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A Grand Slam for personal development! Win Some is a captivating story that masterfully introduces readers to the five essential tools for nurturing fulfilling relationships. Through Sam Masterson’s struggles and triumphs, we learn that true fulfillment lies in serving others and embracing a growth mindset. This book is a game-changer for anyone seeking authentic connections and personal transformation.


—JOHN C. MAXWELL, Author and Leadership Expert


I love how Win Some teaches us! Sam’s journey takes us on a rollercoaster ride of self-awareness, reflection, and brilliant insights. Read this book and discover the power of being intentional with people, resulting in great relationships and success.


—JON GORDON, 15x Best-selling Author of The Energy Bus and The Carpenter


Very few books are for everyone. This is a story we can all relate to with a message that inspires us to be better. In Win Some, Slipka gets real and shows the key to success and impact is in building high-trust relationships. Do you want to build a better business? Build it on trust. Learn how in this fresh, relevant, and fun story laced with inspiring truth about how to prioritize and enjoy fulfilling relationships. Every leader should read this book.


—DR. DAVID HORSAGER, CEO of Trust Edge Leadership Institute, bestselling author of The Trust Edge, inventor of the Enterprise Trust Index


With the steady and engrossing pace of a tightly played baseball game, Slipka unpacks the wisdom of personal transformation through the true-to-life struggles and triumphs of Sam Masterson. Masterfully written and filled with vivid imagery and captivating dialogue, Win Some is guaranteed to enrich your relationships in life and business. A HOME RUN!


—JOHN BUSACKER, Founder of Life-Worth and author of Gasping for Breath and Do Less, Be More. 


Restoring relationships. Building trust. Being vulnerable. Leading by serving. Finding purpose. An old pro’s tattered life resembles a tangled mess under the torn cover of a baseball until he discovers five life-changing truths. These truths shift his focus on his scorecard of success to living a life of significance. Read, ponder, and apply the lessons learned from an unassuming, unlikely mentor.


—DR. PAUL L. H. OLSON, Executive Advisor, Former Chairman of Entegris Inc.


Slipka’s use of stories and situations resonates with a wide array of readers. For some it’s a home run, but for all it helps chart a path to the bases.


—JERRY PATTENGALE, Founding Scholar, Museum of the Bible (DC), the University Professor, Indiana Wesleyan University.


At the end of your life, what will matter to you the most? My guess is that the people you love will be toward the top of that list. At your funeral, what will people talk about? Hopefully it won’t just be how much you loved a certain football team. Hopefully they will talk about how you encouraged them, served them, and cared about them. If that’s what people remember, why not read a story that will help improve your relationships and develop authentic connections? That’s what Brian Slipka has done in Win Some. It’s a quick and easy read, packed with powerful principles that will change your life. Let this book guide you away from self-absorbed thinking and toward a growth mindset that puts others first. That’s the life-transforming message of this book: It’s not about you (or me). True fulfillment comes when we serve others. It’s a powerful message that you need to read!


—JASON STRAND, Senior Pastor at Eagle Brook Church


Brian Slipka has consistently proven himself to be an absolute GAME CHANGER—always focused on creating unexpected momentum and building trust with others. Much like Brian, Win Some delivers a relatable, concise, and memorable framework for anyone with a burning desire to put some extra points on the board.


—“TWAN” A.R. ALBANESE, Co-Founder Duke Cannon Supply Co.®


Slipka shows a realistic and humbling example on intentionally developing the mindset of authentic and trusting relationships through Sam Masterton’s story. A fulfilling read!


—MICAH ABERSON, President of Cambria


A personal development guide through the art of storytelling! In Win Some, the story of Sam Masterson’s life drops pearls of wisdom masterfully woven through a rich story of struggle and triumph. No matter where you are in your life’s journey, Sam’s experience can provide the clarity and perspective we all seek. This book will leave you feeling inspired to live a more connected and fulfilling life.


—MEKA WHITE MORRIS, Executive Vice President & Chief Business Officer of the Minnesota Twins


Brian reveals the relational elements to not only be winsome, but to win in life thru deeply fulfilling relationships—RTB!


—PJ FLECK, Head Football Coach, University of Minnesota
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This book is dedicated to, first and foremost, my family: my wife, Megan, and awesome kids, Jake and Elizabeth. Words will never quite be able to express how much I love you!


I would also like to thank my True North team for putting up with me, with special thanks to Lynne, Natalie, and the holding company team.


All of you are the ultimate Winsomers!















