DANNY LINEBERGER
 

Danny and I grew up together from an early age. I lived on Cameron Street and Danny lived around the corner on Buchanan. We would play baseball, football and basketball in the field behind our homes which adjoined the Jefferson school playground. Danny was my best friend and we spent a lot of time together. Danny was of stocky build but a very good athlete. In high school, the football coaches saw some real potential in Danny as a lineman and urged him to try out for the football team. Unfortunately, Danny was showing signs of mental illness. When we would walk to school together, Danny would skip school and walk to the Jr. Major League Stadium, sit in the dugout, then go home after school was out. Danny's mother was mentally ill too, as well as an aunt, leading me to believe that the illness was inherited. 
Danny's father tried hard to deal with Danny's illness but failed to keep Danny in school and keep him from his downward spiral. He did get Danny to join the Navy, hoping that would get him on the right track but it didn't work out; Danny got a medical discharge. Eventually, Mr. Lineberger had to commit Danny to Western State Mental hospital in Staunton, Virginia. Mr. Lineberger and I would go often to see Danny but he was in a vegetative state and hardly recognized us. I think he was in his early 40's when he vomited in his sleep and choked to death. Later, Danny's father told me that it was a blessing that Danny died, since he knew that he wouldn't always be around to visit. Visiting Western State was very traumatic; I learned that many of the patients were left by family members who never visited them. They would surround us for attention and want money. One of them even ripped one of my shirt pockets off.
When Eileen and I were in Alexandria a few weeks ago, we drove by where Danny and I used to live, surprised that both houses are still standing. I'll always remember what a good friend Danny was.
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