

    
        
          Red Ball Theory

        

        
        
          George Darmis

        

        
          Published by George Darmis, 2026.

        

    


RED BALL

THERAPY FOR KIDS

––––––––
[image: ]


A Boy's Memoir

Based On A True Story

George Darmis Jr

Copyright © George Darmis Jr

All rights reserved 2026

Contents

Chapter 01

The Magic Red Rubber Ball

Chapter 02

Never let a friend down

Chapter 03

The Ball That  Built Confidence

Chapter 04

Healing Through Friendship

Chapter 05

Every Bounce Has a Lesson

Chapter 06

The Playground Was  Our Therapy Room

Chapter 07

Learning Life Lessons  One Bounce at a Time

Chapter 08

The Loneliness Many Children Carry

Chapter 09

Why Simple  Things Matter Most

100 Ways To Play  With A Red Rubber Ball

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

01

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Magic Red Rubber Ball



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


A

s a kid, I’ll never forget the day I saw the red rubber ball sitting on a shelf at the 5-and-10 dime store on Jefferson Ave in Detroit, Michigan, in the early 1960s. I was a tall, slim kid around 10 years old, and I remember picking the red rubber ball up and squeezing it in my hand. I could feel the weight of the hard red rubber ball and the power of the possibilities of what this red rubber ball could do. So, I decided to buy myself a bright red rubber ball that summer Saturday morning, with hopes of finding a new friend who knew magic for a cheap price. I was in for keeps with its amazing power of possibilities. We left the store that day, and I was forever changed, a little 11-year-old boy with a new red rubber ball that felt like magic in my hand, and it only cost me 25 cents.

I remember how I kept looking at my red rubber ball and assuring it that I would always look out for its well-being, as now I had a true friend that gave me a sense of freedom, joy, and pleasure.

I cared for it as if it were my first bike. I even slept with it under my pillow at night. I remember I even had dreams of what my red rubber ball could do that would bring us closer together as a team. I felt we could shine like the stars in the night sky that seek other galaxies to explore the unknown.

I mean, my new red rubber ball became my motivation to think about the ways we could dance together in a world of unknown possibilities. It was a treasure trove of ideas, and my mind ran to the possibilities of the pleasures of our future together as one. I knew it was all right to believe in my bright red rubber ball, and so I did!

So, as the days passed in that summer year of my new red rubber ball, it was obvious my red rubber ball was a true star that was handed down from another era, like 3,000 years ago when civilization had begun. I was not disappointed in any way that its possibilities could shine on me as well as my life!

The Holy Bible said God placed a ball in His hand and squeezed it to throw, like a flying rolled-up scroll to rid the bad from another land.

But I had other ideas to use my bright red rubber ball in my new world of today, in the year 1965.

You see, I’m only 10 years old, and this amazing object was a lifeline to dealing with hopes, dreams, and peer pressure as a 10-year-old boy who had lost his mom at 18 months old and never had a father figure in his life. But through the grace of God, I had my grandmother Mary, a lady who was a mother to sixteen children and was my savior. She showed me love and grace through life’s ups and downs that take us to places we must figure out how to escape from to a life of dreams, hopes, and wishes that we all seek in our own lives.

Along with an older brother and an older sister, Georgie was the youngest of the three. But Mary, my dad’s mother, raised us, and we were better for it. I grew up on Detroit’s east side as a kid in the early 1960s, off Jefferson across from Belle Isle on Seaburn St. We soon moved down Jefferson to a street called Lennox for one year, then we moved a block over to Drexel, where I started my determination to have a fun life on Detroit’s east side. It did not disappoint when it came to opportunities, as any kid in Detroit at that time would testify to.

Kids were allowed to play till dark, and we did. We played tag, built scooters out of roller skates and a 2x4 piece of wood, and took our bikes apart to interchange the parts. We flipped our handlebars upside down to give our bikes a really cool look, along with balloons for loud muffler sounds.

