THROWERS HAVE PASSION

I think Highland game athletes might be the most passionate people I know.  No, I don’t mean romantic take the wife out and send her flowers passionate people.  I mean people that care about training and competing more than most can understand.  I mean people who do things to compete a normal person can’t comprehend.  Sure, we all know people who lift weights.  I am talking about people who love to train.  Many times I am asked how I can go into the gym day after day, week after week, month after month for 32 years.  They think I have some miracle dedication.  It is much more simple than that.  I am selfish, I love it.  I enjoy training almost more than anything in life.  It feels great to me.  I love the steel.  I love doing it, how it makes me feel.  I love going in the gym and hearing the sounds and smelling the place.  I love warming up and feeling my body come alive.  I love testing myself with what I can do that day.  I love the freedom of not having any limitations on what you can do.  I love the afterglow and serenity when I am driving home.  I love to plan my workout, and love what it does for my body and mind.  I enjoy practice when I throw the same way.  It feels fantastic.  I feel a need to compete.  I have had many disappointments.  I have lost and been injured.  Sport is that way.  It brings you up to the highest highs and then back down to the lowest lows.  I am injured now and learning literally to walk again.  But an injury does not cure an illness.  And you must have some mental illness to love a sport this way.  I was just operated on for a severe knee injury.  The quad tendon holding the muscles of my upper leg tore and rolled up the thigh.  It happened while I was throwing.  It was a brutal injury.  It is very painful, with a hard operation and long recovery period.  I am blessed to have one of the best surgeons in the world for this type of injury, Dr. Lyle Cain.  He works with the famed Dr. Andrews.  He fixed me and feels I will recover 100%.  He has done a lot of these surgeries with a lot of athletes you know.  I know he is right, I will recover completely.  As soon as I was hurt I started hearing people telling me their opinion of competing and training in the crazy sport I do.  “I guess you will stop that now”.  No, that is not the way I am wired.    And most throwers are the same way.  Some call it a gift, some call it a burden.  You’re never free from it.  You lay in bed at night thinking of ways to improve.  You constantly scheme for a ways in your training to be better.  How does this workout fit into my week?  How does the week fit into the month?  How will this month fit into competing this year at the events I want to do?  When will I come back from this injury and be ready to compete?  My family, friends and normal people don’t understand.  They just can’t comprehend why I put myself through this.  This is not the first injury or operation.  They see me in pain and have to go through the rehab.  They see me have to start back in the gym and throwing all over again.  It does not compute in a regular person’s brain.  There is no logic to it.  But there is a beauty to it.  There is purity.  There is a single purpose and love.  As the late Jim Valvano said in his famous speech.  “never, never, never, never give up”.  You never quit and you never stop.  In today’s world we are different, we are sick and ill.  Something in our brains is not the same.  I don’t know why I am this way.  I really don’t want to change, or be normal, as my throwing friends describe the rest of the world.  I really like what I am and am proud of it.  I do wonder what it would be like to be without the constant drive.  But it is there.  I can’t turn it off.  I don’t have a choice and I just plain enjoy it.  And as I have found over and over, an injury does not cure an illness.  

