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What would I be without baseball? I could think of nothing.

PAT JORDAN, A False Spring
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CHAPTER 1

High Heat



The candle is lit. It shouldnt be, but it is.

We are, after all, human. We walk out of the supermarket without remembering to pay for a mango. We jaywalk and run reds and bum cigarettes when were six months into quitting.

We forget to extinguish candles.

It happens. In fact, its literally happening, right here by the bedside of Jonathan Benoit, a 14-year-old Seekonk, Massachusets, resident and one of the worlds biggest Red Sox fans. It is a warm May night in 1996, and as he drifts off to sleep, young Jonathan takes one last glance at the walls covered with images of his hero, Roger Clemens. Along with a few pictures of a half-naked Pamela Anderson, there are eight full-sized posters of Clemenseach one depicting the Boston ace in a different phase of his windup and release. You cant count the ways this boy loves Roger Clemens. His snarl. His intensity. His blue Red Sox cap pulled down over his eyes just so. His 97-mph fastball that causes opposing hitters to instinctively flinch. Clemens is the reason Jonathan wears uniform number 21 in youth ball, the reason he relishes brushing batters back. The Rocket, he tells anyone who will listen, is the man.

As the boys eyelids grow heavy, the candle falls onto his blanket, and fire and smoke engulf Jonathan and those eight Roger Clemens posters. Jonathans door is shut, so his parents dont hear the crackling of wood. But his dog, a husky named Tasha, wakes everyone up. As Jonathans father rushes for the nearest fire extinguisher, his mother begs for the boy to stay alive. I dont want to die! he screams. I dont want to die!

He never loses consciousness, even though burns cover more than 60 percent of his body. The paramedics arrive and strap him to a stretcher. Tasha barks wildly. His parents clasp hands. His walls, once covered by images of his idol, are now black.

I eventually returned to my body, Jonathan says, and fought to live.



WHEN THE EIGHTH-GRADERS AT Seekonk Intermediate School learned of their classmates accident, they were devastated. The details were sketchy: Jonathan was in a fire. Jonathan had been taken to the Shriners Burns Institute. Jonathan might live. Jonathan might die. It was very hard, says Kathryn Dunlap, Jonathans teacher. As an educator, youre fairly powerless in that situation. But we came up with a plan.

One hundred and sixty-three of Jonathans classmates wrote to Roger Clemens, telling him that his biggest fan was on the verge of death. To be honest, says Dunlap, I had no expectations. It was just something to do. I hoped he would see them. Two weeks after the fire, Clemens saw them. The Red Sox were in Seattle to play the Mariners when, before the fourth game of the series, a thick FedEx bundle was placed atop his clubhouse chair. In the midst of recovering from a knockout fever that sapped most of his strength, Clemens leaned back on a table in the trainers room and started to read. Tears streamed down his cheeks. The man known as a cold, heartless baseball killer was speechless.

Within a month, Clemens was standing in the auditorium at Seekonk Intermediate School, addressing the eighth-graders as their classmate was swaddled in bandages, lying in a hospital bed. The baseball star insisted that no media be admitted, so the next days newspapers carried no stories. When Jon recoversand he will recoverhell need your love and strength and support, Clemens told the children. Theres nothing more powerful than friendship. Use that power.

Five weeks later, Clemens walked into Room 325 at Shriners Burns Institute wearing a blue Boston Red Sox jersey and cap and white pants, and armed with a slew of autographed items. It was Jonathans 54th day in the hospital, and his hope had long ago been replaced by despair. Yet when Clemens arrived, everything changed. I knew at that very moment that I would be OK, says Jonathan. He represented something very powerful to me.

The pitcher took a long look at his young fanarms layered in bandages, hands wrapped in blue gauze, neck coated with reddened scabs and scarsand asked that everyone leave the room. For the next one and a half hours, Clemens forcefully told Jonathan he would again wear number 21 and throw inside fastballs. We all face obstacles in lifesome harder than others, he said. This is your big one.

One year to the day after the fire, Jonathan was back on the baseball field. He would go on to play two years of junior varsity baseball at Seekonk High beforelate in his junior yearbeing called up to varsity. That was a big day for me, he says. Most of the people I knew thought Id never play again, and I made it. I owed that to a lot of friendsbeginning with Roger Clemens. He had a fan for life.




THE YEARS HAVE PASSED. The photographs and memories have faded. The Roger Clemens who visited Jonathan Benoit on that July afternoon was a 33-year-old 185-game winner who hoped to finish his career with the Boston Red Sox. The Roger Clemens who exists today is a 46-year-old 354-game winner who turned himself into a baseball mercenary. The Roger Clemens who visited Shriners Burns Institute that day was known as a happily married father of three who refused to go more than a handful of days without seeing his wife, Debbie. The Roger Clemens who exists today is still battling bad press over his 10-year affair with a country singer named Mindy McCreadya woman he allegedly first had sex with when she was 17. She was only one of many women with whom he committed adultery over the past 15 years.

The Roger Clemens who motivated Jonathan that day was baseballs hardest workerone of the first pitchers to regularly lift weights, to run outfield sprints between spring training innings and to conduct rigorous off-season regimens that would cause some Green Berets to vomit. Ive never met anybody who was driven like Roger, says Mike Greenwell, the longtime Red Sox outfielder. When they told him not to lift weights, he did it anyway. When they told him not to run, he said, Screw you, and went running. The man would throw nine innings, come in early the next morning, toss on his running shoes and spend an hour running the streets of Boston. There was nobody like him.

The Roger Clemens who exists today is scorned by many as a cheater who used performance-enhancing drugs, broke the law to do so and then lied about it before Congress. He is a man who lives in shame.

Like his hero, Jonathan Benoit has changed, too. Now 26 years old, married and the father of two boys, he works distributing electronic components near his home in Kingstown, Rhode Island. To this day, Jonathan thinks of Clemens nearly every time he rubs his fingers over the scars he bears from that fiery night. He recalls the baseball player who, in a sense, helped bring him back to life. Ive been defending Roger for years, he says. If you come to the office in my house, youll see his jersey, his hat, the signed baseball cards and the signed pictures. The man is an idol to me, and when I needed himwhen I really needed himhe was there. He stepped up.

