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This book is dedicated to my family and friends, the people who have stood beside me through every chapter of my life, even the ones that were difficult to read. Your influence, support, and patience have shaped the person I am today. Every lesson, every moment of honesty, every conversation that pushed me forward has played a part in this journey. I wouldn’t be here without the foundation each of you helped build. A special thank you goes to Ari. You were the spark that reminded me this story mattered, that it deserved to be told, and that I needed to tell it myself. Your belief in me gave me the confidence to trust my own voice, to stop being afraid of my truth, and to write these pages with honesty instead of hesitation. You helped me understand that this book shouldn’t be filtered through someone else’s words, it needed to come from me, exactly as I am. Lastly, I want to dedicate this book to you, the reader who may be walking through your own battles, doubts, or silent struggles. If you are someone who lives with mental illness, or someone who has ever felt misunderstood, unseen, or alone, I hope these pages give you comfort. Most of all, I hope you finish this book knowing that you are NOT THE ONLY ONE.

A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

The purpose of this book wasn’t just to tell my story, it was to remind anyone living with mental illness that their dreams are still within reach, and that what they carry inside does not disqualify them from the life they want. Your mind may challenge you, but it does not define your limits. I hold no resentment toward my upbringing. It simply reflected the time I was raised in. I often think about how many people suffered silently long before these conversations were allowed to happen. This book is something I’ve wanted to share for years. It just took me time to understand that the best way for my story to be told was to tell it myself, honestly, personally, and without filtering the truth through someone else’s voice. While many family members, friends, interns, and players appear throughout my journey, most are not mentioned by name. That choice wasn’t about exclusion. It was about keeping the focus on the internal battles and quiet victories that shaped who I am. Even if your name isn’t written in these pages, your impact is. I see you, I appreciate you, and I would not be where I am today without you. This book may be my story, but it was never a journey I walked alone.
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THE BEGINNING OF AN UNEXPECTED PATH

I entered the world on an autumn day in Oshawa, Ontario, a city shaped by steel, auto plants, and generations of families who believed stability was the highest form of success. Oshawa was not a place that produced professional athletes or sports executives. It produced shift workers. It produced men who worked overtime and women who kept families intact through quiet sacrifice. It produced people who valued security over ambition and practicality over imagination.
Dreams, if they existed, were meant to be modest.
My arrival into that world was ordinary. There were no prophetic declarations about my future, no whispered predictions that I would someday navigate the inner circles of professional sports. I was simply another child born into a hardworking immigrant family trying to build something steadier than what they had left behind. My parents came to Canada from Portugal with hopes that were simple and heavy at the same time. They wanted safety. Opportunity. A future without the constraints they had known. They did not come here envisioning their youngest son negotiating contracts worth more money than they would earn in a lifetime. They came so their children could live without fear and with possibility.
That was enough.

Baseball was not part of that picture.

It wasn’t discussed in our home. It wasn’t watched on television. It wasn’t something my parents understood or cared to understand. They couldn’t explain the infield fly rule or name the positions on the diamond. I’m not sure they even knew the Toronto Blue Jays existed until someone casually mentioned them at a Portuguese gathering years after we settled in Canada.

I wasn’t introduced to baseball by tradition. No one placed a glove in my hand and said, “This is yours.” There were no father-son catch sessions in the backyard, no Little League stories passed down through generations. My relationship with the sport didn’t begin with inheritance.

It began with absence.

And in that absence, I discovered something that felt entirely my own.

What my parents did give me were values far more foundational than sport: discipline, faith, loyalty, resilience, and an unspoken understanding that I carried the weight of their sacrifice. In immigrant families, expectations are rarely announced they are absorbed. You grow up knowing you represent more than yourself.

As the youngest child and the only son there were cultural dynamics at play that I didn’t fully grasp at the time. In Portuguese families, sons traditionally carry a certain symbolic weight. It’s not declared openly, but it’s understood. My older sister had asked for a baby brother. Depending on who tells the story, her excitement shifted quickly into curiosity about what my arrival meant for her role.

Even before I formed memories, I had entered a system of quiet expectations.

Those early dynamics created something invisible but powerful a subtle pressure to justify my place, to validate the sacrifice that had brought us here. I didn’t have language for it, but I felt it.

If sports had a home in our house, that home belonged entirely to soccer.

Some of my earliest memories are of watching the 1986 World Cup, the television filled with the brilliance of Diego Maradona, Portuguese commentators narrating every movement with rising intensity. Their voices carried drama and poetry. Soccer wasn’t just a game; it was identity.

When we traveled back to Portugal, my father would take us to Benfica versus Sporting matches. The stadium pulsed with emotion. The ground vibrated beneath the collective energy of thousands of fans. It wasn’t entertainment it was communal experience. It was belonging.

