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One of the most inspirational stories of sports and faith ever told, The Chicken Runs at
Midnight powerfully shows that God can work in our lives even when we think it's too late to
change.As a Major League Baseball coach, Rich Donnelly was dedicated, hardworking, and
successful. But as a husband and father, he was distant, absent, and a failure. He'd let baseball
take over his life, and as a result his family suffered. That is, until one day he received some
harrowing news."Dad, I have a brain tumor, and I'm sorry." These words from his seventeen-year-
old daughter, Amy, turned his world upside-down. Now, more than ever, he was determined to
put his family first.The time they spent together in the months before her death will be treasured
and remembered forever, but especially the inside joke that became a catchphrase for the
Donnelly family as well as the Pittsburgh Pirates team that played in the National League
Championship Series that year: "The chicken runs at midnight."This book shares the
heartwarming story behind the odd catchphrase--and how it still lives on as a symbol for never
giving up--and proves that God can work in the life of any person, even through their mistakes
and failures.Weaving baseball history with personal memoir, this book is one that will make you
thrill to victory, believe in hope, stand up to cheer for what is good in peoples' lives.

This may be the most beautifully told, inspiring account of finding God in a baseball setting ever
recorded. -- Spitball Magazine, organizers of the CASEY Award, awarded to the best baseball
book of the year --This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorTom Friend is a
feature writer, columnist, director and commentator who has worked for ESPN, the New York
Times, the Washington Post, the Los Angeles Times, the Kansas City Star, the San Jose
Mercury News and the National Sports Daily. He has had multiple stories reprinted in the
anthology The Best American Sports Writing, and his TV version of The Chicken Runs at
Midnight—which he reported and wrote for ESPN—was nominated for a 2016 Sports Emmy. A
graduate of the University of Missouri and a native of Washington, D.C., he lives in Southern
California with his wife and two children.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/zAVZ/The-Chicken-Runs-at-Midnight-A-Daughters-Message-from-Heaven-That-Changed-a-Fathers-Heart-and-Won-a-World-Series


The Chicken Runs at Midnight is a beautiful story of baseball, family, and faith. Tom Friend does
a wonderful job of weaving these three themes together and telling you a story that will give you
the chills. You will cry; you will laugh; and you will tell the story over and over again—just as I
have.Craig Counsell, manager of the Milwaukee BrewersHow do you begin to describe a story
that defies description? Well, Tom Friend has done it, masterfully. He has captured the essence
of what made Rich Donnelly one of the most respected men in baseball without sugar-coating
his personal trials. And he leaves us wishing we had been lucky enough to have met Rich’s
daughter, Amy. It is the fascinating story of a girl with a vision and a man after God’s own
heart.Ernie Johnson Jr., TBS/TNT sportscaster, author of the New York Times bestseller
UnscriptedThe Chicken Runs at Midnight is the kind of heartwarming story all of us need, not
just baseball fans. In our loud, busy world, it’s a poignant reminder of what is truly important.Tom
Verducci, bestselling author of The Yankee Years and The Cubs WayIn The Chicken Runs at
Midnight, Tom Friend does a masterful job of depicting how the tragic death of Rich Donnelly’s
daughter, Amy, resulted in the ultimate victory of the human spirit. Through it all, it’s clear to see
that Rich was not only a great baseball man in his day. He’s also an outstanding human
being.Congressman Pete King, 2nd District, New YorkI enjoy everything Tom Friend writes, and
the story of Rich Donnelly and his dying daughter’s encouragement is one of the most
compelling I’ve heard in more than three decades of covering baseball. This book is sure to be a
must-read.Ken Rosenthal, The Athletic/Fox Sports/MLB NetworkRich Donnelly is one of the
funniest people I’ve ever met—in baseball and in life. But more important, he’s one of the most
amazing human beings I’ve ever met. So I’m so glad he and Tom Friend have collaborated on
this incredible book. You’ll laugh. You’ll cry. But when you’re through, you’ll know the real,
beautiful Rich Donnelly his friends know. And you’ll be glad you do.Jayson Stark, senior baseball
writer, The AthleticThe Chicken Runs at Midnight moved me from the minute I began reading it.
Having grown up as a Braves fan in the 1990s when Sid Bream slid in safely at home and having
watched the ’97 World Series, I was mesmerized. But also getting to spend some time with Rich
Donnelly at the 2017 World Baseball Classic made this book even more special to read. I admire
Rich for putting himself out there with total transparency, and Tom Friend for telling the story with
passion. I’m sure this book will help many people in more ways than one!Buster Posey, San
Francisco Giants catcher, five-time All-Star selection, and 2012 National League MVPTom
Friend has written a sweet book that tells the story of family, faith, death, and redemption. What
lives beyond the pages is the indomitable spirit of an unforgettable young woman.Gary
Pomerantz, author of The Last Pass: Cousy, Russell, the Celtics, and What Matters in the
EndOur daughter, Babe, died of brain tumors in 2005. When I saw the video of Rich’s story, I
cried. I picked up the phone and called Rich. For the next two hours, we bonded like we had
been friends for years. I told him about the Canuso Foundation and our “Babe’s Kids” program. I
invited him to come to New Jersey and tell the story of Amy and “the chicken runs at midnight”
for a group of high schools in our region. Wherever Rich spoke, the audience was overwhelmed
and in tears. Rich’s story is some sort of miracle, and it motivates people who hear it. He is a



good man and a great father with an incredible story.John Canuso, founder and president of the
Canuso FoundationTom Friend’s The Chicken Runs at Midnight is an incredible story beautifully
told. It’s much more than a sports book; it’s a wonderful gift to our culture.Christine Brennan,
USA Today sports columnist; CNN, ABC News, and PBS NewsHour commentator; bestselling
author of Inside EdgeZONDERVANThe Chicken Runs at MidnightCopyright © 2018 by Tom
FriendRequests for information should be addressed to:Zondervan, 3900 Sparks Dr. SE, Grand
Rapids, Michigan 49546Epub Edition August 2018 9780310352075All Scripture quotations,
unless otherwise indicated, are taken from The Holy Bible, New International Version ®, NIV®.
Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.® Used by permission of Zondervan. All
rights reserved worldwide. www.Zondervan.com. The “NIV” and “New International Version” are
trademarks registered in the United States Patent and Trademark Office by Biblica, Inc. ®Any
internet addresses (websites, blogs, etc.) and telephone numbers in this book are offered as a
resource. They are not intended in any way to be or imply an endorsement by Zondervan, nor
does Zondervan vouch for the content of these sites and numbers for the life of this book.All
rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or any
other—except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without the prior permission of the
publisher.Published in association with Blauner Books Literary Agency.Cover design: Faceout
StudioCover photos: ShutterstockInterior design: Kait LampherePhoto insert background: ©
David Lee/ShutterstockFirst printing July 2018 / Printed in the United States of AmericaTo the
best wordin the English language—family.ContentsForeword by Tim KurkjianIntroduction: I Am
ThirdFIRST BASEChapter 1: Free to Be MeChapter 2: Father and SonsChapter 3: Bubble
WrapChapter 4: PeggyChapter 5: Love and Baseball—Not Necessarily in That OrderChapter 6:
Minor Leagues, Major IssuesChapter 7: Boys Will Generally Be BoysSECOND BASEChapter 8:
Queen ElizabethChapter 9: Family, God, and Baseball—Definitely Not in That OrderChapter 10:
Convenient CatholicChapter 11: InfidelityChapter 12: A Daughter ScornedChapter 13: “Amy,
What Do You Want to Do?”Chapter 14: Amy Wants to RageChapter 15: Amy Wants to
WinTHIRD BASEChapter 16: “Dad, I’m Sorry”Chapter 17: “What Is He Cupping His Hands and
Telling Them?”Chapter 18: The Ninth MonthChapter 19: “Half of Me Is Gone”Chapter 20:
Chicken ManChapter 21: World SeriesHOMEChapter 22: Did God Run the Bases?Chapter 23:
Spreading the GospelChapter 24: How to Live and How to
DieAfterwordAcknowledgmentsForewordBaseball writers are not supposed to become friends
with the people they cover. It is a conflict of interest, a rule I diligently followed in my forty years in
the game with one exception: my friend, Rich Donnelly.No one has ever made me laugh like he
has—or at the same time made me cry. We’ve had beers together and attended funerals
together. One day, he threw me batting practice at Fenway Park. Another year, he coached our
winter league basketball team and still brags about how we erased a twenty-eight-point halftime
deficit to win the championship game. No one tells a story better than Rich Donnelly, and now he
has told, with the help of another friend, the brilliant Tom Friend, the greatest baseball story of all



