of his own head, clear his mind of all expectations about the major leagues and just play the game he was capable of playing. I told him that he didn’t need to “try,” all he had to do was play because he was one of the most talented hitters on the team. I told him to trust himself and take it pitch by pitch and let the ball show him what to do.

“You will do just fine. This team needs you, so just go out there and do your best because I’m telling you that your best is better than most of the guys out there day in and day out.”

Jeremy took that to heart and played so well that he was drafted at the end of the season by the Kansas City Royals. He played seven years in their minor-league system, and I have no doubt that he would have made it to the major leagues if his knees hadn’t given out on him. He had more than 50 stolen bases in one minor-league season, but he needed four operations to keep his knees working.

At thirty, he left baseball with no business experience and no job prospects. One of his former teammates, Jason Moler, helped him find an entry level position in the health care field, and as he always had on the baseball diamond, Jeremy took that opportunity and ran with it. Today, Jeremy has about a hundred employees working at his medical supply company.

“Everyday I preach the same things to my business team that Coach Garrido told our baseball team,” he says. “I tell them to do their best every day to move the business forward, just like Augie telling us to take productive at bats and to win the game inning by inning. I also catch myself telling my employees to stay focused and concentrate on the little things because if we do them right, they will bring us the big scores eventually.

“When we were in the College World Series in 1992 and headed into the final game, Coach Garrido told us, ‘Don’t hold anything back. Leave everything you have on that field. If you give everything you have and you still come up short, at least you won’t have any regrets. This time will go by faster than you can imagine, and when you look back, you don’t want to have regrets.’

“I still get chills when I think about that speech, and those words are part of my life and part of what I try to teach my employees and also my kids,” Jeremy says. “I’ll be telling my son to stay focused and to stay with the process and not to worry about the outcome and I’ll think, ‘Jeez, I got that from Augie too.’”

Jeremy says that although he is a business owner, he follows my coaching model and thinks of himself as “a teacher and the person who empowers his team so they can go out and be their best.”

When I decided to become a baseball coach, I didn’t even ask how much it paid or whether there was job security. I just went for it because I loved baseball. After doing it for a while, I still loved the job but I realized it wasn’t so much the game I loved as the people in it, the quality of the relationships and the experience of helping young people such as Jeremy Carr figure out who they are and what they are capable of doing.

The real reward for me is to hear our former players say they’ve benefited from our experiences together—that they learned something that can be of value to their lives. Teaching is the profession that I most respect because if it were not for my best teachers and my best coaches. . . well, I might have had more than one fleeting experience as a county jail inmate. My goal in writing this book is the same as my goal as a teacher-coach, and it is rooted in many lessons I learned the hard way. I had some issues to overcome due to a loving father who lacked parenting skills. I realized not long ago that I’ve spent most of my life trying to become the man I wanted my father to be and the hard-nosed but caring coach I’d always yearned to have on my team.


[Augie] taught you the right way to play the game. He’s changed a ton. I think he has more patience now, is more caring for the players. Back then, it was a tough love.

TIM WALLACH

Cal State Fullerton

Montreal Expos

L.A. Dodgers Triple A manager



If I’ve learned nothing else, it is that you must demonstrate that you care about young people before they will begin to care about what you say to them. You can only be the teacher when the student is ready to learn. I want each of them to succeed as human beings, with my help or in spite of it. However, don’t get the impression that I coddle our players. They’ll tell you that I am not always a warm and fuzzy guy in the dugout or in the locker room. I’ll always find a way to break through any resistance to my “gentle encouragement,” and it’s usually not a pleasant experience for the obstinate or the defiant. I’m determined to make a difference in their lives.

Coaching isn’t a hobby for me and it’s more than a profession. It’s who I am. I coach baseball to its core because it is in my core. I coach every minute motion, every angle of the field, and every aspect of the game: the physical, the mental, and the spiritual. I’ve been successful beyond any dream I ever dared to conjure. The only thing that carried me from 210 Benson Avenue in the public housing projects of Vallejo to the grand life I’ve experienced is my passion for doing what I do and my desire to be the best at whatever I am engaged in. That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.