Yet, something has changed for Jonathan. Of all the bromides Clemens spouted that day at the Shriners Burns Institute, the one that stuck with that young boy lying in the hospital bed was to do things the right way. You bust your tail. You maintain conviction. You tell the truth. You always tell the truth.

I still love Roger, and the 14-year-old inside of me still defends Roger, Jonathan says. But I can assure you there are hundreds of little kids, just like me, who believed in everything Roger Clemens stood for. When he told me not to do drugs, he looked me in the eyes and said it with conviction. When he told me to live the right way, he meant it. He really, really meant it.

He pauses.

Ive learned a hard lesson. Our heroes arent always heroes after all.








CHAPTER 2

Fat Boy from Ohio



He is out there.

Somewhere, the former cocaine addict exists, living a life ofwell, uhnobody seems quite sure. Through the years, he has bounced around like one of those pink Spaldeen balls, moving from Troy, Ohio, to Houston to Katy, Texas, to Georgetown, Texas. If he has an e-mail address, no one knows it. If he has a phone number, it is hard to come by. Friends shrug their shoulders. Relatives plead ignorance. After his ex-wife was murdered by drug dealers, he vanished. Moved to Louisiana to work as a chef. Dwelled under a bridge in Jackson, Mississippi, trolling for that next hit. Randy Clemens? says Larry South, once his closest friend. Randy is a ghost.

But he is out there.

He is definitely out there.

When it comes to the revisionist history that William Roger Clemens often tells of his long road from the Houston suburbs to seven-time Cy Young Award winner, there are plot points that flow with a too-good-to-be-true ease.


Roger Clemens never knew his deadbeat father.

Roger Clemens was raised by a tough single mother and a tough single grandmother.

Roger Clemens was born to play baseball.

Roger Clemens is a rugged, snarling Texan.

The truth, like Clemens nasty split-fingered fastball, often seems to be right in front of us, only to drop off the table at the last possible second.

One thing, however, is indisputable: It all comes back to the broken older brother. To the ghost.

His name is Gary Randall Clemens, and while Roger usually praises his mother, Bess, and his grandmother Myrtle Lee, it was Randynine years Rogers seniorwhom he strove to emulate. Roger did not merely admire Randyhe wanted to be Randy.

To tell Rogers story, a few lies need to be pushed aside. For example, despite decades of selling the world a different tale, Roger Clemens wasnt born in Texas, wasnt raised in Texas, wasnt taught how to grip a baseball in Texas. No, the story of the Rocket begins in Dayton, Ohio, where he was born on the afternoon of August 4, 1962, the youngest of Bill and Bess Clemens five children. Through the years, Clemens has told various magazine and newspaper writers just enough about his parents to make certain everyone loathes the father and loves the mother. Bill Clemens, according to his son, was a loser. He was anti-sports and discouraged my oldest brother, Rick, from playing basketball, which he loved, Clemens wrote in his 1987 autobiography, Rocket Man. I was three and a half months old when my mother picked up and left him. And as usual, she made the right decision.

Bill Clemens, who died in 1981, is no longer here to defend himself. A blue-collar Ohioan without much of an education or family life as a child, Bill enlisted in the U.S. Navy on January 12, 1942, and served as a coxswain during World War II. Before his honorable discharge in 1946, he was awarded the prestigious Asiatic Pacific Area Campaign and American Area Campaign medals. When at age 24 he married 17-year-old Bess Lee in 1947, he was working as a truck driver for a chemical plant, on the road for weeks as his wife raised the children. Though Bill was, by all accounts, an absentee parent, it was conceivably not by choice.

In fact, though Roger Clemens has publicly blamed his father for ditching the family, it was Bess who packed up her children and left Bill while he was on a lengthy road trip. They had been married for 15 years. It was one of those impossible things, Bess once said of her marriage. You couldnt live with him. In the ensuing years she rarely mentioned Bill to the children, though Roger occasionally tells the story of the one subsequent conversation he had with Bill, when he was 10. My father had called my mother and was irritating her, he said. So I got on the phone and said, There is no need for you to call here anymore.

The two never spoke again.

Less than two years after Bill Clemens vanished, an embarrassed Bess informed her family that she was pregnant with the child of the lumpy, wrinkled, gray-haired 48-year-old mechanic who serviced her car. When Elwood Woody Booher learned of his impending fatherhood, he let out a euphoric Whooo-hoo! and immediately proposed to Bess. For the next six years, Roger, his two brothers (Richard and Randy) and his three sisters (Brenda, Janet, and Bonnie, the new baby) were embraced by a man who, upon popping the question, told Bess, I love you, but Ill always look after your children first, you second. Theyre my priority.

Booher moved Bess and her offspring to his hometown, Butler Township, a tiny suburb (population: 8,212) 10 miles outside Dayton knownif at allas the onetime home of the Grand American Trap-shoot Championship. Butler Township featured the usual small-town clichs: safe streets, grassy fields, unlocked doors and trustworthy neighbors. The town had one traffic light, a handful of police officers, a gas station and The Little Store that sold ice pops, Coca-Cola and three pieces of Bazooka gum for a quarter. Booher installed his new family in a small brick house near the corner of Little York Road and Peters Pike with a miniature basketball court in the driveway. As her husband worked long hours for minimal pay as a tool-and-die man, Bess spent her days as a janitor at a nearby hospital, cleaning beds, sweeping hallways, counting the hours until she could rush home to prepare dinner. A smallish woman with curly brown hair and a room-filling cackle, Bess smoked two packs of cigarettes per day and often had the sagging cheeks and wrinkled forehead of someone twice her age. Bess was the type of woman who would do anything for anybody, says South, Randy Clemens longtime friend. She sacrificed her life for those kids without ever thinking twice about doing so. Youd never hear her complain about her place in the world.