time—The Chicken Runs at Midnight.The best stories in sports come from baseball, given its
rich tradition, deliberate pace, and wonderful unpredictability. Yet some baseball stories,
including portions of the 1919 Black Sox Scandal, Babe Ruth’s famous called shot in the 1932
World Series, and nearly any story about Rickey Henderson, are apocryphal or embellished. But
my favorite baseball story ever—the one told in this book—is all true. And it has every element of
a transcendent story—tragedy and triumph, tears and cheers, regret and redemption. It will
make you smile; it will make you weep; it will inspire you and make you a better person for having
read it, as it did Rich Donnelly for having lived it. This book is his life prophecy come true.It is a
baseball story, but like so many baseball stories, it’s about something more crucial: family.
Baseball is a marvelous sport, a beautiful sport, but it can turn cruel. It can tear apart a family
because the season is so long, the grind so rigorous and the game so difficult to play. Or as Rich
says, “If you don’t smoke, the game will make you smoke. If you smoke, it will make you stop.”Yet
so many great people were part of the Donnelly baseball family, led by his first wife, Peggy and,
now, beautiful Roberta. There is no overstating what the game can put a family through and what
it can do to a man, and maybe it’s that sort of searing heartache that helped Rich become the
man he is today.He has always been a good man, everyone’s friend. It’s impossible to know Rich
Donnelly and not like him. I’ve known him for thirty-six years. We’ve talked a lot about basketball
and Big Red high school football and, of course, baseball. I’ve written three books and have
quoted Rich more than anyone because of his knowledge, perspective, and wry sense of
humor.When asked about the great work ethic of the Pittsburgh Pirates hitters, Rich said, “We’ve
spent more time in the cage than Gunther Gebel-Williams.” About a Pirates team that was so
young, he said, “We have a shoe contract with Buster Brown.” On six-time All-Star Prince
Fielder’s strength, he said, “He has the biggest biceps in baseball. You could put a tattoo of the
United States on one bicep and still have room for Argentina.” Rich’s love for the game never
was clearer than when Brewers general manager Doug Melvin said the highlight of the 2003
season was the smile he received from Rich when he hired Rich to be their third base coach.But
Rich’s biggest smiles have always come when he talks about children. He still references my
daughter Kelly’s 96.4 percent free throw shooting her senior year in high school ten years ago.
He knows that family is at the core of all of us. His oldest son, Bubba, was an aspiring basketball
player—so, growing up, every Tuesday at the Donnellys was Left-Handed Tuesday. Bubba had
to eat and write and do everything left-handed to improve his dexterity with his off hand, and it
worked. Bubba played four years at Robert Morris University. We talked about Mike, the tough
little kicker from Cumberland College. We talked about Timmy and the most amazing Donnelly,
Amy. When we spoke, there was such pride, along with deep regret that the game cost Rich so
much time with his kids, time he’d never get back. But the time that baseball took away only
made their times together, especially those at the ballpark, that much sweeter.I’ve written about
The Chicken Runs at Midnight story myself; I remember wiping away tears as I wrote. I wish I
would have written this book, but I’m thrilled it has been beautifully written by Tom Friend, who
knows sports and knows people and is a master at getting to the heart of deeply emotional



stories. I’ve known Tom for nearly forty years. We grew up in the same county in Maryland,
covered high school sports together, and share similar interests, including a love/hate
relationship with the Redskins. And now, through this book, we have another shared experience
—a love and respect for Rich Donnelly and his family.A Friend writing a book about a friend.
Perfect. You’ll laugh. You’ll cry. You will be moved.Tim Kurkjian,ESPN writer (espn.com) and
analyst,June 2018IntroductionI Am ThirdNo one has ever made it home safely without touching
third base. It’s one of life’s absolute certainties. Third base, in the purest sense, is the final pit
stop on a glorious and treacherous journey. You may be passing through at warp speed or
parking there out of complete necessity, but third base is your ultimate reminder that something
grand is near.The anticipation and anxiety at third are palpable. You are so close to home, and
yet so incalculably far away. You don’t want to end up stranded there, which is why you are
tempted, at times, to make a run for it. Yet, if you leave hastily or haphazardly, without great
thought, you’re outta there—a victim, a goat, a bum.Third base, on its best day, is the gateway to
victory, to euphoria, to understanding, to heaven. But third base will also break your spirit if you
let it. People have died there—not in the literal sense, of course. But they’ve died there just the
same, whether they are baserunners in extra innings or middle-aged men who have been
stopped short of finding peace.So that’s where it helps to have a third base coach—a partner in
crime, a wingman, a sage counselor, an adviser—whose sole purpose is to wave you on home
as soon as it is safe or apropos. In other words, a life coach.This third base coach can give you
wings or bad advice. His is a hazardous, thankless, behind-the-scenes existence. No one knows
his name or asks for his autograph. His uniform number is irrelevant, and he’ll never gain entry to
the Hall of Fame. He doesn’t have a baseball card or even a union card. His only statistic of
relevance is how many times he’s let you down. To the general public, he’s a lucky fool when
you’re safe and a blind fool when you’re out. Otherwise, they see him for what he is: perfectly
invisible.Once every blue or blood moon, he may earn a pat on the back, usually from the one
who hired him: his manager. But when he gets you thrown out, gunned, hosed, or eviscerated at
home plate—and trust me, he will—he’s more of a wanted man than you are. You can escape to
the dugout, or to your house or car. You can slip a hood over your head and slink away. But a
third base coach must stand there without a shield and without earplugs, fair game to be
heckled. Fair game to be strung up.You can bet the third base coach knows his lot in life, knows
what’s at stake, knows how consequential it is that you’re standing next to him. Whether you are
on third base in the ninth inning or on the third base of life, you are precious cargo, and he is
your eyes, ears, and limbs. His job requires the frantic use of his arms (for waving) and of his
larynx (for last-ditch verbal instructions). He will assuredly flash you secret signs or coded hand
signals at vital moments. He may even go old school, cup his hands, and yell something out to
you across the diamond. It’s all for the greater good.Whatever it takes to guide you home, to
deliver you to your safe, tranquil place, the third base coach is all-in. But not many people can
handle the stress of the job. It takes cold blood, a sense of time and distance, an expertise in
geometry, and an innate sense of how to boss people around. You must be verbose, and you