That was my introduction to sport: passion, loyalty, heritage.

But baseball was something different.

Baseball was something I found quietly, almost privately like discovering a language I somehow understood without ever being taught.

I did not look like a future athlete. I struggled with my weight as a child, and in a Portuguese household that created its own paradox. Food was love. Refusing food was disrespect. Seconds were encouragement. Third servings were pride.

And yet, somewhere between dessert and dishes, someone would casually mention that I needed to be careful because I was “getting big.”

Eat, but don’t eat too much.

Be confident, but stay humble.

Stand out, but don’t draw attention.

Mixed messages became a constant undertone in my early development.

Those contradictions didn’t disappear. They settled inside me. They shaped how I viewed myself. They planted early seeds of self-criticism that would take years to understand.

Still, I played.

If there were no other children around, I created my own leagues. The driveway became a stadium. Invisible teammates had names, personalities, statistics. I kept track of hits and runs without realizing I was building analytical habits that would define my adult life. I simulated seasons in my imagination. I assigned narratives to games.

My garage door absorbed thousands of pitches, functioning as a silent catcher. I threw complete games with no pitch count restrictions, no coaches pulling me from imaginary innings.

When winter arrived and buried the driveway in snow, the games migrated indoors. Hockey sticks replaced bats. Rolled-up socks replaced pucks. My imagination adjusted to whatever space was available.

But everything shifted the first time I walked into the Oshawa Civic Auditorium.

I was ten years old. The building smelled like cold air, popcorn, and old concrete. The stands were packed with red, white, and blue. At the center of it all was a young Eric Lindros already carrying the expectations of a city.

Other kids cheered.

I studied.

I watched how coaches managed lines. I observed how players responded after mistakes. I paid attention to momentum swings, to the psychological undercurrents most people ignored. Even then, I was less captivated by the spectacle and more drawn to the mechanics underneath it.

I didn’t know what player development was. I had never heard of scouting departments or arbitration hearings. I didn’t know sports agents existed.

But something inside me was already trying to decode the system.

How does a player move from unknown to elite?

What separates talent from longevity?

Why do some athletes thrive under pressure while others unravel?

My curiosity wasn’t casual. It was obsessive.

And beneath that curiosity was something else I couldn’t yet name.

My mind did not operate quietly. It operated intensely.

Emotions didn’t arrive gently they came in waves. A minor comment could destabilize an entire day. A last-minute change in plans felt like structural collapse. I noticed tone shifts others missed. I absorbed facial expressions, pauses, subtle hesitations.

Most people filtered the world naturally.

I experienced it at full volume.

Mental health wasn’t discussed openly in our culture. Feelings were minimized, compartmentalized, or dismissed. If I struggled, I was told I was overthinking. Too sensitive. Dramatic. Going through a phase.

So, I internalized that explanation.

I believed my reactions were flaws rather than signals.

Years later, I would understand the clinical language: Obsessive-Compulsive Personality Disorder, anxiety, depression. At the time, it simply felt like my mind was racing in patterns I couldn’t control. Thoughts would line themselves up perfectly structured, organized and then collapse into overwhelming noise.

A small mistake felt catastrophic.

An uncertain outcome felt unbearable.

A quiet moment could become an internal battlefield.

I learned to mask it because I didn’t know any other option.

And yet, inside that mental storm, sports provided something stabilizing.

Rules. Systems. Data. Patterns.

Games followed structure. Performance could be measured. Development could be tracked. There was logic to improvement. There were frameworks to understand progress.

Sports gave my mind something constructive to attach to.

I didn’t just watch games. I deconstructed them.

Looking back now, I can see subtle signals pointing toward the life I would eventually build. Not dramatic signs. Not obvious destiny. Just quiet alignments between who I was internally and what the sports world demanded externally.

I was not born into baseball.

I did not inherit it from my father.

I was not groomed for it by mentors.

I did not grow up dreaming of becoming an agent.

I grew toward it.

Slowly. Unintentionally. Through curiosity. Through analysis. Through emotional intensity that, when redirected, became insight rather than burden.

In a household without baseball gloves, something in me was already preparing for baseball.

Every frustration sharpened my empathy.

Every obsessive thought strengthened my attention to detail.

Every sleepless night deepened my understanding of pressure.

The very traits that once made me feel out of place would one day become assets.

A boy raised in a soccer household would build his professional life around baseball.

A child overwhelmed by emotion would learn to connect deeply with athletes navigating their own pressures.

A young boy who felt different would dedicate his career to helping others find clarity in chaotic systems.

That beginning complicated, emotional, culturally layered was not a detour.

It was formation.

It was preparation disguised as confusion.
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