Though the family was poor, with the thrift-store shirts and patch-sealed dungarees to prove it, the children never noticed. They played tag and kick the can in the street, rode bicycles to their friends houses, somehow always had plenty of presents beneath the Christmas trees. I had a tremendous amount of fun playing sports, Clemens once said. My mother made sure I had all the right equipment and plenty of it. People would be having a little softball game in their yards a few streets down and next thing you know, me and my friends, wed be in the game. Woody would take Roger on long rides on his black BMW motorcycle, let the boy help him repair broken appliances, tuck him in at night and wake him in the morning. When Roger was upset, Woody would sing to him, croaking out old country-and-western tunes that would quickly have his stepson laughing. He would bring home a gallon of Blue Bell ice cream after work, inviting all the kids to grab a spoon and dig in. Woody was an even-tempered man who refused to raise his voice even when Brenda decided to light a fire on a frigid winter day and wound up burning down the garage. We would watch Bonanza on TV every week, just me and him, Clemens said. He really enjoyed that show. I remember, during commercials, hed hold me down and tickle me with his whiskers.

Everything changed for the Clemens-Booher family on the evening of October 4, 1970. With Bess at work, Woody cooked up steak and potatoes and sat down at the kitchen table with five of the children, Randy, Roger, Brenda, Janet and Bonnie (Richard, the oldest, was a member of the U.S. Army and serving in Vietnam), as well as Randys friend Larry South. Midway through the meal, Woody excused himself. He was breathing awkwardly and grimacing.

Upon reaching the bathroom, Woodywho was overweight and a heavy smokerclutched his heart and collapsed into the bathtub with a thud. Randy ran toward his stepfather, screaming for someone to call an ambulance. South, meanwhile, ushered the younger kids to the basement bedroom Woody had recently built for Randy.

As the ambulance pulled into the driveway. Roger climbed atop a milk crate and peered through the basement window; he saw the man he considered to be his real father loaded into the back of the ambulance. Woodys arms and legs were motionless. An oxygen mask covered his face.

Roughly 45 minutes later, the phone rang in the Clemens household. Bess, who had rushed home to be with her children, answered.

Woody Booher, age 54, was dead of a heart attack.

Roger Clemens had lost his second dad.



YOU ARE EIGHT YEARS OLD.

You have gone through not one but two fathers.

Your family is poor and about to become significantly poorer.

What do you do?

In the case of Roger Clemens, you look for someone new to lead the way.

You look for Randy Clemens.


With Woodys sudden passing, where else was there for young Roger to turn than to his 17-year-old brother? Im a Christian, Clemens once said. As a boy we were solid churchgoers. After my stepfather died I had doubts that God was fair. Why did God take him away? Why?

If we are to go back in time and pinpoint the exact moment when Roger Clemens began to become, well, the Roger Clemens, it is here, in the aftermath of Woodys death, when the older brother emerged as the father. Or at least the father figure. Not that Randy wasnt up to the task. In the smallish world of Butler Township, where everyone knew everyone, Randy Clemens was as admired and revered as Benjamin Wilhelm, the towns first mayor. Maybe even more so.

At Vandalia-Butler High School, where he was a senior, Randy cruised the hallways with the regal elegance of a kid who knew where he was headed. He was handsome, with a Robert Redford grin and a confidence that announced itself with each step. He was the shortstop on varsity baseball and the star shooting guard for the varsity basketball team, a fearless slasher nicknamed Radar by Coach Ray Zawadzki for his ability to nail long jumpers. With the five-foot-ten, 180-pound Randy Clemens guiding the way and averaging 20 points per game, the Aviators went 18-2 his senior year. Joe B. Hall, the legendary Kentucky coach, sent a recruiter to see him play. Randy wasnt on our football team, but I remember one day he came out to one of our practices, just goofing around, recalls George Toman, a classmate. He picked up the ball and just started launching it as far as humanly possible. It all came so naturally to him.

In a class of 280 students, Randy was voted king of the Southern Nightsthemed senior prom. The queen was his girlfriend, Kathy Huston, who wasnaturallycaptain of the cheerleading squad. Randy just had it all going on, says Mark Vennerholm, Rogers childhood friend. He was good-looking, smart, a great athlete, well known, popular. If you were Roger, you couldnt help but watch him across the dinner table and think, I want to be just like him. And Roger did. He absolutely idolized his brother.

If Randy was a new Jaguar XJ6, sleek and smooth and powerful, Roger was a Dodge Dart with some chipped paint and a dangling muffler. In the years leading up to puberty, Roger wasphysically and athleticallyunremarkable. He had a double-chinned, doughy face, with a pear-shaped body and a way of walking that reminded one of a slug. He even struggled with occasional asthma attacks and a bowl-styled haircut straight out of My Three Sons. Roger was short and fat, says Walter Peck, who coached him in Little League. I had him on an all-star team, and he didnt even start. He simply wasnt good enough.

Roger wasnt a great hitter, and he didnt throw very hard, says Glen Burchfield, his closest childhood pal. And he wasnt fast afoot. But he tried really hard.

With Woodys passing, Bess had to work two and three jobs to keep the family afloat. She cleaned offices in a nearby building at night and picked up extra shifts at a local dive. Thanks to some funds Woody had left in a trust, Bess was able to move the familyfirst to a larger home on Little York Road with a pool in the backyard, then to an even nicer four-bedroom spread in the nearby Imperial Hills subdivision. They were not well off, says Jean Crutcher, a family friend. But Bess was committed to treating her children well.

With his mother usually at work, Roger spent a lot of the time with his grandmother Myrtle Lee, who considered the boy to be her own son. I can remember [Grandma] twisting off a chickens neck, Roger recalled. I didnt know it was dying as it ran after me. I cut left, it cut left. A chicken can run for two or three minutes with its head off. My grandfather was watching, laughing, calling me Rooster Peck. They were very tough on us. Thats why I am the way I am.

When he wasnt with family, Roger could usually be located down the street at the Burchfields house, where he and Glen would while away the afternoons and evenings. The boys shared a passion for chocolate ice cream, the James Caan film Rollerball and sports. Alongside other neighborhood kids, Roger and Glen competed in backyard home-run derbies, smear the queer, and dunk contests. Roger would often eat dinner with Glens family, then be dropped off at home come 9 P.M. Sometimes his mother would be there. Oftentimes she wouldnt. He was a normal little boy in a tough situation, says Emily Burchfield, Glens mother. If he didnt have a way to or from a ball game, we took care of it. One thing I recall is that Roger was always very proud of his house. Hed say, Come in! Come see my house! It meant a lot to him.