must be subtle. You must be able to operate ten seconds ahead of everyone else on the field,
the better to visualize the inevitable play at home plate. You must be able to live with failure and
without ego. You must be prepared to be fired.It is no one’s dream scenario. No one grows up
wishing to coach third base; they grow up hoping to round third base and score. Better yet, they
hope to score the winning run in the seventh game of the World Series. They want to make it
home so they can be mobbed, hugged, forgiven, loved, parented. They want to come home
again and again and again.Of course, there are always exceptions to the rule. There are always
a few unique people who are well suited for the position, who genuinely thrive on the opportunity,
pressure, intensity, and anonymity that come with coaching third base. There’s even one man
who stuttered through a rosary once, praying for the chance to stand on that island, hoping to
lose his voice on a nightly basis, just so he could set up shop on the periphery of the playing field
—or, more accurately, the periphery of life. Just so he could make a difference in the game and
on this planet somehow, in some unexpected way.That rare third base coach’s name is Rich
Donnelly, and heaven knows—heaven definitely knows—he ended up making a difference,
ended up introducing his daughter Amy to the world, ended up saving lives, ended up sending
someone near and dear to his heart home.Letter from AmyDad,I want to thank you for flying me
in for the playoff game the other night. My ears are still ringing from the crowd noise. Mom says
having ringing in my ears isn’t such good news, but she just worries about me, you know? I can
tell you I’m fine. Don’t you give it a second thought.Did you see the seats I had—the fifth row!! I
had a perfect view of all those runners you waved home. You are really fantastic at your job. Third
base coaching is, shall we say, a little busy. Boy, you were yelling a lot! Like I mentioned in the
car ride home, I saw you crouching down and cupping your hands over your mouth so the
baserunners at second base could hear all of your shouting. That’s why I made the joke I made.
Hahaha.Anyway, I’m writing you this note—even if you don’t receive it in time—to let you know
that I’m rooting for you guys with all my heart the rest of these playoffs. You deserve a World
Series more than anybody I know, bar none. I don’t know what’s going to happen—to me, to you
—but what an amazing journey we’re all on. Like you always tell me, life is like a trip around the
bases. Part of our life takes place on first base; the next part of our life takes place on second;
and the next part of our life takes place on third. I believe that now. So how about you guys have
a lot of trips around the bases in your next game. That would be perfect, right?The Chicken Runs
at Midnight!Love,AmyFIRST BASEOneFree to Be MeOne of Rich Donnelly’s first playgrounds
was a cemetery. He didn’t have to stray far to find it either, because the graveyard was the first
thing he laid eyes on every morning straight outside his childhood bedroom window. Rich vividly
recalls playing army and tag amid the tumbled marble tombstones as a five-year-old. Out of
respect, he just made sure to sidestep the mausoleums.Otherwise, little about Union Cemetery
in Steubenville, Ohio, made Rich squeamish. He used to brag about living only a stone’s throw
from a couple hundred dead people, and, Lord knows, young Rich did throw stones from there.
He tossed them at cars and windows, and he also tossed them up in the air and hit them with his
wooden baseball bat. Where those stones would land, nobody knew—much less Rich.



Hopefully not in somebody’s living room. But it was 1950, and in a town of gamblers and
goodfellas, no one was going to turn a five-year-old ruffian in to the police. As he likes to say, he
was “free to be me.”Rich had quite the setup. Other than the cemetery, which was catty-corner to
his home on 127 Langley Avenue, he had a back alley for stickball games and a high school
football field to run rampant in just over a flimsy chicken wire fence. In his mind, within a 100-foot
radius of his kitchen, he had everything he’d pretty much ever heard about in church: death (i.e.,
the graveyard) and heaven (i.e., the wide-open football field).He’d also heard about angels in
church, and as far as he was concerned, his mother, Helen Donnelly, was one of them. She had
grown up in Monongahela, Pennsylvania, of Slavic descent, and her entire life was predicated
on kindness, order, unpretentiousness, and bare-knuckled hard work. Every morning, breakfast
was on the table at 7 a.m. sharp, always hot and fresh, including the coffee, bacon, and biscuits.
She was a nurse in her spare time, and her bedside manner was helpful when it came to her
youngest of three children, Rich. Because if anyone needed soothing tones in his life, it was wild
Rich.At Christmas, New Year’s, and Easter—or whenever his extended family gathered—the
conversation always turned to the unorthodox adventures of Rich Donnelly. He was a
wunderkind if you ever saw one, as early as preschool. Except Rich didn’t attend preschool.
Rather, he attached himself to his mother’s hip every morning until the town clock struck 10:20.
Then he’d amble down the alley to nearby Harding Elementary School—to crash recess.As the
local first, second, and third graders skipped and dashed onto the playground, there standing on
the fringe of it all was five-year-old Rich, just biding his time. It would happen this way nearly
every recess. The kids would start a game of kickball or softball and pick teams. Almost
regularly, a team would be short a player, and a teacher would see Rich conspicuously leaning
against a fence post. “You want to play?” they’d ask. Of course he did. Before long, the teachers
and the nine-year-olds knew his name by heart. By the time he legitimately attended
kindergarten there a year later, he considered himself “a six-year letterman.”Either way, it was all
part of the rugged life of Rich. Once those recesses ended, he would hightail it down to the
Steubenville High School football field to report for work. This was the field just south of his living
room window, and the maintenance men there had no problem assigning five-year-old Rich hard
labor. He would help the men cut grass or pluck weeds or harpoon lampoon trash with a steel
pick. His mother, knowing her son’s rituals, would pack him a salami sandwich to take with him.
That way, preschool-age Rich would be able to sit down and take a lunch break with the
grownups.In a town of roughnecks, Rich was—pound for pound—among the roughest. When he
was still five, his mother took him to the family pediatrician, Dr. Jack Kohen, for a checkup. When
the doctor told Rich to pull down his pants for a booster shot, Rich hauled off and punched the
doc in the mouth. “Decked him,” Rich says.It is Donnelly family lore that the doctor was knocked
ten feet back into a plaster wall, and that tyke-sized Rich then ran after the stumbling man to get
some more. Every time Dr. Kohen would see Rich in the street after that, he’d turn and head the
other way. But that’s how reputations were made in Steubenville, Ohio.Another day, Rich was
sitting on a porch with a pal named Brucie Boggs. Brucie started pretending he was fishing on a