CHAPTER ONE
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ICED CONFIDENCE





Sam Masterson gritted his teeth against a stabbing pain. He had waited until everyone headed out before taking advantage of the training room’s ice bath. He hoped the freezing temperature would suck the pain from his knotted muscles. There was no need to broadcast that the team’s oldest player wasn’t feeling as loose and limber as his teammates.


The quiet was almost as much a relief as the numbing of his lower back and left leg. He knew the manager noticed the hitch in his stride following the play, but Sam was a master at convincing everyone around him that he was fine. No, he didn’t have constant pain. No, he didn’t need to see the team doctor. No, he wasn’t slowing down while feeling the push to perform like a kid in his early twenties. Sam was getting good at selling the lie. He just wasn’t convinced he could keep it up for much longer.


He leaned his head against the rigid rim of the tub. A persistent drip nearby disturbed the silence. A door slammed in the distance. The damp shower room around the corner was a breeding ground for odors. The whole place smelled of wet towels and menthol, underlaid with the ever-present odor of dirty socks.


Sam tried to think about everything except the words he’d overheard before the game. It was an effort to force his attention to his to-do list. With luck, he’d be out of the stadium within an hour. Sunset came around six thirty in Florida during March. Spring training in the Sunshine State provided a welcome change to the cold, dark evenings in Minnesota at this time of year. He should make it home before sunset, but he had to pick up something for supper, make a stop at the dry cleaners for the suit a fan had spilled whiskey on at the meet-and-greet, get gas in the Explorer, and...


It was no use. Sam couldn’t forget.


He had been just around the corner from the offices when he heard someone speaking across the hall. It wasn’t like he meant to eavesdrop, but his name caught his attention, and he paused on the way to the locker room. He almost spoke up before he realized the men weren’t talking to him, but about him.


The Minnesota club owner, Hugh Sutton, said, “Assign Masterson to train the new guy—what’s his name? Anker. I want Anker to take advantage of everything he can learn from Masterson. Especially in batting. The kid is talented but needs some polish on the rough edges. I want to see some progress before we make up the season roster.”


“Sure, boss. You know Masterson is going to want to know why he’s on babysitting duty.”


Sam knew the second voice well. He’d worked with Aaron Pinehurst for years before he left to play for the Las Vegas Springs for a couple of seasons. The man’s slow drawl fooled many players into thinking they could slip something past the veteran Major League manager. Right then, Sam was more worried about what the team was up to with this new direction for his career. He came to a complete stop as they moved slowly down the hallway.


“Well, he doesn’t have to know more than that the decision came straight out of the head office. Did you see the difference in his speed after that collision in the outfield today? He’s getting old. I’m not saying he doesn’t still have it as a hitter, but we need to get some of his experience and knowledge spread around to the guys who are going to be around for a long time.”


They moved into the manager’s office and closed the door without ever knowing that the subject of their conversation stood in stunned silence just around the corner.


Even the recollection of that moment reignited the sick feeling that had spread through him as he listened. Thinking about it now made him want to throw up. He’d never felt less confident in his career than he did in that moment.


He’d never felt less confident in his career than he did in that moment.


There was no avoiding it. Sam was going to have to talk to someone about what his role with the Minnesota Millers club looked like going forward. If he could shed some light on the situation, he could come up with a plan to prove his continued value to the team.


The lights went out.


“Hey! Someone’s still in here!” Sam yelped. Shocked out of his thoughts, he sat in freezing water in a windowless room beneath the stadium. He felt disoriented in the absolute darkness. For an instant, he had a flash of vertigo so intense he didn’t know if he was still upright. He was afraid to get to his feet and attempt to step out of the tub.


The absence of voices and footsteps was eerie.


“Hey, turn the lights back on.” He didn’t know if anyone was around to hear him. “Yo! Is anyone out there?” Sam knew a raised voice in the training room could be heard in the hallway. Why wasn’t the joker coming back to answer his call?


What kind of jerk didn’t check to make sure the place was empty before turning off every light? Sam better not find out it was one of his teammates playing a prank. There was nothing funny about leaving a man to shiver and shrivel in an icy tub in the dark. He couldn’t feel his toes anymore.


Sam debated whether he had a chance of finding his way across the floor to the nearest wall. There was a bank of switches near the towel cabinet. He hoped one of them controlled the lights in this area, otherwise he’d have to shuffle across the middle of the large room and feel his way to the door. He knew there was a light switch within a palm’s reach of the doorframe.