Roger found sports to be the perfect balm for an imperfect life. Millie Donathan, a secretary at John E. Smith Junior High, recalls a roly-poly boy with a hangdog expression who would arrive to school in hand-me-downs. Every time hed come into the office, hed have a snotty nose, says Donathan. I mean, every time. And Id say, Roger, get around here and blow that nose right now! Hed come in and say, Ms. Donathan, I forgot my lunch money again, and Id take him back to the cafeteria and tell the girls to give him his lunch. They probably could have qualified for free lunches, but Bessie refused to fill out the form. She was just that proud.

With the familys struggles, Randy deemed it his duty to instill in his brother a simple philosophy: Either youre a winner or youre a failure. That was Randys approach to sports, one that resulted in on-court tantrums and browbeatings of opponents and referees. Basketball teammates still speak of the game against Brookville when Randy pushed an official and was placed on probation by the school. Roger, who served as a batboy for the high school baseball team and attended nearly all his brothers home basketball games, watched closely. He even wore the same uniform number as his brother: 21. Randy was very arrogant, very pushy, very abrasive, recalls Mike Lawson, Randys former basketball teammate. He wanted to play every minute of every game, and he wouldnt let you forget it. He lacked a certain perspective; an acknowledgment that, at the end of the day, its just a game.

Before long, Roger came to lack this perspective, too. Although Randy was no longer living at home, having graduated from high school in 1971 and accepted a basketball scholarship to Division III Bethel College in Mishawaka, Indiana, his influence on his brother remained profound. As he advanced from elementary school to junior high to high school, Roger turned increasingly combative. Though he was still a chunky kid through his early teens, on the courts and fields Roger carried himself like a scowling, trash-talking 20-game winner. He even promised those around him that one day he would start the All-Star Game, win the final game of the World Series and wind up on the cover of Sports Illustrated. In football he was a stout defensive and offensive lineman. In basketball, he was a physical power forward and center. And in baseball he was a gap-hitting third baseman and a soft-tossing control artist.

Yes, Roger Clemens was a soft-tossing control artist.

Though Roger was usually one of the better pitchers in the various leagues in which he participated, intimidation was not his game. While playing in the Vandalia Recreational League as a 12-year-old, an opposing pitcher named Ken Mann told Roger he was going to plunk him with a pitch in order to have him leave the game. Thats fine, Roger replied. But if you hit me, I hit you.

Just moments later, Mannknowing full well there would be retributionnailed Clemens in the shoulder. Shortly thereafter, the favor was returned. Clemens wound up, unleashed his best fastball andpoof!watched as Mann barely flinched as the ball brushed against his leg. Roger was a big kid, but he didnt throw hard, says Mann. So I wasnt too scared.

If one person in particular felt the brunt of the bullying attitude Randy had instilled in his younger brother, it was Kelly Krzan, Rogers teammate on the Murlin Heights Class E Little League baseball team in 1977.

Four years earlier, to much ridicule and a Dayton Daily News feature titled Cute Batter Up, Krzan had been the first girl in the state of Ohio to participate in boys Little League, going 1-for-2 for the Lions Club at Vandalias Edgewood Field. Now well established as a local baseball phenom, Krzan joined the Murlin Heights team and found herself part of Coach Mike Kesslers fascinating two-person pitching rotationthe fat kid and the girl. I dont want to say anything bad about Roger, because he had a good side to him, says Krzan. But when push came to shove, Roger was very arrogant when he pitched. He had to be the star, and if we lost it was always somebody elses fault. He was the kid whod yell, Catch the ball! and You blew it for us!

Clemens dreaded splitting starts with a girl. Whenever Kelly was pitching, Roger made it real clear that he disapproved, says Patricia Krzan, Kellys mother. Hed get mad and throw things. Hed stomp around and tell people that a girl shouldnt be pitching. It hurt me to watch, because that was my daughter. She deserved more respect than that.

Behind the Clemens-Krzan one-two punch (Actually, says Tony Kessler, the teams assistant coach, they were equal pitchers. Roger was no better than Kelly), Murlin Heights went 13-0 and won the league championship. But for most involved, it was a relatively joyless experience. Clemens, who fancied himself as Randys heir to athletic greatness, was humiliated by having to split time with a kid in pigtails. And Krzan heard the jeers of parents urging Kessler to get that girl out of there, as well as the taunts from opposing players.

When I got up to bat, I learned to duck quite often, she says. I loved the game, but, to be honest, after a while I got tired of the attitudes.

Come seasons end, Krzan hung up her cleats. She never played organized baseball again.




FROM AFAR, RANDY CLEMENS kept tabs on his brother, urging him to work harder, to accept nothing less than excellence, to ignore those not named Gary Randall Clemens who tried to guide his athletic career.

Yet if anyone was in need of guidance, it was Randy Clemens.

Though he was known in Butler Township as a relatively clean-living kid, his two years at Bethel College had brought a disconcerting metamorphosis. No longer the prep superstar, Randy struggled to adjust to being merely another good college basketball player performing in a gymnasium, Goodman Auditorium, that seated a mere 1,200 spectators. Back in the 1970s, the high school athletes in Ohio were held up as role models for the community, says Jon LeCrone, Randys prep teammate. We were the hope for the generation, because we all appeared to be polite, clean-cut, athletic, hardworking. The community invested in us. They came to our football games, to our basketball games, to our baseball games. It was a source of pride for the town, and there was the expectation wed go on and do great things. Nobody exemplified that more at our school than Randy Clemens. And clearly he had some demons nobody cared to notice. It was the all-too-familiar tale of a local phenom coming to the realization that he is not so phenomenal after all. It was also the all-too-familiar tale of a kid who spent 18 years trying to do everything absolutely right finally being set free to indulge. He no longer had to look after his brothers and sisters, no longer had to concern himself with his mothers work schedule.

Randy changed, says Lawson. He went to Bethel and never adjusted. I think we were all naive in high school when it came to drugs. But Randy went away and started smoking marijuana at Bethel. For those of us who had played with him in Ohio, it was very surprising news.

Despite Randys troubles, he was a solid guard who could handle the ball and shoot from long range. When Bethel coach Doug Hines was hired by Division II Mississippi College before the 197374 season, he took four of his players along with him to Clinton, Mississippiincluding Randy. In his two years at the small Baptist school, Randy performed well, notching a school record that still stands, with 17 assists in a game against Troy State. You had to be a little cocky to be a point guard, and Randy was certainly confident, says Buck French, Mississippi Colleges starting shooting guard. But he was a good guy. We liked him.

