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      This book is respectfully dedicated to Mr. Pinckney from Laconia High School English class; without him, I may never have fully realized the ability to share these words around the globe.

    

  

  
    
      “A true test of the human spirit is never on display more than at those moments when it feels like the world is against you.”

      

      
        
        Aric H. Morrison
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      Heavenly Peace, by Aric H Morrison, is a powerful look into one man’s journey as a wave of adversities and hardships befall him at every imaginable turn. The first of The Stealing Home Series delves deeply into dark times, family tragedy, and incredible life insights.

      I know about family tragedies and dark times firsthand. Don’t we all, to some degree? Do any of us have a perfectly unblemished past and present? I work at an inner-city safety-net hospital as a pediatric emergency medicine physician in Boston, MA. To say I have seen and heard it all is an understatement until I was introduced to Aric’s trials.

      Every child I have ever diagnosed with medical trauma is from the loveliest family. Despite all my teams‘ efforts, children who have died in my ER often come from the kindest parents. There is a parallel here between my work and this book. I have had my share of trauma with one of my child’s scary struggles with mental health. Again, this relates to elements discussed within this one. It’s unfair. So is Aric’s story.

      Mind-blowing is what comes to me when I consider this book.

      I met Mr. Morrison several years ago and knew there were demons within. While I thought I knew him more than most in his inner circle, this first book in The Stealing Home Series left me speechless and incredulous. He is a truly inspiring man with a tale that needed telling.

      There was so much more to how things unfolded from circumstances in his childhood than I’d known. They have haunted him. And for Aric, such a strong sense of family is woven intricately throughout these works.

      And this is how it should be; family is everything. It is the heart and soul of our lives. What could be more important? I know for me, it is my children, beyond a doubt. They are the single most crucial beings in my life.

      For Aric, family has been the center of his world. Fate, Circumstance, or whatever you want to call it, altered the composition of his family at too young an age and forced him into unfamiliar roles.

      He has been a father figure to his youngest siblings and was creating his own family when tragic blow after tragic blow battered him. After reading this book, I wanted to call him because this was like nothing I’d ever experienced.

      This book is written with vivid imagery, insightful analogies, family, baseball, and music woven throughout. While it is sometimes very dark, it has moments of levity that had me laughing out loud (a feat not easily attained).

      The writing is suspenseful and gripping. While I knew much of the details,  I had no idea the depth of his emotional turmoil. I hurriedly read page after page, wanting to know what was next. I thought it could not get any more heartbreaking, yet it did.

      No one should endure such a constant progression of adversities; no one should be subject to trauma of this degree like Aric. Throughout many chapters, heartfelt, redeeming messages enlighten us about the important things in life. He has quite a way of doing this!

      He demonstrates the need for us all to live in the moment, recognize what we have, and not dwell on what we want.

      This journey will open your eyes to life’s cruel hardships but will leave you with a sense of compassion, empathy, and hope. While demons haunt us all to some degree, it is what we do to overcome, conquer, and share a message of rejuvenation.

      I have heard him speak riddles about much in his life on stage a thousand times. I never knew until now!

      Aric so eloquently presents it all here finally, after years and years of contemplation. This series should prove to be one of the most special literary works I have ever encountered.

      He said in a recent interview, “It’s time.”

      After reading this first book, I am so glad these all finally see the light of day. I agree with him—IT IS TIME.

      What an absolute masterpiece.

      Heavenly Peace is a compelling first book that will leave the reader wanting to know what happens next. Waiting for the second book will be brutal, almost torturous. If you are searching for a true story like no other, look no further.

      

      
        
        Barbara M Walsh, MD

        Clinical Associate Professor of Pediatrics

        Division of Pediatric Emergency Medicine

        Director, Pediatric Emergency Medicine In Situ and Mobile Outreach Simulation

        Associate Clinical Director of Pediatrics | Solomont Simulation Center

        Boston University School of Medicine

        Boston Medical Center

        Boston, MA 02118

        781 382 8544
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      This endeavor began in the hospital bed of my ailing child. It has since evolved into over eighteen versions and been rewritten countless times, and the aggregate word count now exceeds one million. You have the final version in your hand!

      There were occasions when I was ready to leave it forever and consider it a cathartic experience meant just for me. And then, through introspection, determination, and song lyrics, I found renewed energy to continue.

      The highly personal details within these books are not meant to garner sympathy, pity, or special consideration. With experiences come lessons, and with those come ways to heal and inspire others. This book is a way to step out of your world to learn.

      The reader is encouraged to forge through the winds of adversity and always be mindful to remain appropriately balanced, no matter how difficult the battle.

      This book is about a child introduced to many hidden, unpredictable swerves. It is an accurate recounting that swiftly offers an endless progression of disturbing events that seemed to arrive in succession with little room to process.

      The chapters continued herein share the details of a poignant ride. Though some may be without much color, the theme here is understanding the many unpredictabilities we encounter during this incredible gift of life.

      I’ve done my job if someone reading this work can be strengthened by my lessons, dynamic errors made, incorrect assumptions, and overall pearls of wisdom.