Given my humble background, I feel there is something magical in my success, something beyond my skill as a teacher and my knowledge of the sport. I do not claim responsibility for that magic, nor do I claim to know how it works. It just works. That said, I’ll try not to take myself too seriously in this book. I’ll keep in mind the words of my mother, who considered it her duty to keep me humble.

Years ago after I’d signed a five-year professional baseball contract for more money than my parents had ever seen, I came home over the Christmas holiday for a visit. Family and friends were there, and though many of them were older and wiser, I was feeling full of myself. I was making very good money for the first time in my life. I had a college degree and I’d been through boot camp and military service. So, of course, I knew all there was to know and I was eager to share my wisdom with all those assembled.

After listening to her cocky young son carry on for a half hour or so, my mother offered this observation from her West Texas font of true wisdom:

“Boy, you know that philosophy you got going on there? There’s a mighty fine line between that philosophy and bullshit.”



CHAPTER TWO
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A Chickenshit, Dooflopper, and Curb Cryer

Somewhere on this book’s jacket there is a description of me as the “winningest baseball coach in the history of Division I athletics.” You can read that as “luckiest baseball coach in the history of Division I athletics,” and you won’t receive any argument from my late mother, or me. The assistant coaches and young athletes I’ve coached have compiled the wins and losses and five College World Series championships credited to my account. I prefer to keep score according to their performance as men both on the field and long after they’ve left it.

I credit my father with motivating me to become a pretty good ballplayer and a successful coach. I resented his controlling my life as a boy, but in the end I am who I am because of him, and I take full responsibility for my choices after I became independent. A big part of deciding what we want to be is realizing what we want to avoid becoming. My dad gave me that, and he gave me the gift of baseball, the sport that has defined my life. We have choices, and in the end we are responsible for who we become.

Kevin Costner’s baseball movie Field of Dreams ends with a father and a son playing catch, and it’s the rare man who doesn’t get a lump in his throat or a tear in his eye at that moment. The movie captures the spirituality of baseball and the connections forged by those playing the game together. For me, the spiritual element is the shared experience and the bond of picking each other up, working together, wanting each other to succeed.

Over a career, it can’t be just about winning because you can’t possibly win every time. The important thing is that you do your best, learn from failures, and strive to be better and to be a true friend to your teammates and, most of all, to yourself.


Sometimes when you set goals and get result-oriented and you don’t attain those goals, you feel like a failure. Augie always talked about setting attainable goals, not hitting .400 in college but taking every at bat like your last or playing every game like your last. Give it everything you have, and if you fall short, that’s okay as long as you left it all on the field. I love that philosophy. It teaches you to give 100 percent in everything you do, and win or lose, you will feel good about yourself.

MARK KOTSAY

Cal State Fullerton

Chicago White Sox



TAKING MEASURE

This book is steeped in baseball because that’s my expertise; it’s where I hang my hat. But ultimately I’m writing about relationships, how we should treat each other, what we should expect of ourselves. I know young men. I take their measure every day. I study them on the practice field, in the dugout, at bat, in the field, and on campus. I am always assessing our players, probing their minds, reading their body language, deciphering their wisecracks and comments, calculating their motivations. I’m a coach. That’s what I do.

My biggest challenge with student-athletes coming out of high school or junior college has been to release fear’s hold on them. Sometimes they aren’t aware of it. Often, they won’t acknowledge the source. My job is to free them of that burden and to show them better, healthier sources of motivation. If fear is a problem for you, I’ll offer that same guidance to you in these pages.

I want my players and you the reader to understand that while it is possible to achieve considerable outward success with fear as a driving force, that particular driver will eventually bring most people to their knees—as it once did me. Fulfillment and happiness come only when you are pursuing your passion and are totally engaged because of your love of the game, whatever your game might be.

MAN UNDER CONSTRUCTION

I found success in coaching not right away but quickly enough. From the outside it probably looked as if I were having a ball. Yet, on the inside, I was cowering and miserable, and eventually my emotional fragility was revealed in the volatility of my relationships. Eventually the lights came on and it hit me that just maybe the problem wasn’t them, it was me. So, I undertook a journey through therapy, religion, and introspection to fix me as best I could. Through trial and error, and more error, I learned how to hold up my end of a stable relationship. Jeannie, who has been with me for more than nineteen years, may have her own opinions on just how successful I’ve been. One thing is certain: Her sainthood is assured.

