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I love a good comeback story, and this one has it all. The Leftovers is a 
great basketball book that shines a light on what true competitors can 
overcome with a solid work ethic and a drive that doesn’t quit. 

—Tony Romo 
CBS Sports NFL analyst 

Former Dallas Cowboys quarterback

Matt Sayman’s book is an inspiring personal story of a student-athlete’s 
struggles during one of the darkest moments in college basketball history, 
the Baylor basketball scandal, and its effect on him afterward. Ultimately, 
it is a moving story of personal redemption and an eyewitness account of 
the beginning of one of the sport’s greatest success stories ever.

 —Fran Fraschilla 
ESPN college basketball analyst 

This phenomenal story is heart-wrenching, compelling, and inspiring. I 
couldn’t put it down. The Leftovers is a must-read for anyone who loves 
the game—and anyone who appreciates a gripping story.

—Mano Watsa 
PGC Basketball president & owner

I watched and encouraged these players as they faced probably the 
toughest thing they had ever come across in their young lives. This beau-
tifully written story is about the fight and determination they showed 
to help create the highest of standards for Baylor’s men’s basketball pro-
gram. Its effect on Baylor Nation is still seen today. 

—Kim Mulkey 
Women’s head basketball coach, Louisiana State University 

National championship-winning coach at Baylor



The Leftovers is a must-read for all basketball players, coaches, and 
enthusiasts. Matt’s passionate tale gives an authentic glimpse into the 
ups and downs of being a Division I basketball player and shows the 
true meaning of the word “underdog.” I look forward to reading it again. 

—Alan Stein Jr. 
Pro basketball strength/conditioning coach, Stronger Team

Matt presents the amazing story of the extreme highs and lows sur-
rounding a top-level collegiate basketball program. His insightful recol-
lection of the struggles he faced during this journey were life-changing 
for him, and will undoubtedly become an inspiration not only for other 
young athletes, but anyone who believes in the power of faith. 

—Matt Garnett 
Owner, founder, and director, MGBasketball Instruction

In a most redemptive way, Matt Sayman reminds us of what it means 
to commit to something much bigger than self—a team. The Leftovers 
suggests that adversity is not failure, that perseverance is paramount, 
and that the pressure of sport reveals character, especially in the wake 
of tragedy. 

—Alan Williams 
Author and founder, Teammates Matter
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DEDICATION

The Leftovers is dedicated to the memory of Patrick Dennehy and 
his family. Your loss changed so many lives forever.

This book also was written with gratitude to our coaches for inspir-
ing us not to quit.

I want to especially thank my teammates for going to battle with me 
every day. It was a wild ride!

To the Baylor Nation and Baylor University fans everywhere, thank 
you for standing by us.

And, finally, to my family and my teammates’ families for enduring 
everything with us. You were and are our strength and support. Thank 
you.
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FOREWORD

Almost nineteen years ago, I accepted the head men’s basketball coach 
position at Baylor University, when the program was at its lowest point. 
I prayed about my decision and believed God was leading me and my 
family to Waco for a purpose.

I knew Baylor was a great university with outstanding Christian 
leadership. My end goal was to build an elite basketball program that 
would be successful on and off the court with student-athletes who 
would represent our university in the best possible light. At the same 
time, I had no idea what the team would look like that first season 
because I was unsure which players were staying and which were leaving.

Matt Sayman was one of those special players who stayed. You didn’t 
have to tell Matt, “Dive on a loose ball!” or “Sacrifice your body for the 
good of the team.” He was always diving for the scoreboards, taking 



10  THE LEFTOVERS

charges, and doing the dirty work necessary to inspire the crowd and 
help the team win. Matt cared more about our team than his statistics.

Matt was a senior when we arrived at Baylor, and our coaching staff 
was very blessed to have a person like him to help build and form the 
basketball culture we wanted for Baylor. I wish I could have coached 
him for more than one year because he is what college basketball is all 
about.

When our 2020–21 team won Baylor’s first men’s basketball 
national championship in school history, Matt and the other members 
of the team of “leftovers” were an integral part of that success. Because 
of the past issues that created the opportunity for me and our coaching 
staff to come to Baylor in 2003, our climb from the bottom to the top 
of college rankings has created a lot of interest in how we accomplished 
the turnaround. 

Tragedy, incredible adversity, and fear had combined to create a per-
fect storm of what seemed to many like insurmountable odds for this 
program. But the story has, indeed, turned into one of victory.

Even as coach of a national championship team, I realize that stats 
do not tell the whole story. And the word victory is defined by more than 
the numbers on a scoreboard. Our society celebrates the champions—
and Baylor Nation has certainly enjoyed celebrating our championship. 
But we would be wise to remember that when we all began playing 
sports, we knew the meaning of winning was giving everything you had 
and being the best team you can be. By that definition, our first team at 
Baylor consisted of winners.