Unfortunately, the drug usage that began at Bethel only increased in Mississippi. As a senior Randy was caught with marijuana on a road trip, and Hineswho had great affection for his court leaderhad to kick him off the team. Randy told friends back home that he had been set up. I loved Randy, says South, but I found that unbelievable.

Over the next two years, Randy struggled to overcome the humiliation of his fall from grace. There was a failed tryout with the fledgling American Basketball Association, a gig with a lawn service company, a brief tenure as an assistant coach at Houston Baptist College, and finally a return to Mississippi College, where Hines agreed to take Randy on as an assistant so that he could earn his degree.

On December 21, 1975, Randy married Kathy Huston, his high school girlfriend and prom queen, in a ceremony at St. Ritas Church in Dayton. In Butler Township, the union was hailed as two high school sweethearts meant to be together. To Roger, who looked to Kathy as a big sistermother, it meant the addition of a beloved family member. To Bess Clemens, it meant the addition of the daughter-in-law she always wanted. Kathy was smart, pretty, savvyan elementary school teacher with a joyful disposition.

Kathys family, however, viewed the union with skepticism. Her parents and two siblings looked at Randy and saw a used-car salesman. He would pour on the charm in their presence, then talk trash as soon as everyone was out of earshot. There was a lot of Eddie Haskell in the kid.

Randy was involved in this secret worldthat much we knew, says Carolyn Gray, Kathys older sister. I knew he was delving into a bunch of drugs; at least I started getting that feeling. But Kathy was very protective of Randy. If she was fully aware of how bad he was, she wasnt saying.

Shortly after the wedding, Randy and Kathy moved to Houston, where he worked with his older brother, Richard, in the tool-and-die industry, and she found employment as an elementary school teacher. Randy continued to play an important role in the life of Roger, who in the fall of 1976 made his debut with the freshman baseball team at Smith Junior High. Roger didnt exactly stand out. Alongside his picture on the 197677 school yearbook, he is identified as Roger Clemmens. The football team went 4-2-1 with Clemens contributing as a defensive lineman, and basketball compiled an 0-6 mark before, according to the yearbook, the freshman team was unable to complete its season due to the energy shut down. A stiff, burly post player, Clemens averaged around eight points per contest.

Unlike Randy, who had all but emerged from the womb bursting with athleticism, Roger struggled. Even as a freshman, by which time most boys have traded in their baby fat, Rogers body was similarly proportioned to that of a popular childhood toy from the time period, the Weeble. He was now six feet tall but lumpy. Away from the fields, his confidence befitted his frame. Shy and awkward, through his freshman year Clemens had neither kissed a girl nor taken one on a date. Roger was a nice kid, says Bob Costello, the Vandalia-Butler High junior varsity baseball coach. But there was nothing to make you think hed be anything more than above average.

From his home in Houston, Randy Clemens couldnt believe what he was hearing. How could his brother, blessed with the same blood and DNA, be so forgettable? Why wasnt he the hottest young ballplayer in town? Why werent the girls swooning at his side? Maybe Roger would never be as good as his older brother, but he certainly could do better thanthis.


Early in Rogers sophomore year at Vandalia-Butler High School, Randy convinced Bess that it would be in the boys best interest to relocate to Houston and live with him and Kathy. They would feed him, nurture him, mold him into the athlete he couldand shouldbecome. Living 1,120 miles away from her second-oldest son, Bess knew nothing of the drugs that had seeped into his life. OK, Bess said, finally relenting. But take good care of him.

Roger played JV football and basketball, then one day informed his close friend Glen Burchfield that he would be leaving for Texas. I thought it would be sort of gradual, says Burchfield. Well, it was right after basketball season had ended. Roger told us hed be moving soon, and one day he didnt make baseball practice. Thats how I found out my friend had lefthe just never showed up. We had a lot of history with Rogermy family and I. I never understood how he could just vanish like that.

But, adds Burchfield, thats exactly what he did. He just vanished.








CHAPTER 3

Houston Bound



For the typical American tenth-grader, a midhigh school relocation can elicit varying emotions: Anger for being dragged away from longtime friends. Fear for having to face a new situation. Despair for the shedding of comfort and the headfirst plunge into the unknown.

For Roger Clemens, age 15, it was a cause for joy.

As Clemens later told the Dayton Daily News, his favorite part of growing up in Ohio was seeing it in my rearview mirror. For the many friends and neighbors who took offense at the remark (and, indeed, many took offense), an important bit of context is missed. When Clemens reflected upon his one and a half decades in Ohio, he didnt think about riding his bicycle through warm summer breezes or pretending to be Dr. J outside the Burchfields house. No, to Clemens, Ohio was the place where he had lost both his fathers, where he had lived in relative poverty, where his mom had worked three jobs to pay the bills and where he had been the dumpy fat kid who never kissed a girl.


Ohio? To bleeping hell with Ohio.

On February 25, 1978, Roger arrived for his first day as a sophomore at Dulles High School. With a student body of approximately 4,500 students, Dulles was the states largest high schoola place in which a newcomer could easily lose himself. Yet young Roger understood exactly where to go. Because of state transfer rules, he was ineligible to play varsity baseball for the Vikings. So immediately following his first full day of classes, Roger donned sweat pants and a T-shirt, grabbed his beige Rawlings glove and headed out to a side field, where Coach Gary Thiebaud was holding junior varsity tryouts.

At Vandalia-Butler, 30 kids might turn out for baseball; here more than 70 freshmen and sophomores lined the field, stretching and tossing before the workout began. Roger found himself paired with Brett Bozeman, the teams third baseman. It was a windy, cold day, and Roger told me he was a pitcher, recalls Bozeman. So I found a mitt, squatted down and caught some of his stuff. Two things grabbed Bozemans attention. First, Clemens fastball wouldnt snap a saltine cracker. And second, I didnt have to move my mitt more than an inch or two. Everything he threw was precise and right to the spot.

Clemens made the Vikings JV, joining the rotation as the number three starter. The ace, a hard-throwing right-hander named Johnny Jones, dazzled teammates with a fastball that reached the low 80s. The number two starter, Scott Wooley, possessed equal velocity, but his lanky frame broke down in a matter of weeks. Both those guys threw significantly harder than Roger, says Bozeman. But, man, could he locate his pitches.