lake. So Rich, playing along, shoved Brucie off the porch into the pretend water, which was
hilarious—until Brucie wound up cracking his head wide open on the concrete landing below.
Rich’s mom sent him to Brucie’s home that night—ten houses up Langley Avenue—to hand
Brucie a Hershey’s chocolate bar as a peace offering. Problem was, Rich ate half the Hershey’s
bar on the way there.What goes around comes around, of course, and one day, the
neighborhood boys got back at Rich by depantsing him. Somebody grabbed his right arm and
somebody else grabbed his left (maybe Brucie), and they yanked his trousers straight off. They
tied his pants to the cemetery flagpole. Rich had no choice but to run home half naked,
whereupon his mother chuckled and decided not to ask for an explanation.But don’t confuse
Helen Donnelly’s compassion for weakness. When Rich was a rambunctious toddler with a
tendency to run out into the street nude, she would tie him to a pole in the basement while she
was ironing so he wouldn’t streak out there again. Later, if Rich was ever profane, she would
wash his mouth out with brown Fels-Naptha soap, which tasted far worse—more bitter, anyway—
than regular bath soap. Or if Rich ever complained about sharing a bathroom with his older
sister, Patti, his mom would remind him that when she grew up in Monongahela, her family was
so poor that their version of toilet paper was four pages of the Sears catalog.Helen knew how to
negotiate with Rich. You had to tug at his heartstrings (à la the toilet paper story) or, as a last
resort, flat-out bribe him. Not long after he punched Dr. Kohen in the jaw, Rich found out he
needed his tonsils out. As far as Helen was concerned, this could be catastrophic. If her son had
already assaulted a doctor over a simple booster shot, imagine what he would do when the next
one showed up with a scalpel. Her strategy was simple: promise him new baseball catching gear
if he kept his fists to himself.Five-year-old Rich fell for it immediately. Baseball was his first love,
and catching was the quintessential position for a roughneck like him. His idol, his inspiration,
and his reason for being was his older brother, Jerome Jr., otherwise known as Romey, who just
so happened to be the best pitcher in Steubenville. Romey may have been fourteen years older
than Rich, and a freshman on the University of Notre Dame baseball team, but Rich’s dream
was to catch fastballs from his brother someday—some magical day way off in the future.His
mother’s catcher’s gear bribe was a win-win for everyone. The doctor who removed his tonsils
lived to tell about it; Helen kept her sanity; and Rich soon had the shiniest red chest protector,
red shin guards, and red catcher’s mask in town. This changed his morning routine entirely.
Instead of hightailing it to the graveyard first thing every morning, Rich would slip on his catcher’s
gear and, in full red regalia, walk down the middle of Langley Avenue to his buddy Dewey
Guida’s house. All the passersby would honk their horns at the little big man in the catcher’s
mask, his fierce eyes peering out defiantly. Little Rich Donnelly wore his game face 24/7.This kid
was made for that city. Steubenville, circa 1950, was a booming coal and steel mill town with the
type of underground entertainment only a wise guy could love. In fact, residents there say that
whenever Al Capone was feeling the heat from the feds in Chicago, he’d hide away in
Steubenville. The place became ultimately known as “Little Chicago,” and it actually may have
had more per-capita bookies and brothels than the Windy City. The cigar shops on Main Street



doubled as betting parlors, and according to old-timers, the mob supposedly controlled the
mayor, the police chief, and the ladies of the night.In an odd and perverse sort of way, the local
Mafia seemed to keep the town safe and invigorated. The crime families, headed up by Jimmy
Tripodi and Cosmo Quattrone, wanted Steubenville to be a tri-state mecca—because, let’s face
it, the more money coming in, the more money they could launder. So the goodfellas ended up
being good fellows and policed the town themselves. Violence was passé—that is, unless you
crossed them. In other words, if you messed with the town, Jimmy and Cosmo messed with you.
But otherwise, you could roam the streets of Steubenville at 4 a.m. without a care, and by the
late 1950s, Steubenville’s population had soared to a bustling forty thousand. Mob money had
helped build shiny new schools, hospitals, and restaurants. Everybody knew it; everybody
accepted it.You could tell the city had personality by all the nicknames. This was a town that, at
one time, had a police chief named Runt Mavromatis. But that was nothing. There was Ape-
Head Torcasio and Tootsie Mieczkowski and Teeth Mancini and Tennis Shoe Ernie. Little Rich—
who would later be known as “Diamond Duke Donnelly,” or “Duke,” for short—even hung with a
pair of brothers named Mousie and Ratsy Gaylord.But the undisputed face of the city was Dino
Crocetti, more commonly known as the singer/actor/comedian Dean Martin. Dino grew up on
9th Street, right in the sternum of Steubenville, and he was as sly as all the other scoundrels in
town. He was a croupier at a backroom gambling parlor, and it’s well documented that he would
purposely flip chips into his oversized loafers when no one was looking. That way, he’d leave the
casino with twenty-five extra bucks and also with a slick story to tell the goodfellas and girls.If he
hadn’t had such a dreamy singing voice, Dino might have ended up like many of the other poor
suckers in town—working at the mill or moving to Las Vegas to become a card shark. But Dino
fortuitously hit the mother lode as Dean Martin—crooning and doing slapstick with Jerry Lewis
all over the world. After that, all that remained of him in Steubenville was his aura, which was
more than enough. Every kid wanted to be the reincarnation of Dino, wanted to be cool, wanted
to walk around with a cigarette dangling from his lips.Down the alley from where Dino grew up,
on South 6th and Slack Streets, was another Steubenville treasure, if you want to call him that—
Jimmy Synodinos. Jimmy wasn’t cool, handsome, or a ladies’ man. But word among the locals is
that Jimmy took advantage of a slow clock at a local bookie joint and laid bets there on horse
races that were already completed. In other words, he had the answers, or winners, ahead of
time and became a prognosticating legend. He shortened his name to Jimmy Snyder and
ultimately became known as “Jimmy the Greek,” the Nostradamus of CBS’s NFL Today in the
1970s and ’80s. If Dino had been the face of the city, Jimmy the Greek, like it or not, was the
potbelly. But he would also make a lasting impact. Before long, you could bet on anything in that
town, including the over-under on how many drunks would die on the local highway over
Memorial Day weekend. That was Steubenville—everybody wanted to be a moneybags;
everybody had an angle.Young Rich Donnelly’s angle, as he grew older, was to become a
catcher someday for the Pittsburgh Pirates, some thirty miles down the road at Forbes Field.
Every afternoon, after pegging his buddies with apples in the cemetery or sprucing up the high