The first part of my life I didn’t know how to overcome my fear. I didn’t know I had a choice. In this, the second part of my life, I am running toward what I love. That’s a key coaching point, one good for a lifetime. When you are driven by fear, you may win but you have no peace. When you pursue your passions, you find fulfillment in every moment, every day, every swing of the bat, every pitch thrown.

Once I stepped onto a fearless field, I realized that life is about having the courage to act on your ideas, to keep stretching and growing and to pursue your destiny and fulfillment. What a privilege that is!

THE FATHER-SON GAME

I’d like to share a little more of my background to help you understand how I formed the coaching and life philosophies offered in this book. My journey began under the strict guidance of my dad, August Edmun Garrido Sr., who worked through his own childhood with his Spanish immigrant parents in the produce fields of Northern California. In those fields my father met my mother, Lois, a Lubbock sharecropper’s daughter with an eighth-grade education, seven brothers and sisters, and a mixed heritage she described simply as “Texan.”

Dad made it through high school in Vacaville, California, so he had that on her. Mom was bighearted but brooked no nonsense. Neither of them knew how to be a parent. They had few nurturing skills and minimal relationship skills. They were a pair of perpetual teenagers who loved each other but had no idea how to be married. My parents’ relationship was a never-ending cycle of being together, breaking up, marrying, fighting, separating, getting back together, then frequently ripping at each other in passion or rage, often both.

As soon as I was old enough, I worked alongside my parents picking cherries, apricots, peaches, and plums for twenty-five cents a box. Now you can understand why at that time in my life I didn’t share the romantic notions of the Napa Valley region. It was Death Valley as far as I was concerned; hot, dusty, and home to back-breaking work. I was in grade school by the time my father and mother moved from toiling in the fields to more steady year-round work at the shipyards in Vallejo.

Dad worked and willed his way up the ladder to become supervisor of an eight-acre warehouse packed with nuclear-submarine parts. He made no effort to hide his hatred of that job and most other aspects of his hardscrabble life. Sports were his escape. He loved all sports, but softball was the game he played when I was growing up. His night job allowed him to pursue that passion. Dad was director of the community recreation center in our housing project, which meant that he organized, coached, and played in the night leagues.

My dad was a big personality in a small package. Someone once said that he could strike up a conversation with the wind. Aggressively gregarious, he was a leader in our little blue-collar community, the mayor of every meeting, the feisty little guy who would do whatever he could to beat you whether it was softball, Ping-Pong, or a jog around the park.

Athletic, compactly built, and competitive in the extreme, he lived to win. Dad also enjoyed being right. When his playing days ended, he became an umpire, and you can bet that once he made a call, there was no overturning it. I’m fairly certain that my father was the only umpire in history who never missed a call, at least by his accounting.

Dad was coach, captain, and catcher on the rec center’s fast-pitch softball team. I began as his batboy, a bad omen given his penchant for swatting me. Still, I did learn the fundamentals of the game early on, and I continued to soak up baseball basics as I moved into playing in the youth leagues. My father was usually my coach, but the only favoritism I received was as his favorite target. He was harder on me than anyone else. He wanted me to be the best only because my performance reflected on him. It wasn’t about me. It was about him. Everything I did on the field belonged to him. If I didn’t play well, he yelled at me and told me I embarrassed him. If my performance was not up to his standards, he made me walk home. It was not an easy walk, ever.

THE NO-PARKING ZONE

Like most kids, I learned the skills needed to survive in my environment, for better or worse. My father’s methods left me with a mistrust of adults and their rules. I felt he was unreasonable. So, for many years I had a rebellious attitude toward authority. It’s not that I was robbing banks or vandalizing churches, though I did become a fairly notorious parking scofflaw at CSUF.

At Fullerton my office was about five hundred yards from the baseball field and its parking lot. Coaches and faculty had no assigned spaces so we had to battle the students for parking spots. I grew sick of that so I created my own parking space by driving onto a practice field and leaving my car on the grass next to my office. I did that every day for a year and a half or so. The campus parking enforcers rewarded me with a ticket, every day; sometimes twice a day. I didn’t pay them.