As was often the case in Ohio, Clemens was initially dismissed by teammates as the fat kid. Then people saw that the fat kid could pitch a little. Clemens went 12-1 with an ERA below 3.00 as Dulles High finished 18-3 and captured the district title over archrival Galveston. In the championship game, he pitched six scoreless innings before encountering trouble in the bottom of the seventh. With Dulles leading 2-0, Clemens allowed a single, followed by two walks. The bases were loaded, and we had a problem, recalls Thiebaud. And thats when Roger did something truly incredible. First Clemens picked the runner off third. Then he picked the runner off second. Then he picked the runner off first. Game overDulles High wins. Was Roger the most impressive athlete on that team? says Thiebaud. No, he wasnt. But he struck me as special because he had this fire and that strong need to win.

Throughout Dulles season, two figures could be counted on to attend many of the games. There was Bess, now living in Sugar Land with her children, who would sit nervously in the stands, shouting encouragement while taking drags from one cigarette after another. And there was Randy, who watched Dulles games with a disapproving eye. As far as Randy was concerned, Dulles program was a joke. The talent surrounding Roger was, at best, mediocre, with baseball facilities to match. If Roger was going to pitch at the next level, he needed a better high school to develop his skills. I was dazzling [at Dulles], Clemens said. I thought I was Lord K, or whatever they say. And Randy saidthe decision where we were gonna live [the following year] would be based on where I could get the best competition.

Toward the end of the season, Randy took Roger to observe a regional tournament meeting between two Texas baseball powerhouses, Bellaire and Spring Woods. Well watch this seven-inning game, and when its over I want you to tell me which school you want to go to next year, Randy said.

Bellaire won, 4-2.

So, Randy said, youre picking Bellaire?

Roger had paid close attention to the game. Though Bellaire prevailed, something about Spring Woods had caught his eye. The players were crisp, disciplined and uncommonly professional. While they werent as talented as the opposition, they were significantly more impressive.


No, Roger replied, Im gonna go to Spring Woods.

Slowly, surely, Randy was turning Roger into the second coming of himself. Whereas other kids his age were chasing girls and watching Starsky & Hutch, Randy demanded that his brother fully devote himself to athletic excellence. Roger was driven, says Bozeman. We were all concerned about having fun, and Roger was starting his weight-training regimen and running before and after practices. I mean, who did weight training for baseball? More than a few of us thought that was a bit odd.

Under Randys watch, Roger morphed into a caged animal. Kathy would hover over Roger as he completed his homework, but nothing trumped athletics. Randy wanted Roger to be tougher, to be meaner, to be more ruthless, to see opposing hitters as arrogant SOBs trying to take what was rightly his.

Never an especially skilled student (he scored mostly low Bs and high Cs throughout his academic career), Roger spent the month following his sophomore year taking summer school algebra. He also played for a Babe Ruth League team of 14-, 15-and 16-year-olds, the White Sox, in nearby Missouri City, Texas. Deral Castle, a local health educator, volunteered to coach because his son Randy was one of the outfielders. Castle loved youth baseballthe learning, the excitement, the fun. He was, however, less than enamored with the chubby right-hander. Roger was a real pain to deal with, recalls Castle. He was probably our best pitcher, but youd tell him what to throw and he would refuse to listen. Youd give him the sign to bunt and he wouldnt bunt. In his head he thought he was the best hitter, but it just wasnt true. Roger taunted opposing batters and relished beaning those he deemed annoying or disrespectful. There was one pickoff play while Roger was on the mound, and instead of throwing it to the first baseman he heaved the ball over the guys head and into the opposing teams dugout, says Steve Dzierwa, a White Sox pitcher. Just to shut them up.


To those who knew Roger away from the diamond, there was a profound sadness to the boy. The same kid who fancied himself another Don Drysdale on the mound carried himself with slumped shoulders and a tucked-in chin. Roger longed for a father figure, dreamed of Woody Booher returning to tickle him with the whiskers covering his face. Instead, he was stuck with Randy, whose demands of 100 percent athletic devotion hardly boosted Rogers sense of self-worth.

The rock in Rogers life was Kathy, whowith Bess working 15-hour daysserved as a second mother. Unlike Randy, Kathy embraced Rogers vulnerabilities. She helped teach Roger to swim; went through his homework, word by word. He always gave a lot of credit to Kathy, says Carolyn Gray, Kathys sister. She really cared about him. She wanted him to turn out well.



WHEN ROGER CLEMENS DECIDED that Spring Woods High would be his third school in as many years, there was no press conference. No trumpets sounded, no red carpet was rolled toward the curb, no ROCKET TO SPRING WOODS headline graced the Houston Post.

Nothing.

In fact, on the day Roger took his mother to visit the schools campus, he sought out Charlie Maiorana, Spring Woods legendary 27th-year head baseball coach. My name is Roger Clemens, he said to the short, wrinkly man. Im transferring to your school next year, and Im going to play on your team.

Was that so? Id never heard of Roger, said Maiorana. But I remember him showing so much confidence that day in my office. Most kids that age are shy.

To allow her son to attend the school of his choice, Bess took a job as a bookkeeper for a national rug chain and relocated to Beekman Point, an apartment complex on Long Point Road in Spring Branch, Texas. She rented a two-bedroom town house that was divided into two floors and featured beige carpet, relatively clean white walls and enough comforts to make Rogerno longer under the watch of Randy and Kathyfeel at home. It was a blue-collar, lower-middle-class sort of place, says Robert Hooper, a Spring Woods classmate. It was nothing to write home about.

When the White Sox wrapped up their season, Clemens joined Spring Woods Highs entry into American Legion ball. For Maiorana, the games were a chance to evaluate his talent. For Clemens, it served as a major eye-opener. If Randy thought his brother would simply don a Spring Woods baseball uniform and blow away the competition, he was badly mistaken. Not only had Roger opted to play for an elite baseball program, he had done so at a time when Maioranas top two pitchers, right-hander Rick Luecken and left-hander Rayner Noble, formed the best one-two starting punch in the country. That summer, when Roger arrived, Im sure he planned on doing a lot of pitching, says Maiorana. Well, we didnt know anything about him, and we had two guys who would be drafted out of high school. Needless to say, he didnt touch the mound all that often.