The Leftovers is a key part of the transformation of Baylor basket-
ball, and it feels only right that Matt should be telling this story. Matt’s 
words provide an insider’s look at what life was like for those of us who 
took on the challenge of picking up the pieces and moving onward and 
upward at Baylor.
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The effort, energy, and compassion with which future players would 
represent the school and the family atmosphere our team was based 
upon began that season. The players who stayed at Baylor helped lay the 
foundation for turning Baylor basketball into one of the nation’s elite 
basketball programs and a national champion.

Baylor players today know our Baylor program is based on a “never 
quit” attitude. That’s the legacy the leftovers left, and I am honored to 
have been their coach.

But The Leftovers is about more than basketball. It’s about life and 
what you do when life throws you something you don’t think you can 
handle. I believe the guys from our first season know they can face any-
thing. And they are all champions.

—Scott Drew 
Head coach, Baylor University men’s basketball  

2021 NCAA Division I national champions
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1

THE CALL

The June morning was much like the previous ones. Texas gets a head 
start on summer, but this was a beautiful time of year to be at Baylor 
University. 

The alarm sounded next to my bed, and although I enjoyed spending 
a little extra time under the covers, my mother had instilled a healthy 
fear in me. In high school, on a random Saturday morning, I was in bed 
enjoying the covers’ warmth when my mother flung open the door.

“There’s this kid in Chicago! Already this morning, he’s been up for 
two hours working on his game!” she yelled. “One day, you will meet 
him on the court! And when you do, he will beat you!”

“Close the door!” I shouted back at her. Mom knew the dream I was 
pursuing…and I knew her words were correct.
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Now, here I was in the summer of 2003, living my dream, entering 
my senior year at Baylor, and living in a sweet, off-campus apartment. 
My full scholarship would have covered rent at a nice apartment com-
plex, but the additional money my parents kicked in allowed me to live 
better than the typical college student. 

The original building of the LL Sams Historic Lofts was a church 
furniture factory. The factory’s eighteen- to twenty-foot-high walls and 
the fifteen-foot-tall windows had been preserved, along with the half-
wood, half-concrete flooring. Announcements had once been nailed to 
random wood beams in the factory’s corners, and the beams still had 
nails in them. I had placed mirrors along the long hallway to make the 
apartment look even larger. Add in a metal sheet-like counter comple-
mented by sleek, black appliances, and my place had a super-cool vibe. 

I stayed in Waco during the summers to take classes so I could carry 
a lighter course load during basketball season. I also worked out with 
our team’s weight-training coach. Each season, a new group of recruits 
with players better than me joined our basketball team. I needed every 
advantage I could find, and working with our coach was one.

As an NCAA Division I athlete, I treated my body like a race car. 
My kitchen was stocked with healthy food and supplements to keep me 
running properly. During the season, I would compete with the best 
players in the nation’s best conference—the Big 12—and I needed to 
fuel myself accordingly.

Old habits die hard, however, especially when it comes to childhood 
comfort foods. On that summer morning, I made my favorite breakfast 
of pancakes with peanut butter smeared all over and topped with a gen-
erous dollop of syrup. After devouring the pancakes, I headed outside 
with my backpack of books and dropped the top down on my silver 
Mustang convertible. My parents and I had struck a deal back in high 
school: if I received a scholarship to a Division I men’s basketball pro-
gram, they would give me a new car with the money they wouldn’t have 
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to apply to my college education. They bought the Mustang for me on 
my eighteenth birthday.

I was running late to class, as usual. I loved the big school but small 
school feel of Baylor with its 14,000 students, but parking places were 
difficult to come by. I often parked in a staff lot, self-justified by the 
belief that my teammates and I were like staff because we provided a 
service to our fellow students. I knew my thinking was wrong—and the 
parking tickets I accumulated swept away any doubt. But my tickets 
somehow seemed to disappear when I took them to Robinson Tower, 
where athletes went for help with academic and school business-related 
needs. I never asked what happened to my tickets. As long as I didn’t 
have to pay them, I didn’t care.

I attended two classes that day and then went straight to the Ferrell 
Center, our basketball arena, for an individual skill session and a weight-
room workout. I loved working out. I considered my effort in these 
workouts as one of the few things I could control. They were one avenue 
to getting me closer to being the best player I could be. I dominated the 
workouts and left the Ferrell Center feeling good about the state of my 
game.

I stopped next at the Sterling University Parks Apartments, which 
was the place to be in the summer with its inviting, blue swimming pool 
right next to an excellent sand volleyball court. Basketball and volley-
ball require good hand-eye coordination, timing, and lateral movement, 
and I treated sand volleyball as a phase of my training, especially when 
members of Baylor’s women’s volleyball team showed up to play. They 
had superior volleyball skills, but we male athletes could give them a 
run for their money because of our athleticism. Every day, I alternated 
between the sand volleyball court and the pool, working on both my 
skills and my tan while enjoying the university’s female-to-male ratio 
that made Baylor more enticing for guys like me.

This was my utopia as a college basketball player.
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I was a senior guard on a team loaded with experience and talent. 
In a preseason poll, the media had picked us to finish fourth in the 
2003–04 Big 12 standings. The Big 12 had sent six of its teams into the 
NCAA Tournament each of the previous four seasons. The Big Dance. 
March Madness.