school stadium, he’d head for his basement for a game of Pirates baseball. And it wasn’t to
watch the game on the family’s black-and-white TV; it was to re-create the game with a rubber
ball. He’d announce the name of each hitter and then throw the ball flush against a basement
wall. If it caromed and hit a pole, it was a single. If it sailed beyond the pole, it was an automatic
double. And so on and so forth. His mom would climb down the basement stairs to do laundry,
and he’d shoo her away. He was determined to complete nine Pirates innings each
afternoon.His other routine was to slide into his house from the backyard instead of walking in. It
took some ingenuity, but this was his way of practicing stealing second base. He would take
eight or nine packages of Jell-O powder and dump them all over his linoleum kitchen floor. Then,
from the backyard, he’d sprint, shove open the screen door, and slide toward the refrigerator. If
he reached the fridge before the screen door slammed shut, he was safe. If the screen door
closed first, he was out. But the genius was the Jell-O powder—as he slid, it would rise up like
infield dust.He was borderline obsessed. When Rich’s Little League took field trips to Pirates
games, Rich—fidgety Rich—was the only one who would sit still and watch the entire game. All
the other kids would be darting in and out of their seats, hoarding cotton candy and frankfurters.
But Rich would be studying the way shortstop Dick Groat pounded his glove or how hard catcher
Jack Shepard threw balls back to the pitcher. In fact, since this was Steubenville, people
would’ve been wise to enter Dixie Cigar Store and lay down a twenty-five-dollar bet that Rich
would someday end up being a Bucco himself. Either that or a priest.Rich had long been
fascinated by church—which to him was just one step below Forbes Field on the totem pole. His
mother was a devout Catholic who considered the family church, Holy Name Cathedral, their
home away from home. Every Sunday morning, Rich would shine his black shoes, wet his hair,
comb it straight, wipe the breakfast crumbs from his face, button his dress shirt, and follow
Helen and his sister to the cathedral’s front door.Before long, his goal was to be an altar boy, and
once he could recite a sufficient number of prayers in Latin, he was in. This was cause for
celebration. Status wise, being an altar boy in Steubenville was the equivalent of being a first-
string jock. There were fourteen Catholic churches in town—thirty-nine churches in all—and you
essentially picked one based on your nationality. St. Peter was for the Irish, St. Anthony’s for the
Italians, and Saint Stanislaus for the Polish. Holy Name Cathedral was more of a mix, and it was
majestic at that. As an altar boy, Rich got to wear white gloves with red buckled slippers—almost
better than a baseball uniform—and because he was also Master of Ceremonies, he got to
shadow the priest as he handled the incense. “I was the man,” Rich says.All the altar boys also
wore flattop haircuts, so Rich—even with his egg-shaped head—asked his Uncle Pete, an
expert barber, to carve a flattop on him too. The result was a “roundtop,” but the message was
clear: Rich worshiped the baseball gods and cathedral gods, equally. If his family drove by any
church at all, he thought it was a mortal sin if he didn’t stop and enter. He began to attend Holy
Communion every day before his Catholic school began, the fringe benefit being that all kids in
attendance received powdered donuts and hot chocolate at the start of first period. Since first
period was math, it meant Rich didn’t have to answer any questions—because his mouth was



full. “I told myself, ‘If I eat the donut real slow, I’ll never have to answer a question again,’” Rich
says. “I didn’t miss Communion for the next six years. I was always looking for an angle.”Catholic
school wasn’t always the best fit, though, not for a boy of Rich’s fury. He was generally a
conscientious student, but one day in the third grade, he was seated between two of his more
garrulous classmates, Eddie Joe Chanoski and Vinnie Trivoli. Eddie Joe and Vinnie began
debating who could burp louder, and Sister Eusebius overheard. She chastised the boys,
including Rich, who’d been caught in their crossfire and hadn’t said a word. Rich, fuming at what
he considered an injustice, began giving the nun his best stink eye. He stared and glared at her
for several days, to the point that Sister Eusebius had no choice but to call his home.Rich’s mom
heard about her son’s insubordination and dealt with it how she always did—with a soft voice
and a subtle nod toward the Fels-Naptha in the laundry room. Helen knew just how to handle
him, and it wasn’t long until the nuns were back in Rich’s good graces. Another day in third
grade, a sister caught Rich in class with a betting sheet of college football games. He’d been
playing parlays since he was five—“That’s how I learned to count,” he says—and on this day, he
was trying to decide who to pick in the annual Ohio State-Michigan game.“Mr. Donnelly!” the nun
snapped. “What do you have there?”“Sister, well, it’s a thing,” he stammered.“What do you do
with it?” she asked, remembering who she was dealing with.“Well,” the eight-year-old answered,
“you pick three teams and then you give five bucks to a bookie and you play a three-team
parlay.”“Let me see that,” the nun said. She paused, circled a trio of teams, and later slipped him
five dollars to lay down a bet with.It just confirmed what young Rich “Duke” Donnelly always
suspected: Steubenville was the finest, most exquisite place on earth, where even nuns played
parlays. People kept telling him he had an attitude problem, but his patented response became,
“This whole town has an attitude problem.”The city even had its own personal scent, the sour
smell of sulfur from the coal mines and steel mills. Every morning, the smokestacks left soot
caked on the sidewalk and automobiles. Mixed with the odor of cigars, the place needed a giant
stick of deodorant. But Rich was in love with Steubenville, not to mention baseball; religion; Dean
Martin; his brother, Romey; his mother, Helen; and the cemetery in his backyard. It was the
cheeriest time of his life. To him, every day was Christmas.That is, until five o’clock in the
afternoon, when his father came home.Letter from AmyDad,I wait up every night for you when
you have a home game. But you’re almost never home before I fall asleep. What time do these
games end? Midnight? After midnight?I guess that’s the one thing about baseball. It’s the only
sport I can think of that doesn’t have a clock. Sometimes I’m listening to the game on the radio
and you’re one strike away from winning—and then, boom, somebody hits a home run and it
goes into extra innings! How do you handle that?You’ve always told me it’s the baseball gods
who determine this, but is it also the real God too? All I know is the sooner you’re home the
better. Anyway, I’m writing this note to you while you’re gone at a really long game again.Hurry
back.Love,AmyTwoFather and SonsRich basically had two separate lives. One was the time
spent with his mother by day; the other was the time spent with a madman by night. Weekends
were potluck.Jerome Donnelly Sr. worked tirelessly at the steel mill as a superintendent and also



doubled as a mediator for nearby Wheeling Steel. By all appearances, he was a well-kept,
congenial, competent man who was lauded by management for his negotiating skills. He
traveled as far away as Switzerland and Rome to broker delicate deals—and he also arbitrated
complex corporate disagreements in Chicago. He was always impeccably dressed in a dark suit,
skinny tie, and starched white shirt, which went perfectly with his Brylcreemed, gray-speckled
hair. His word was as solid as Steubenville steel. He could enter any bank in town and walk out
with a jumbo loan in twenty-some-odd minutes. But the way he harassed his youngest son was
unforgivable.Rich just assumed this was the way of the world, that every kid on the block had a
father who couldn’t be satisfied, a father who whipped him with a belt for striking out in Little
League. For that naive reason, Rich was still able to remain in love with his Steubenville
childhood. But down the road, this would end up giving him a nervous twitch.It’s not that Jerome
Donnelly was a heavy drinker; he’d only have an Iron City when he ate spaghetti. He wasn’t a
gambler either, although he did play the college football parlays on Saturday—like the nuns. He
didn’t have a colorful nickname; nobody called him Bugsy. He attended church, espoused the
importance of school, and didn’t yell at Helen. Still, something was amiss about him, and all
three of his children recognized it.Probably, in psychological terms, it was a deep-seated
insecurity. But in practical terms, it played out as an obsession to get both of his two sons to the
big leagues.The oldest boy, his namesake Jerome Jr.—Romey—looked like he had the goods.
Romey was a six-foot-two, 205-pound right-handed flamethrower who had scouts driving in to
see his fastball hum. At that point, Jerome Sr. licked his lips and decided Junior was not going to
screw this opportunity up, not over his dead body.He made sure everything was at Romey’s
disposal—pitching coaches, twenty-five-pound dumbbells, a pull-up bar, a queen-sized bed,
and as many hotcakes as he could eat. Romey was the chosen one, the golden boy, the Catholic
school whiz kid. He was the smartest one in the family, eventually his high school’s class
president. Jerome let him stay out late into the Steubenville night, knowing the mob would
protect him. If Romey drank too much—and he would occasionally toss back a few Iron Citys
himself—Jerome turned the other way. Rich thinks Jerome was hesitant to lay a hand on Romey
because broad-shouldered Romey “would’ve kicked his butt all over the house.” And if Jerome
ever did yell at him the tiniest bit, Romey would simply give him an eye roll.Romey just seemed
to have that Steubenville Dean Martin gene working for him—good looks and the innate ability to
wink and stay cool. The ladies swooned over Romey, and his girlfriend happened to be the
gorgeous to-die-for majorette of the marching band, Marlene Salata. He had blond hair, blue
eyes, played the accordion, and had a curled-up lip, à la Elvis. He wore a leather jacket and
diligently shined his shoes for hours on end. He was the opposite of his grungy, hot-headed
younger brother, Rich, which served Romey well when it came to dealing with their overbearing
father. Rich would’ve done anything to be as suave as Romey, and he followed him around
endlessly, hoping it would happen by osmosis.Romey let Rich ride on his coattails too. When
Romey’s American Legion team made the state championship game up in Columbus, Romey
invited five-year-old Rich to be the batboy. Rich thanked him eight times a day. When Romey’s