In what remains one of the most frustrating stretches of his life, Clemens pitched six games for the Spring Woods varsity as a junior in 1979. Behind their backs, Clemens would rip Luecken and Noble, complaining that he was every bit as talented. Roger only threw in the low 80s, yet he let it be known to all of us that he would one day be a big-league pitcher, says Noble. We all snickered at that. Neither Luecken nor Noble showed much interest in the ornery kid with so-so stuff. He was the third wheel on a motorcycle.

And yet

Roger worked his ass offI mean, he worked and worked and worked and worked like nobody else on that team, says Rex Willis, a Spring Woods infielder. When Coach made us run sprints around the outfield, wed get to the center field fence where he couldnt see us, and wed all slow up. Well, there goes this young guy, Roger, just flying by us. Wed be yelling, Slow up! Slow up! but Roger didnt listen. We all thought we were big studs, being seniors on a top team, and his work ethic didnt fit into that coolness.

Among the seniors, Clemens was mocked. An ass-kisser. Too driven. Too eager. Who was this fat kid, trying to show up the stars? Unlike his time at Vandalia-Butler Township and Dulles, where the team fitness programs had been limited to stretching and long-tossing, Maiorana had a structured plan designed to develop multiple muscle groups. There were distance running and sprints, upper-body and lower-body weight programs. Though his teammates blew off many of the coachs requirements, Clemens upped the intensity.

Everywhere he wentschool, the grocery store, the bathroomClemens gripped a tennis ball in his right hand, squeezing life out of the fuzzy green Wilson and squeezing life into his increasingly steel-like fingers. Because he often had no way of getting home from practices, Clemens would run the one mile from Spring Woods High to his town house, backpack slung over his shoulders. Sprinting down Gessner Road, Clemens would pass Andy Granatellis Tune-up Shop, Porkys Pub, Kentucky Fried Chicken. Never would he stop to take a breather or sit down for a meal.

A prolific list maker, Maiorana compiled something called The Pitchers Checklist, which he presented to his players at the front of a notebook. Most read it once or twice and relegated it to the bottom of their lockers. Clemens taped it to his wall until the pointsall 32 of themwere memorized.


	Hitters do not own the plate.

	Throw inside.

	Dont let them dig in.

	Let it rip.

	Bow your neck.

	Pull the string.


	Make them chase.

	When theyre looking inside, throw outside. When theyre looking outside, throw inside.

	Get ahead.

	Location, location, location.



And so on

Roger took that to heart, says Maiorana, a disciplinarian who required his players wear sport jackets and ties on road trips. And even though he wasnt going to see much action as a junior, you could see something take hold. He wasnt playing, butmentally and physicallyhe was developing.

Clemens felt more at ease than ever before. He was living with his mother, with his beloved (if troubled) brother and sister-in-law nearby. He quickly came to embrace Spring Woodsthe diminutive baseball coach who drove him, the casual friendliness of the teachers, the lack of judgment regarding his less-than-glamorous clothes and lifestyle.

Equally important, there was a devotion to sports that had never existed at Butler Township or Dulles. The football team played on Astroturf before thousands of fans. The weights were clean. Sure, Spring Woods coaches were teachers by day, but when push came to shove, athletics was the priority. Though far from a star, Roger participated in the holy trinity of scholastic sports (he was a defensive lineman for the football team and a center in basketball), easily fitting in with the athletes who ruled the school. Suddenly Clemens was popular. He kissed a few girls (recalls a classmate named Becky Chen, Roger dated a friend of mine for a little while. He was pretty good to her until he got really popular. Then he turned into a jerk), hung out in the 7-Eleven parking lot, knocked back a beer or two. If you were a jock at Spring Woods back then, you could pretty much get away with anything, says Bear Joubert, Clemens classmate and a member of the baseball team. There was that convenience store across from the high school, and the coaches would come in there Friday and Saturday evenings and see us downing beers on the hoods of our trucks. Theyd just say, Take it easy and drive off.

Although Rogers contributions were limited (in his one flash of brilliance, he set a school record by striking out 18 in a tournament at New Braunfels High School), his stature grew as the baseball team skyrocketed to a number two national ranking. So what if he threw no more than 300 pitches? He was a player.

That the Tigers ended a 31-4 dream season by losing two of three games to Baytown Sterling in the regionals stung but hardly deterred Clemens. With Noble about to leave for the University of Houston and Luecken off to Texas A&M, Spring Woods was in dire need of a number one starter.



EVEN THOUGH HE WAS but 16 at the start of his senior year of high school, Roger Clemens knew exactly what he wanted. As other classmates dreamed of mechanical engineering at MIT or journalism at Southern Methodist or accounting at Oklahoma State, Roger possessed a single goal: Major League Baseball.

Not that it was even remotely realistic.

Here was a little-known number three starter who possessed one decent pitchan 82-mph fastball. Clemens curveball was loopy yet hittable, and his splitter, the pitch of the 1990s, did not yet exist. In the summer of 1979, Clemens again participated in American Legion ball, and again he was an afterthought, playing first base and pitching sporadically. In the championship series against Periland, Roger started and was rocked, allowing five runs in two innings. Any scouts on hand surely looked at Clemens andscratch that. No scouts were looking at Roger Clemens. He was an above-average high school pitcher, says Noble. Thats it.

Clemens senior year began well, as he started at defensive end for coach Ben Bloomers varsity football team. Though the Tigers program never earned much respect in a state entranced by fall Friday nights, Clemens was a key player on back-to-back 6-3-1 squads. Now topping out at six-feet-four, with a sturdy 220-pound frame, he took great pleasure in strutting through Spring Woods hallways on the Fridays before games, slapping hands with teammates, flirting with the cheerleaders, talking trash about Lufkin or Jersey Village or whoever was next up on the schedule. Never a thinking mans athlete, Clemens relished the pure physicality of football. See quarterback, rush quarterback, hit quarterback. Roger wasnt Division I caliber, but he could certainly compete, says Kurt Poole, an assistant coach. He was gifted with big size, and that never hurts on the line.

For the first time in his life, Clemens decided not to play basketball, following Randys advice that he could best enhance his baseball possibilities by devoting the winter to running and weight training. By the time spring arrived, he was ready.