      If these written pages can offer some faint glimmer to those downtrodden, this fourteen-year project was worth the effort it has taken me to see it through.

      It is, by far, my most ambitious undertaking. Over the years, constantly reopening my deeper wounds took a toll on me. What is written in this first one represents an introduction and serves as a backdrop for the others.

      If reading about rainbows and fluffy clouds is your thing, this one is probably not a good fit.

      This book reminds us to always be mindful of falling forward when struggling. Its themes are deeply meaningful. Everything is presented in complete detail, exactly as it happened.

      It would be foolish to believe that much of the unrest I have carried with me cannot be blamed on the early experiences presented here.

      Here, I share my life.
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      My lungs expanded with irregularity as each breath became a bit more deliberate. Standing on the infield on a warm, sunny day in August a few years ago, I sought what I had believed would be some form of finality by my being there. Many people had questioned why I was going to do this event in the first place, citing that it might be too difficult to get through. I didn’t initially see it the same way, but more than a few reflective hours were had before I made the final commitment. There was nothing small about what we were about to experience, that’s for sure.

      If there ever were a perfect afternoon for baseball, it can only be assumed that perhaps this one was meant to be. The sky was blue and warm with fresh air, and the crowds excitedly flowed into their seats. It was just another day for everyone else, but not for me.

      The smell of baseball was most definitely all around. The chalk on the grass was a mere foot away from the edge of my sneakered toe. I gazed back several times to see people eagerly perched upon their molded plastic seats, which would, for the next several hours, become host to their memories. Oddly, I could feel them.

      The first few rows of fans looked at me with envy as I stood before them on the other side of the field box barrier on the baseball diamond itself. My stoic facial expression probably added to my noticeable presence there. Many of them were intrigued.

      If they only knew.

      I’m unsure I can fully explain all the emotions I had been troubled with. There were many, including a blend of sadness, joy, catharsis, independent spirit, triumph, unimaginable void, separation, and jarring pain. Each was rioting in my head, seeking to be named the victor. Maybe there was even a lingering sense of guilt. I had been wrestling for years to understand why my life had turned out this way.

      The vantage point from the third-base line left of home plate was unbelievable. The opposing team played catch and warmed up not ten feet away. I was standing in a spot most people never had the chance to experience.

      Glancing up at the many rows of baseball fans, I knew they were expecting something. This day was all about them in terms of memory creation. In my opinion, only a ballpark can make this happen, and this one does it best.

      I paid a heavy toll. It wasn’t worth it. Waiting anxiously on the field, no one in the crowd knew who I was or why I had been fortunate enough to be standing there. With confidence, I can say that many people were interested in what they needed to do to receive such an opportunity—the very same opportunity I had been hesitant to accept due to serrated imagery still within my skull.

      Truthfully, I wouldn’t have wished my circumstance upon anyone. The actual cost of being there was one without denomination. My life story here is definitive and still very much unwritten.

      It dramatically altered the course of my journey and deeply affected my opinions and outlook on this so-called lifecycle.

      I had planned our attendance well in advance. Two luxury suites behind home plate are filled with friends and family members, business associates, and maybe even a stranger or two. For those guests supporting us who couldn’t be accommodated in the suites, there were an additional seventy-five tickets around the first and third base lines.

      Looking at the size of the crowd on hand, the park must have been close to a sell-out. The place was noticeably packed, thus raising my nerves a fair amount with each entry who plopped down in a seat to stare.

      About ten minutes before game time, I removed my ball cap, placed it across my chest, and lifted my eyes to the sky. A simple moment captured on film, as I later became aware. Thankfully, my watery eyes were not visible to everyone sitting close to me in the stands. They could only see the back of my jersey and me looking up for some unknown reason to the clouds above, ever so briefly.

      I’m sure they never thought twice about it, as this gesture seems all too common in sports these days. But my reasoning, in contrast to theirs, was utterly different and much more profound. It represented significance beyond just a simple gaze up to the heavens. It was much more. It was my way of making it known that our presence was not just for us. We were there to represent many people we had never met.

      As the ceremonies are very well timed and scripted appropriately before a ballgame, my nerves manifested beneath my skin as the pre-game events drew nearer and nearer to showtime. Regardless of the uneasiness, I knew the result of my being there would bring closure and, hopefully, some form of inner peace.

      I had circled this baseball experience on my calendar for quite some time. Due to recent personally traumatic dealings, I’d even backed out of it once in my apprehension. I kidded myself initially to think this day wasn’t necessary before accepting the fact that it needed to occur.

      As someone read the script I had so carefully written the week before, elements of our personal details floated poignantly through the speakers around the stands. My life was voluntarily being exposed to all of those in attendance. It was beautifully represented in this environment, detail after detail, spoken slowly by the man behind the microphone.

      Before our arrival, I was concerned deep down inside that no one would care about what they were hearing. People would continue to yell, talk, munch on popcorn, swear, spit, and insensitively guzzle their beer while callously making a ton of inconsiderate noise. I couldn’t control their actions, but it concerned me nonetheless. We deserved those respectful minutes.