team lost, Rich cried a river, while Romey chatted up the Columbus girls in the stands and called
a bookie to make a bet on the Pirates-Reds game.If anyone would’ve taken a step back and
analyzed it all, there was no way Romey had the fire, the gumption, and the mean streak to
reach the big leagues. He was a shy, sensitive, thoughtful, provocative pretty boy with an above-
average fastball and a father breathing down his neck. Romey was playing ball for the wrong
reasons, playing to keep his father at bay. From the outside looking in, it was only a matter of
time until he called it a day.He ended up enrolling at the pantheon of Catholic colleges, the
University of Notre Dame. No one was prouder than Jerome and Helen Donnelly, particularly the
ultra-religious Helen. To graduate from the Golden Dome would mean Romey was equally
spiritual and wise; it was her wish come true. No one in their family had ever finished college.
Jerome had dropped out of Ohio State to work in the mill, and Helen’s family had been too poor
to even contemplate higher education. Romey would be breaking new ground—until the day he
called home his sophomore year to say he’d been kicked out of school.“What happened?” Helen
asked with a moan.“I flunked a class,” Romey said.“Which one?”’“Religion.”The horrific sound on
the other end of the line was Helen, who shrieked, caught herself, and went to sob privately in
her room. It wasn’t her way to show emotion publicly or create a scene. But make no mistake,
she’d have done anything to have him fail Physics or English Lit—anything but Religion.A
perturbed Jerome grabbed the phone from her. There wasn’t a worse scenario for him as a
father. Baseball and school had been Romey’s ticket, and now the kid had neither. He’d known
for a while that Romey’s grades weren’t stellar, and earlier in the year, he and Helen asked
Marlene to drive up to South Bend with them to give Romey a pep talk. But Romey had just
yessed them and then pulled Marlene aside to say how “lovesick” he was for her. Flunking
Religion was perhaps his way of rebelling against baseball, against his old man. Or having his
girl back full-time.Either way, Jerome’s temper emerged that day at nuclear level for all to see
and hear. Although he was probably tempted to chew Romey out or dole out a whipping, Jerome
instead hung up the phone on his son. Then he proceeded to dial the distinguished president of
Notre Dame, Father Theodore Hesburgh.He demanded to speak to Hesburgh, pronto, and
threatened to call every five minutes if they didn’t patch him through. Every vein in his forehead
was oversized and crimson, and since somebody had to pay, it might as well be the No. 1 person
on campus. Once Father Hesburgh picked up the line, Jerome yelled out the question, “How can
a smart boy who spent twelve years in Catholic school flunk RELIGION? That class must be too
tough! What kind of curriculum are you running there?” Father Hesburgh had no definitive
answer for him, of course, but the language from Jerome just got saltier and louder.Rich
overheard it; all of Langley Avenue must’ve overheard it. Somehow, some way, Rich knew he
was going to pay for this as well. He wasn’t sure how, but his sense was there would be enough
of his father’s venom to infect all of them secondhand.The first thing Jerome did was find a
college baseball program that would take on Romey and his F in Religion. Romey had no say in
the matter. The place ended up being Mount St. Mary’s University in Emmitsburg, Maryland,
where the eventual Hall of Fame basketball coach Jim Phelan also happened to be the



temporary baseball coach. Phelan knew enough about baseball to pitch Romey as much as
possible. But Phelan also knew enough about people to sense Romey wasn’t the most
grounded and serious ballplayer on campus. Romey had already gotten in some hot water at
Notre Dame for playing summer semipro ball for twenty bucks a game—violating amateur rules.
There was chatter that it may have contributed to Father Hesburgh’s final decision to boot the kid
out. And now Phelan was seeing for himself that Romey didn’t exactly eat and sleep the sport. In
particular, he noticed that after Saturday games, Romey would make a beeline for the Pimlico
Race Course in Baltimore, where he’d bet to his heart’s desire. You could take the kid out of
Steubenville, but you couldn’t take the Steubenville out of the kid.Whenever Romey came home
from school for a visit, though, it was an instant holiday for Rich. If Romey was arriving at night,
Rich would hide under his brother’s bed—ready to burst out with a surprise welcome. But as was
Romey’s custom, he’d usually arrive around midnight, Marlene’s lipstick on his collar. It didn’t
matter to Rich; he would wait up regardless. He’d watch Romey shine his wing-tip shoes, slick
back his hair, play his accordion, and riff about striking out some lame hitter with his heater.
Before long it was 2 a.m. But this was Rich’s hero, and nothing as inconsequential as sleep
would disrupt their time together.Little did Rich know he was about to be Romey, take 2.
Although Jerome’s aspiration was to still see Romey reach the big leagues, he began to see as
much potential in his mercurial youngest son. Romey would often pull his father aside and
explain that Rich was rugged enough to be a professional catcher someday, that he had a
certain spark in him that all the neighborhood kids were chirping about.Whereas Romey was a
subtle mix of Dino Crocetti, Elvis, and James Dean, prepubescent Rich seemed as wicked as Ty
Cobb, as farcical as Yogi Berra, and as conniving as Leo Durocher. At least that’s what began to
dance around in Jerome’s head.The eye-opener for Jerome was the day Rich, all of age seven,
had just finished playing tackle football with the neighborhood high school kids. Nobody could
see how Rich had survived the game, much less how he gained entry. But Rich figured if he
could handle his father’s fury, he could certainly handle being tackled around the neck by boys
eight and nine years his senior. Rich was just macho at a ridiculously young age. He had already
been belt-whipped multiple times by his dad—after he coldcocked Dr. Kohen and after he cheap-
shotted Brucie Boggs, to name two. And these weren’t amateur spankings; these were high-
intensity, grown-man whippings that got fiercer with each slap. The whippings left half-dollar-
sized welts on his rear end and would sting for hours. Compared to that, tackle football was a
day at the park.Anyway, Rich was hanging out with these older boys in his back alley after the
game when one of the teens, Raymond Payne, found some clinkers on the ground—burned-out
coals from the Donnelly family furnace. Payne smirked and whipped a couple at Rich, peppering
him in the foot. So Rich grabbed one himself and from thirty feet away impersonated Bob Feller
as best he could, nailing Payne in the center of his forehead.All the other boys scattered, half
laughing, half afraid of the bodily harm Payne would inflict on Rich. But Payne was down for the
count or, as Rich describes it, “down like a buffalo.” When Payne finally stood up, he had what
appeared to be a three-inch knot on his head and stumbled over his own two feet. Rich figured