On a team that overcame mediocre talent to finish 17-10, Clemens was a godsend, posting a 10-5 record with a 1.10 ERA. He even tied his own school mark by striking out 18 against Gonzalez High. But the scouts who happened to see him pitch did so only because they were checking out other players. Clemens still topped out at 84 mph.

As the Tigers season crawled to a close, Clemensfrustrated by the lack of interest from professional and college teamsmet with Maiorana to explore his options. In his autobiography, Rocket Man, Clemens writes that he was offered dual football-baseball scholarships by North Texas State, Northeastern Louisiana and the University of Georgia. This is not true. He also tells the story of a scout with the Minnesota Twins coming to his house after the team selected him with their 22nd-round pick. Not only was he not drafted by Minnesota in the 22nd round (that honor belongs to Reggie Wyatt of Santa Monica Community College)he wasnt drafted at all. According to Clemens, the scout said, If you dont sign now, youll never get the chance to play. Wrote Clemens, My mother threw him out of the house and told him, Dont let the door hit you in the behind on the way out. Though the tale makes for good reading, it is also likely fiction.

Truth be told, as Maiorana and his ace sat down and talked baseball, Clemens received neither the answers nor the reassurance he was seeking. Youve been a great high school player, Maiorana told him. But unless you want to go local, Im not sure whether theres a Division I baseball scholarship out there for you.

Clemens was devastated. Shortly after Spring Woods held its graduation ceremony for the Class of 1980, he and a teammate, pitcher Steve Calderone, packed up a Chevrolet Chevette and hit the road, driving from one free-agent tryout camp to another. They stopped at San Jacinto Junior College outside Houston, where the Cincinnati Reds were holding auditions. They went to Blinn College in Brenham and played in front of Los Angeles Dodger bird dogs. We were going places, meeting people, looking for something that wasnt there for us, says Calderone. We knew we could play at a higher level, it was just a matter of getting noticed. Both of us dreamed of playing for the University of Texas. But that was a long way away.

As high school seniors throughout the state signed with this college or that major league team, Clemens fumed. He knew he could pitch at a higher level. He just knew it. Finally, midway through the summer, Maiorana contacted Leroy Dreyer, a close friend and Blinns head baseball coach. Look, will you do me a favor, Maiorana pleaded. Just give Roger a look. Clemens arrived the next day at Blinns campus, threw for Dreyer and left a less-than-profound impression: He was a fat boy, and who wants fat boys? says Dreyer. I thought he was gonna have a soft middle and no shelf life. But Charlies a good man, so I presented Roger with a half scholarshipbooks, tuition and fees.

Clemens considered accepting Dreyers offer but hoped he could do better. Maiorana placed another phone call, this one to Wayne Graham, the new head baseball coach at San Jacinto. Graham just served as the coach at Spring Branch High (a Spring Woods rival) and knew Clemens well. Like everyone else, he was uninspired. Wayne, said Maiorana, Roger really has his heart set on pitching for the University of Texas. Is there anyone over there you can call?

Graham contacted Longhorns coach Cliff Gustafson, who laughed. Kid doesnt throw hard enough, he said. No chance.

Having been named San Jacintos coach midway through June, Graham had missed out on nearly every high school senior with a modicum of talent. What remained were the crumbsslow outfielders, lazy catchers, fat pitchers with so-so velocity. Id seen Roger pitch twice versus us at Spring Branch, and I sort of kind of liked him, Graham says. He had good size, great mechanics and he threw strikes. I thought that maybe he could one day develop into a solid college pitcher, so I offered him a spot.

The school provided tuition, textbooks, fees and $70 per month in living expenses. That was all we could give Roger, says Graham. It was take it or leave it.

Roger Clemens took it.








CHAPTER 4

College



Toward the end of the summer of 1980, Roger Clemens seemed comfortable with the idea of attending San Jacinto College. Sure, hed be sharing a two-bedroom pad with teammates in the shoddy Woodforest Apartment Complex near the schools north campus in desolate Pasadena, Texas. And sure, junior college was a long way from the University of Texas, where Clemens dreamed of donning a burnt orange-and-white uniform and pitching for the Longhorns. And sure, he couldnt have told you San Jacs nickname (Gators) or the name of its stadium (trick questionit was known simply as the North Campus field).

But Clemens had convinced himself that this was still the big time. Armed with golden stuff and unrivaled drive, he would bring some magic to the ol diamondwhatever its official name might be. This was the start of something unique. Great. Spectacular.

What Clemens quickly discovered, however, was that a junior college is, at its core, a place where students lacking passion and interest shuffle about their lives. Although San Jacinto fielded teams in 16 sports, the stands were filled mostly with ants and wayward dust particles. Nothing represented the general malaise better than the college newspaper, the North Star, which ran front-page stories such as San Jac Offering Underwater Welding and Maroon Spots Plague Woman Who Wants Some Answers (The people at work have gotten used to me, Sharon Flowers said with a smile. They call me Spot).

Though San Jacinto was largely a dead zone, to Clemens it was a golden opportunitywhether he knew so or not. Had he attended Texas straight out of high school, Clemens would have been buried beneath 101215 pitchers with better stuff, higher ceilings, more impressive pedigrees. The coaching staff would have given up on his fastball in a week, either transferring him to another position or encouraging him to pursue a different line of work (such as, say, intramural softball).

San Jacinto, on the other hand, was all about player development. With little in the way of a social life and a relatively light academic schedule (he took three classes his first semester), Clemens devoted his time to the singular task of becoming a Division I pitcher. His work ethic was unlike anything Id ever seen, says Trey South, San Jacintos first baseman. We all lived in the same apartment complex, and at night hed lift weights in his room, then go out into the parking lot and run sprints. When he first got there a bunch of us nicknamed him Baby Huey, because he had all this baby fat. But he changed our opinions of him awfully quickly. Before long, the fat had melted from his body, replaced by a barrel chest and tree trunks for legs.

In Wayne Graham, Clemens was blessed with the perfect coach at the perfect time. A 44-year-old Yoakum, Texas, native, Graham had spent 10 years as a minor league third baseman, jumping from town to town and class to class in what often felt like a fruitless search for baseball salvation
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