      In short order, I knew my assumptions had been all wrong.

      To my surprise, despite their impatience for the game to begin, people were definitely listening. They gradually quieted as the words continued to echo throughout the ballpark while various details captivated them. It was almost as if they could relate in some way.

      People paused in appreciation to hear the current sentence, the next sentence, and the next. The excessive crowd noise quickly diminished to a hush. 

      Holy Crap, I thought as my eyes swelled.

      This moved me from anxious to astonished in forty-five seconds. It wasn’t just a few who could appreciate our trials; thousands of other people validated me immediately.

      Despite the discomfort the advanced planning had caused me, today was a chance to start again. It was a literal and symbolic opportunity to take the first steps toward finding my internal peace.

      I double-tapped my back right pocket before grabbing my son’s hand. I waited for the cue to proceed forward while inhaling heavily.

      There was no longer any time to consider the possibility that terrible things don’t happen to good people; I know for a fact that they absolutely do.

      One way or another, the events from the previous years were about to be laid to rest. It certainly had been time to do so; steady adversity had rained upon me suddenly and repeatedly for more years than anyone should ever reckon with.

      This was a day like any other for most; for me, it was all about facing the demons one last time. I knew the painful memories all had to become real again. It was part of the healing process before attempting to move on.

      This odyssey needed to conclude somehow; if not, it would have taken everything from me. The ceremony was my most significant opportunity to finally move away from the darkness that consumed me.

      The date was August 22, 2015, so it began in front of 37,000 people.
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      Though this series primarily recounts events that happened over a particular period of time, it is essential to understand the backstory of this man named Aric, who has been privileged to share it with you.

      Often, our most meaningful impressions come without fanfare or extended timing. It isn’t always easy to determine their immediate motives. They must never be valued by length because some memorable brain drawings are over as quickly as they began. Consider their impact first, then assign them a forever spot close to your heart to benefit you.

      It’s funny how we hold on to specific memories as if they were some of the most influential moments in our lives. A few may prove to be, while others not so much. Some can take clear form, fade over time, or provide the spark we need to continue moving forward during more trying periods. We never know how powerful a place they may occupy later.

      Before attending my first Sox game in person as a kid, I lay on the floor in the living room enjoying game after game with my family during those hot summer days. We all joined around the television set, watching baseball games during the seventies. It was a small living room with only one couch and one chair, but somehow, we five fit nicely.

      Rick Burleson, Denny Doyle, Jerry Remy, Carlton Fisk, Dwight Evans, Jim Rice, Fred Lynn, and Carl Yastrzemski are vivid reminders of who my idols were while growing up on Gale Avenue in that house.

      I recall drinking milk through one of the various glasses we had in our kitchen, with an image of Carl Yastrzemski printed on the side. After looking at the unique spelling, I remember struggling with how to say his name, slowly pronouncing it as it wrapped around the edge of the glass.

      You could purchase jelly and keep the container to drink from, as they had the players’ images printed on the side. We had many of these glasses in our cabinets alongside the McDonald’s ones we acquired for free with food items.

      Although tickets for Red Sox games were readily available, for some reason, the opportunity for us to go as an entire family and enjoy one always seemed to prove elusive. So much so that we never made it to a game together as a complete unit back then. I always wished we had.

      There weren’t many times when we were all together, so it always seemed much more exciting when we had the rare occasion to make it happen. I can only think of a few events.

      Today, tickets for a Red Sox game are quite the commodity and much more sought after. In those days, it was not uncommon to watch them play on TV and notice many empty seats available around the ballpark. Once in there, you almost had your pick. Many sections appeared to be plentiful and in short demand—unfair!

      With each of those empty seats, a memory was never realized. A young dream was potentially left unfulfilled in some subtle, poignant way.

      It’s tragic. If you consider it this way, many childhood opportunities are squandered during each game when a seat remains unoccupied for a wishful kid to enjoy. The empty seats at a ballpark concept has taken on an entirely new perspective for me over time, but as a kid, it just sucked.

      How could so many people not want to be there, and here I was, a simple boy wanting nothing more than a chance to do so?

      It never seemed right to watch game after game from a musty, old couch or worn armchair when we could have been there live and in person if we only had planned to grab a few tickets. It couldn’t have been all that difficult.

      There should never be an abundance of empty sections visible for any game. Show me an available spot for a child to take it all in, and I will instantly show you ten dozen who would love to escape in one of those seats for a few hours. One chance might be the only time they can do so.

      It is odd to look at it poignantly, but my opinion will not change. Because of how this all unfolded, baseball has taken on an entirely purposeful new meaning for me. How I view it now doesn’t alter my belief from back then in a straightforward observation: all children should get a chance to sit at a ballgame with their parents and add an extraordinary page to their playbook—even if only once, as I had done.

      I will continuously justify my position on “empty seats” at ballgames in support of anyone who has ever lost a child and must live with the regret of never sharing the day.
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