Halfway out of the tub, Sam heard two voices echoing down the hallway. It sounded like they were coming closer.


“Hey! I’m in the training room without any light. Give me a hand, will you?”


Now footsteps slapped on the concrete floor. A few seconds later, Sam could make out the jingle of keys and realized who was in the hallway.


“Gilchrist, is that you? How about turning on some lights?”


“Hello? Is somebody in here?” The footsteps sped up as the speaker approached.


“Yes, back in the training room. Turn the lights on, man, so I can get out of this ice bath.” Sam was shivering so hard his teeth clacked together when he spoke. He didn’t know how long he’d been sitting in the dark, but it felt like hours.


Footsteps moved across the next room headed his way.


He heard the door to the locker room swing open a moment before the lights blazed on overhead. The sudden brightness made his eyes water.


Two figures stepped into the room, but he couldn’t make them out until his eyes refocused.


“Ethan, what are you doing here? You’re supposed to be in school.”


“Nice to see you, too, Dad.” Sam’s son sneered and walked out the door.


“Wait, I didn’t mean it like that.” Sam surged to his feet, but his numb extremities failed him. He slipped and fell hard against the side of the tub. “Aargh!” He couldn’t hold back a howl of pain as his foot slipped again, dumping him back into the icy vat. The resulting splash sent a wave of ice and water across the floor.













CHAPTER TWO
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STUNNED





Sam opened his eyes as Gilchrist and Ethan pulled him above the water. His lungs burning, he choked and coughed, holding up a hand to fend them off.


“Don’t,” he cautioned once he could breathe. “I don’t think I can get up yet.”


Ethan stayed close with a hand on his dad’s arm. The boy was pale, his eyes wide with anxiety. Sam hadn’t seen his son so afraid since the police had come to the door to tell him that his wife had been in a serious car accident. He’d never wanted to see that look again. And now he was the cause of Ethan’s distress.


“Hey, kiddo. I’ll be okay in a minute.” Sam cupped Ethan’s chin. “Just don’t go telling anyone how clumsy your dad is, okay?”


Mike Gilchrist, the Minnesota Millers’ clubbie, opened a closet, grabbed a push broom, and swept water and ice toward the drain in the center of the floor. “You just stand there with your dad, Ethan, until I get this out of our way. No reason to have any more accidents tonight.”


It didn’t take long for him to mop up the floor. He moved back to the side of the ice bath and observed the way Sam was shivering.


“You think you can get up with our help, Sam? We need to get you warmed up and see if you hurt yourself with that fall.” He reached under Sam’s arm and nodded at Ethan to take his place on Sam’s other side. Between the two of them, they managed to hoist Sam high enough so he could step over the rim of the tub. They supported him for the few steps he took before collapsing on a nearby massage table.


“There are towels in that cupboard behind you, young man. Grab as many as you can, and we’ll get your dad warmed up.”


Ethan turned right away and filled his arms with a pile of towels. He rushed back to the table and watched as Mike wrapped Sam in several towels.


The clubbie grabbed one of Sam’s feet and rubbed it briskly between his hands. “See what I’m doing here? Do you think you can do the same for your dad’s arms and hands? Not too rough but strong enough to generate some warmth.”


Sam watched with puzzled detachment as the boy followed the clubbie’s instructions. He was amazed at the lack of argument from Ethan when Mike gave directions and expected the boy to follow them. Had Sam been the one telling him to get the towels, he’d be sitting on the table until Christmas, waiting for his son’s arguments to end.


“Who are you, and what have you done with my son?” Almost before the last word left his mouth, Sam realized he’d messed up again. Ethan abruptly stopped rubbing his shoulders.


“Hmm, if you can’t remember your own son, maybe you hit your head harder than we thought when you pulled your Shamu stunt.” Mike walked over to a cabinet and rummaged around for the first aid kit. “Let’s see if you have yourself a concussion.”


Without waiting to hear what Ethan was dying to say, the clubbie handed him a small flashlight.


Ethan looked confused.


“It’s never too soon to know a few life-saving tricks. Do you know how to tell if someone has a concussion?” Mike asked Ethan, ignoring the tension between father and son.


“Nope. We haven’t had any Red Cross classes yet. I think we’re supposed to do some things like that in PE this year.”


Mike explained how to quickly shine the light into Sam’s eyes and observe the reaction.


Sam noticed Ethan took some pleasure in making him squint and wince away from the bright light. But he held his breath and waited for the lesson to conclude. Until he couldn’t hold back any longer.