Two days before Christmas I was hosting a party for our coaches and friends in my condo near the ball field. Two cops showed up without invitations, but they did have a warrant for my arrest, based on 430 unpaid parking tickets. With my guests looking on in a mixture of great amusement and horror, the cops cuffed me and hauled me off to the county jail.

Fortunately, the judge who heard my case was a baseball fan. He chastised the Fullerton athletic department for forcing its baseball coach to park so far from the workplace. He fined me just $25. I kept parking my car illegally but somehow avoided incarceration.


PLAYING THE GAME INSIDE OUT

My minor rebellion against parking rules was an example of Augie Jr. still thumbing his nose at Augie Sr. Silly as it was, I carried around this conflict and the fear that still simmered inside. I mention this only because it is important that we know ourselves, that we are aware of what drives us, the good and the bad. As a coach I see many young men who struggle when they get to the college level because, like me, they are carrying conflicts and fears that they’ve never confronted. You can’t fix it if you don’t recognize it, acknowledge it, and take responsibility for overcoming it.

When I coach our players to “stay in the moment” and block out all fears and expectations at the plate, I’m giving them advice I sorely needed early in my baseball days. In my Little League days, they weren’t so strict about organizing teams and leagues according to age. That’s how I ended up as a nine-year-old batting against a sixteen-year-old pitcher who put fear in my heart. Joe Piccolo had more than a few years on me. I was barely five feet tall and still shopping in the boys’ department. He was six foot three inches tall with a full beard. He looked like a grown man. Worse yet, Joe was more intimidating than any adult I knew.

Standing at the plate waiting for him to throw at me, I couldn’t feel my feet on the ground or the bat in my hands. I was numb. He threw, I flinched. He threw, I flinched. He threw, I flinched. The umpire called the third strike but I never heard it. I just felt a nudge directing me toward our dugout from where my father offered his usual words of encouragement.

“If you’re gonna be a chickenshit, don’t play the game!” he yelled across the field.

I tried to tune him out but his words burned. My temporary paralysis at the plate against Joe Piccolo left me to ponder, What just happened?

My father provided the answer in his postgame summary: “You were scared shitless out there! I can’t believe I raised such a chickenshit kid!”

On the long walk home that day, I knew he’d be waiting to jump on my ass when I walked in the door. I vowed that he wouldn’t make me cry. I vowed that fear would never again conquer me. Instead, I would use it, channel it, thrive on it. Screw you, Dad. I’m not afraid of you. I’m not afraid of anything.

SURVIVAL MODE

Initially, I conquered my fears by becoming fear-driven. I turned it into defiant determination. “I’ll show him!” For many years that approach worked for me, though ultimately it might have destroyed me. I was naturally athletic, and once I became focused on the playing field, I excelled. Then I hit high school and size became a factor. I’d had an early growth spurt in grade school, but suddenly the other guys were passing me by. I didn’t catch up until my senior year. Then the baseball coach, Bob Patterson, gave me a shot at second base, with a warning: “I’ll play you in the first game, but I don’t think you can hit, and if you can’t hit, you won’t be playing much.”

I responded by striking out my first time at the plate. To my shock, Coach Patterson didn’t yank me. I was so tense and pale when I came up for a second at bat, I looked like death at the plate. For the record, if ever I’ve claimed to have seen the pitcher throw that first pitch, I was lying. All I know was that suddenly the ball was there and I flinched to avoid getting hit.

The baseball gods intervened. Somehow, the ball hit the bat, and a hit was what I claimed. Miraculously, the baseball soared over the first baseman’s head. It may have been divine intervention, El Niño, or a downdraft caused by a passing Budweiser delivery truck, we’ll never know.

If a hit could be an error on the batter, that’s what the scorecard should have said, but it was hit enough for me. The next time up, I had a legitimate single, and after that it was fire up the marching band. I was on my way to a .420 batting average for my senior season. Even with those big numbers, I was just the seventh-best hitter on a team overstuffed with ripe athletic talent. My baseball skills drew only a little attention amid the wealth of prospects on my team. Both Stanford and the University of Southern California sent letters inviting me to visit their campuses as a possible baseball recruit, but I lacked both the grades and the vision at that point.
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