Every team started the season with the goal of qualifying for the sixty-
four-team field. Baylor men’s basketball had not gone dancing since 1988. 
Those of us who were currently seniors were in kindergarten then. If we 
met the media’s expectations, our team would make Baylor’s long-awaited 
return to the tournament. Based on the players we had coming back—
including future NBA players John Lucas III and Lawrence Roberts—I 
considered the expectations legitimate. Our coaching staff believed we 
belonged in the tournament and would push us there. Then, hey, the 
beauty of March Madness was that once you were in, anything could 
happen on any given night.

I loved my university. I had loving and supportive parents. My faith 
in God enabled me to stand for something far more significant than 
myself. I loved playing basketball at Baylor, and I was very comfortable 
with my role on the team. Barring injury, I would break the record for 
most games played at Baylor in a career, although that was in the back of 
my mind behind the team goals. I was lean and mean physically, in the 
best shape of my life. Outside of winning the lottery, I couldn’t see how 
life could get any better.

“IT’S BAD”
I had just walked into my apartment after playing sand volleyball 

and swimming and was preparing to refuel from my action-packed day 
when my cell phone rang. 

“It’s Blair,” the voice on the other end said.
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Blair Browning was my favorite professor, and I’d had the oppor-
tunity to get to know him well during my first three years. I was always 
happy to hear from him.

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked.

“What’s going on with your team?” He sounded troubled.

I sighed, wondering what those knuckleheads could be doing now. 
Professor Browning taught communications, and several of us basket-
ball players took his classes. From time to time, he shared funny or 
annoying stories with me about some of the players he had taught.

“What are they doing now?” I asked.

“Matt,” he said, “turn on the TV.” His voice trailed off as he contin-
ued, “It’s bad.”

I reached for the remote and turned on the TV. A local news 
reporter was delivering breaking news:

“Repeating once more: Baylor Bears basketball player Patrick 
Dennehy is missing. All police are saying at this point is that foul 
play appears to be involved, and they are treating this as a possible 
homicide.”

I froze in place as if I had been transported into a bad dream and 
was waiting for the alarm clock to rescue me. I don’t recall what I did 
with the phone or even if I said anything else to Professor Browning. 
I only remember sitting on the couch and channel surfing for news on 
TV until I was filled with disbelief. Nausea.

College athletes aren’t necessarily close friends with all of their team-
mates. Our team consisted of fifteen athletes from different parts of the 
country, with different backgrounds, tastes, and preferences. Wanting 
to avoid the activities some of the guys were taking part in away from 
basketball, I spent my spare time with a great group of friends who 
weren’t athletes. For college athletes—especially at the D-I level—life 
can easily revolve around your sport, and my friends didn’t want to be 
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around me because of basketball. Hanging out with them provided me 
a bit of needed escape.

Still, what an athlete experiences alongside teammates goes beyond 
friendship. I compare it, but on a much less important scale, to what fire-
fighters or possibly soldiers go through. A bond develops from enduring 
through something that alone you could never accomplish. Regardless 
of how many other differences you might have, you have in common the 
pain, sweat, blood, and tears of a college athlete’s life. And that connects 
teammates in a unique way.

But on this day, my utopia began transforming into chaos.

Patrick Dennehy had transferred to Baylor before my junior season 
and, because of NCAA transfer rules, was ineligible to play in games 
that season. Although I banged up against him regularly during prac-
tice, we didn’t have much contact with each other outside of basketball. 
But we were teammates, and we shared that special bond.

A few days after the phone call from Professor Browning, Patrick’s 
SUV was found in Virginia. He was from California and going to 
school in Texas, so why Virginia?

A few weeks later, another teammate—Carlton Dodson—was 
arrested and charged with Patrick’s murder. A few days after that, in 
late July, the Waco Police Department found a badly decomposed body. 
It was Patrick. He was twenty-one.

Baylor basketball was in the national headlines every one of those 
weeks. 

I could not begin to understand what Patrick’s family was going 
through. I also thought of Carlton’s family. He was in prison, and his 
one act had created a tremendous amount of suffering for many people. 
Unimaginable. Confusing.

It was bad enough that one teammate had murdered another, but the 
headlines expanded to include a scandal discovered within our program. 
Major NCAA rules were being violated. Media also reported drug use 
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among players. Even as one of the players—and one who had been there 
three years, at that—I didn’t know everything that was taking place 
within our program.

Coach Dave Bliss, the man who had recruited and mentored me, 
resigned. Our program would be punished for his transgressions—and 
punished heavily. I heard calls for dismantling the program for at least a 
year to get things right. Many of our top players, including the two who 
would eventually play in the NBA, left for other schools. 

In just a matter of weeks, our coach was gone, our stud players were 
gone, and our talent-laden team had been dismantled.

Gone with them was my hope of ending my college career by 
advancing deep into the NCAA Tournament, much less even playing 
in it. Everything I had worked so hard for, everything my parents had 
sacrificed so much for, was gone.

The senior year of my dreams had become a nightmare.