And so, kids like me fell hard for the red rubber ball; it was different in some way. It was a way to explore what we both had to share: energy, the unknown, and fun!

Face it, kids need to play and play hard every day as young boys and girls.

And as a young boy of 10, I loved to show what my red rubber ball could do, tricks that we kids loved to play.

So, we started throwing my red rubber ball at things, and it would respond in very cool ways. It was so much fun to slam my red rubber ball on concrete and try to launch it into the sky so high, always trying to beat the last try every time—and yes, trying to catch it before it hit the ground. Soooo cool, and fun to be a kid with a red rubber ball in the summertime.

I would love to throw my red rubber ball at so many things. I remember my grandmother’s house had long wooden steps that were five steps high, and I would stand in front of the steps and throw my red rubber ball at them. It would hit the steps and come back at me like a rocket, and I would have to try to catch it.

I believe this set of wooden steps would become my catching coach. It was a blast to play. My red ball would do so many different things as I hit the wooden steps with all my might!
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Never let a friend down
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S

o, my red rubber ball and I started to do things that allowed me to see things in myself that I was not aware of.

It gave me a sense that I could do magical things myself, and my red rubber ball was now my teacher. We started exploring our new possibilities together as one.

We soon noticed other kids watching me and my red rubber ball doing fun stuff, and before long, they became my new friends who loved to play with me and my red rubber ball.

My red rubber ball and I—we were a hit! And we did not disappoint. We had different friends who liked to do different things with me and my red rubber ball.

But it did not matter to me or my red ball because we were just out to have fun, and so we would agree to play any game they wanted to play.

I think kids loved our ability to share our time with them, and my red rubber ball was the key element that sewed our relationships together in time with forever memorable memories.

Summertime kids just needed someone to explore their talents and skills with, as young boys and girls, and my red rubber ball could do that like magic. Its capabilities were endless with just our imagination and our red rubber ball.

You see, we all have it—imagination is in our DNA. We just need to explore it, and sometimes it just takes a friend with a red rubber ball to help you see it!

We would throw the red rubber ball at the steps and the brick walls. We would even throw the red rubber ball over a garage, and the other kid had to catch it when it came over in the air.

We would play handball on sidewalk squares. My red rubber ball could keep my imagination growing all the time. It never stopped.

I would throw my red rubber ball straight up into the sky and watch it go sky high!

My friend Harry and I would play this game with my red rubber ball. It was called two-man baseball.

We would go behind the Cinderella movie theater on Jefferson Ave and the church next to it. We stood between two brick walls that went about 100 feet into the air. It was so cool to be between those two brick walls that allowed us to invent our own baseball field, one that allowed the game to be played with only two players because the walls were so high into the sky and only about 80 feet apart.

One player would pitch to the other as we took turns at bat, keeping score, with each player getting three outs.

A single was a ground ball that got past the player before he could glove it.

A double was a line drive that got past the pitcher.

We agreed that if a ball was hit in the air and struck the wall, it would count as a double, triple, or home run depending on where it landed.

If a defensive player caught a line drive, pop-up, or ground ball, the batter was out. And of course, three strikes meant you were out, too.

Our red rubber ball was showing us how to invent games with just our imagination and become good at them.

Our red rubber ball was a true friend to my friends and me. It gave us so many happy memories as kids that still live with us forever.

One day, I remember on the way home from playing at the brick walls with my friend Harry, my red rubber ball was starting to look different. It was not as shiny as it was the day I bought it. It was beginning to show cracks all around its red rubber skin, and I knew it would not be long before it gave out on Harry and me.

After all, we were playing fast-pitch baseball with my red rubber ball, throwing fastballs to each other and teeing off on them just like the pros. Harry and I were very good ballplayers, and our red rubber ball knew it.

Our red rubber ball knew it was just a matter of time before it would go to red rubber ball heaven. After all, our red rubber ball had given us endless hours of childhood fun.

Then one day, it happened. Harry pitched me a fastball, and I teed off on it. The ball exploded into
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