that when Jerome got wind of this at 5 p.m., he’d be on the receiving end of another beastly
beating.But interestingly, Jerome hardly batted an eye. His measured response was, “Gee, that’s
too bad; you shouldn’t have done that.” That was the extent of it. Rich had been so sure his father
was going to brandish a belt that he’d already half dropped his trousers. It was an unexpected
reprieve, but the truth was, Jerome’s wheels were turning. His seven-year-old son was not only
manly enough to play football with teenagers, but he had a rifle for an arm. The notion that Rich
could be a big league catcher was cemented that very day.After the clinker incident, Rich was no
longer a seven- or eight-year-old in his father’s eyes. Jerome promptly enrolled Rich to play Little
League, which meant he’d be competing against twelve-year-olds—kids twice as big. The
standards had been raised for Rich—and raised high, to the point that Jerome came home at
five o’clock one day to say they were moving to a brand-new home in suburbia, several miles
down the road in West Steubenville. Partly because of Rich’s baseball.Not that the women in the
house knew any of that. To Helen and Patti, the move to suburbia was an exquisite step up.
Helen would have a larger kitchen, a fancier refrigerator, and no cemetery outside her back
window. Patti would have her own spacious room—after sharing one for years with Rich—and a
wondrous view of oak trees.But the real reason Jerome wanted this house was the custom
backyard that came along with it. Jerome had negotiated to have the house built on a double lot,
meaning the home would have twice the space in the back. Envisioning a Whiffle ball field, he
had the contractors level the ground as flatly as possible. Better yet, he made sure the backyard
was precisely 120 feet, 6 inches—the exact length of a catcher’s throw from home plate to
second.The house that Jerome built was essentially an ode to his youngest son—the inference
being that Rich was going to train the next eight or so years to be a major league catcher, or
else. And the or else part was compounded by even more incredulous news: Romey was quitting
baseball.To anyone who’d been paying attention all this time, Romey’s retirement was inevitable.
But in the moment, it was stunning to say the least. After graduating from Mount Saint Mary’s,
Romey had gotten married to his majorette sweetheart, Marlene, and then signed with the
Kansas City Athletics of the American League. Talk about redeeming yourself, talk about
overcoming your F in Religion. He’d been discovered by two ornery scouts, Spook Jacobs, a
former second baseman for the A’s, and Burleigh Grimes, a Hall of Famer who was the last big
league pitcher to throw a legal spitball. Those two men had been bullish on Romey, and even
though Romey was assigned to the Abilene Blue Sox of the Class B Big State League (the
equivalent of low A ball), he’d achieved his lifetime goal. All of Jerome’s blood, sweat, and
dysfunction had finally produced a professional contract.At first, after having only marginal
success in spring training, Romey appeared to be sticking it out. He and Marlene had just had
their first of four sons by then, and, if nothing else, he needed the nest egg. But after a rough
stretch in Abilene, including getting drilled in the head by a line drive, he was released in late
June 1956. He had a cup of coffee with the 1957 Savannah Red Legs, a Cincinnati Reds
affiliate, and then a one-day tryout with the North Platte (Nebraska) Indians. The Indians
passed.After the two arduous years of playing in obscure outposts with limited results, both



Romey and his bride, Marlene, were burned out. The way Marlene describes it, Romey was
“depleted and exhausted.” The minor leagues were a grind, from the bus trips through
overheated Texas to the roach-infested apartments. It was no place to raise a family unless you
were in absolute love with the game, and Romey absolutely was not. He’d have rather bet on a
game than play in one.So that’s why he called it quits. Marlene didn’t exactly try talking him out
of it either. She was pregnant again with their second son, and she was just as ready as he was
to exit the sport. As was Romey’s way, he shrugged, winked, and packed up his baseball
equipment for the last time. Maybe Rich would want his bat, glove, and stirrups. His only remorse
was that he’d be letting Jerome down. And his only fear was letting Jerome know.He called his
father on the phone that summer of 1957, telling him he’d be back in Steubenville in a couple of
days. He didn’t tell Jerome why. Forty-eight hours later, he pulled into the driveway at 156
Brockton Road in his Ford Fairlane, a wedding gift he’d received from his father a year earlier.
Eleven-year-old Rich was playing in an oak tree above the driveway, and at the sight of the
familiar Fairlane, he let out a whoop and jumped twelve feet straight to the ground to hug his big
brother.“What are you doing here?” Rich asked. “Aren’t you supposed to be playing ball?”“I got
some news,” Romey answered. ‘But let’s talk about it at five when Dad comes.”Marlene had
accompanied Romey for moral support, and they all sat pensively among themselves, waiting
for Jerome to arrive home from the mill. The greeting between Romey and his father was brief,
awkward, and measured. Jerome had never hugged any of his children—not as toddlers, not
ever—and he wasn’t about to start now. He had the convenient generational excuse: dads from
the 1950s and early ’60s just weren’t comfortable physically embracing their children. Besides,
Romey was supposed to be on a field in Savannah or Augusta or Charlotte somewhere. So
something must have been patently wrong. To Jerome, the mere sight of Romey in midsummer
was no occasion for a bear hug.When Romey broke the news of his voluntary retirement, he
made it clear it was his decision, and his alone. The last thing he was ever going to do was point
the finger at Marlene, even though he knew his father was going to blame her. Romey was an
honorable man, twenty-four-years-old at this point, and he told himself he was going to take the
hit from his father—even if it meant a literal whipping. He simply told his dad he’d lost his fire for
the game (a true statement) and that his arm hurt (false statement). But Jerome simply stared at
the ground before finally giving Marlene a piercing glance. For whatever reason, Jerome
instinctively believed it was this woman who caused Romey to flunk baseball. And just like
Father Hesburgh, Marlene became the scapegoat.
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Rick Shaq Goldstein, “RICK “SHAQ” GOLDSTEIN SAYS: I FELL IN LOVE WITH AMY… AND
DEFINITELY DID NOT WITH HER FATHER. I need to preface my review with two facts about
myself… that made me want to read this book. First of all… I almost died during BRAIN-TUMOR-
SURGERY fifteen years ago. I am a TOTALLY-BLESSED-GRATEFUL-BRAIN-TUMOR-
SURVIVOR! Secondly… I played baseball my entire youth through young adulthood… and have
remained a die-hard baseball fan my entire life. So when I heard about the storyline of this
book... I was drawn to it. I have read literally hundreds upon hundreds of baseball books in my
life… with many of them reviewed by me on Amazon. But that was not the driving force behind
me buying this book. I obviously knew… and do know… what it feels like being the brain tumor
patient facing the possibility of death… or in my mind… worse… the possibility of surviving and
being a vegetable… but I wanted the chance to find out more about… how the people “around”
the brain tumor patient/victim… reacted… and carried on around her. This was something when
you’re the one being operated on and hopefully recovering… you can’t fully appreciate in
detail… because you’re (if you’re blessed) too busy fighting to survive.A quick thumbnail sketch
without a true spoiler… before I give my deeply seeded feelings after experiencing this story.
The supposed protagonist is Rich Donnelly a big league baseball coach… who has four
children… three boys… and one girl… my now “beloved” Amy. Amy died at nineteen-years-old
from a brain tumor. The title… “The Chicken Runs at Midnight” was taken from a question Amy
asked her Dad near the end of her ever-too-short-life… regarding his coaching style at third
base. Anything on that particular item would be a spoiler… and you can learn more if you decide
to read the book.Now… though the book is supposed to be Rich’s life story… I view the book as
purely Amy’s wonderful short life… and as a byproduct you learn about her Father… who cheats
on his wife and kids… who stops going to church… who starts drinking heavily… and try’s to put
most of the blame for his deplorable loss of character and integrity on others. He blames Billy
Martin… whom he terms as Mr. Chivas Regal… and other baseball men… for making him (in his
mind) feel like he’ll lose his job in the big leagues if he doesn’t go out almost every night drinking
and whoring around… despite the fact that he has a wife and four children at home. He blames
subsequent managers on other teams for the same thing. He cheats with a girl sixteen years
younger than him… and shacks up with her. And though Donnelly grew up very religious… he
blames the baseball environment for making it too embarrassing… and possibly job threatening
to be seen going to church.In addition the reader will learn in detail that Rich’s Father… abused
him. NOT SEXUALLY… but mentally and physically. Rich carries over (as many do) some of
these traits to his children. Poor Amy… the only girl in the family… so loves her Father… and
only wants to please him… and he wouldn’t even let her participate in playing basketball with
him and her brother in the driveway.Amy will steal your heart! What a beautiful gift G-d gave to
mankind… though he took her too soon. She always wanted to be a teacher… and when she
was a child she set up a classroom in their garage… and made her siblings and neighborhood



kids attend class. She gave homework assignments… report cards… and sent notes home to
students that needed to buckle up! One neighborhood mother complained her child brought
home more disciplinary notes from Amy… than her child got from regular school. Her greatest
joy for gifts on XMAS and birthdays… were things like blackboards and bulletin boards for her
classroom in the garage.To further try to win favor with her Father… she started to play soccer
on her own… and became one of the best in the area… she started to play basketball on her
own and made the team… and then the tumor attacked. She loved baseball as a fan… and like
the Father she was constantly trying to please… her favorite team was the Pittsburgh Pirates.
When Donnelly became a coach for his childhood team… Amy and her brothers would spend
some time each summer with their Dad (and later his new wife) and go to all the Pirate games.
Amy being a girl… wasn’t allowed in the clubhouse so she stayed in the “green room” with the
families… became a baby sitter for the players kids… and just like everywhere sweet… perky…
tough… Amy went… she stole and owned everyone’s heart.There came a point after her Father
destroyed the family with his wanton philandering… that Amy refused to talk to him. Eventually
she slowly opened up to seeing him again… and would send him special little handwritten
notes… which the author uses to great effect throughout the book.As Amy’s brain tumor
spreads… and she continues fighting life’s toughest… unfair fight… her smiles get bigger… her
heart gets sweeter… And I started to get sadder… and started to “miss” her. I found myself
constantly going back to the pictures in the middle of the book… where you could see…
sweet… effervescent… courageous… Amy… in every phase of her too short life.This book is
truly Amy’s book… you don’t have to be a brain tumor survivor like me… to be touched deeply in
your heart and soul… you’ll feel like you knew her… but just like everyone else… you’ll be sad
you didn’t get to know her longer.G-d Bless you Amy!”

SLP, “A must read!!!. I could not put this book down! I read it cover to cover over the holidays.
The most inspiring, tragic yet touching, feel good book I've read since "The Pursuit of
Happiness"! I'm a bit biased towards Rich Donnelly, having grown up in the early 90s in
Pittsburgh. Being an avid baseball fan and him and Leyland's Pirates being the closest any
Buccos fan was or will be to a World Series definitely brought back wonderful memories of my
childhood watching those teams. Whilst those teams and the infamous "Sid Bream slide" are
simply folklore now to my own son, reading what truly was going on behind the scenes with
Rich's daughter makes those memories of my own all the more bittersweet. I literally got chills
when I read the climax of the book in chapter 21...a book has never been able to do that for me!
Truly remarkable story and definitely no coincidences in how all of this played out for the
Donnelly family. OMG! I just realized, perhaps this was intentional by Rich or the author, Friend,
but the book reaches its peak moment in chapter 21...Twenty-One...!!! That was the great
Roberto Clemente's number! How appropriate that the most important, pivotal, touching,
heartrending moment of this book occurs in the 21st chapter! Regardless if you are a Pirates fan
or a baseball fan, this story will touch your soul and cast a new light on how you view the world...



Nothing happens on accident... There is a purpose for everything! A great way and a great
message to start the new year!!!”

M.T. Fisher, “One you'll re-read many times and recommend to others!. This book deals with a
baseball lifer, but it's not a book about baseball. It deals with a man who had a father who
abused him mentally, then proceeded to unwittingly be the same type of father to his own
children. He was an absentee father and children, baseball coming first in his life. As his career
spiraled upwards, his family life spiraled downwards.Finally, his daughter Amy, the one most like
him personality wise, told him the news no father wants to hear, and it made him realize what's
truly important in life. Through her struggle, Amy brought Rich Donnelly back to earth and closer
to his family and God. And through it all, we all discover that the chicken truly does run at
midnight.It doesn't matter if you're young or old, male or female, have a box of tissue handy.
You're going to need it.”

J. Bair, “Read This Book!. I recommend this book to everyone and anyone. Yes, it is a
presentation of the overheated macho world of professional sports. (I picked up the book
because the books is about a man who coached for the Pittsburgh Pirates, a team I root for, and
has worked on a few teams with Jim Leyland, a coach and manager I respect.) But that is not its
focus. We read about Rich Donnelly's abusive family in a steel town not far from Pittsburgh, his
family conflicts, and his baseball career. Stick with it, though, because the ending - where the
title comes from - is a winner. I am a fairly unemotional product with a background similar to
Donnelly's (without the abuse or athletic skill), so I was with him from the beginning. But even if
you cannot relate at the beginning, I guarantee you will at the end. I was misty, and I think the last
book I got misty over was A Tale of Two Cities. I do not want to give away much more. Read this
book.”

Thump, “Transparent. The story is one of transformation. It is an easy read because it is real ,
engaging and I love God and baseball!It will make you laugh , cry, think, self reflect , and
pray.Highly recommend for any reader ; more than just ball.He is just as real in the book as he is
talking to him in person! Thanks for sharing your story !!”

The book by Tom Friend has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 305 people have provided feedback.
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