The sound of his explosive sneeze echoed in the room. Ethan jumped back and shook his hands as if he could dislodge the germs by sheer force.


“Ewww, Dad! That’s just gross. You couldn’t wait until I wasn’t standing right in front of you?”


He held the flashlight at the end of his extended arm unsure what to do with it.


“Sorry, sorry. I didn’t know that was coming or I’d have warned you both to take cover.” Sam wiped his nose on the edge of a towel.


Ethan tried to hand the flashlight to Mike who was trying not to laugh. Instead of taking the contaminated instrument, Mike gave Sam’s son a disposable alcohol wipe.


“It’s not funny. Dad probably just gave both of us a big booger cold.” Ethan crooked his fingers, indicating he needed more wipes. Once he had a handful, he made a big production of wiping down his face, arms, and hands. “You better wipe down too, man. You don’t know what kind of germs he just showered all over you.” Ethan made a drama out of dropping his used wipes in the hazardous waste can in the corner of the room, leaning as far from the bin as possible while toeing the lid open.


Mike did laugh then. “Don’t worry about it, young Masterson. I don’t think your dad has had time to develop any serious diseases since we pulled him out of the tub. It’s just a reaction to being so cold.”


“If you say so.” Ethan didn’t look convinced, but he went about helping Mike clean up the mess they’d made of the training room. Suddenly the boy snorted. “But it was pretty funny. Did you ever hear a louder sneeze? That was like… what’s the highest number on the earthquake-measuring thingy?”


“The Richter scale?”


“Yeah, that. I bet that sneeze broke the dial. Do you think the groundskeepers felt the stadium shake?”


“While you two have a good time at the expense of my near-drowning and shriveled body parts, I’ll just be in the next room getting dressed.”


“Sure, go ahead, Dad. We’ll be in here donning our hazmat suits.”


Sam shuffled into the locker room, knowing the two were still snickering behind his back. He was glad to see his son having a good time with Mike. He seldom saw the sunny side of his boy anymore. And he didn’t know what to do about that.


He seldom saw the sunny side of his boy anymore. And he didn’t know what to do about that.













CHAPTER THREE
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STRIKE OUT





Sam slowed to a stop at a red light ten minutes from his house. He felt especially grateful tonight for his short commute home from the new stadium.


He glanced over at Ethan, engrossed with his phone. He’d hoped the two of them could talk about something cheerful on the way home especially after the way Ethan had laughed and chatted with Mike that evening. Those two discussed the latest superhero movie all the way out of the stadium and across the parking lot to Sam’s SUV. When Ethan asked Mike if they could give him a lift, the clubbie thanked him and said his car was in the lot around the corner. As Mike walked away, Ethan gazed after him.


“Come on, Son. I’ve got a lot to take care of tonight. Let’s get on the road.” Sam heard the sharpness in his tone but couldn’t stop it. Why was it so easy for the boy he loved more than life to connect with a perfect stranger instead of him? It felt like one more indictment of Sam’s skill in parenting since Aileen passed away. He didn’t want to admit it made him more than a little jealous of the man who’d helped him that evening.


Now, as he looked at his son’s face lit by the screen of his phone, Sam yearned to know how to reconnect with the little boy who used to race to the door to hug his knees every time he came home. These days he was lucky if he got a derisive grunt from Ethan—no matter when Sam came home, what he said, or what he did for the boy.


“So, you and Mike had a lot to talk about.” The light turned green, and Sam eased into the intersection.


“Yeah, I guess.” Ethan hardly raised his head from whatever had him enthralled on the tiny screen.


“How did you happen to be with him when you found me?”


That got his son’s frowning attention. “You’re kidding, right?”


“What do you mean? Why would I be kidding?” Sam felt lost already, and they’d only exchanged thirty-seven words by Sam’s count. How had his innocent question sparked instant hostility yet again?


“I knew you didn’t remember.” Ethan threw himself back against his seat and turned his face to the window, refusing to look at his father.


“I knew you didn’t remember.”


“Ethan, I have no idea what you’re talking about, but I’m tired.” Sam put on the blinker to signal his turn into their property. “Why don’t you just tell me what I’ve done wrong this time and get it over with? I don’t have the patience for another guessing game tonight.”


Instead of answering, as soon as Sam turned off the engine, Ethan pushed his door open and stomped into the house. Sam realized Ethan had neglected to lock the door when he left for school. Again.


Sam followed slowly but reached the kitchen in time to see Ethan open the refrigerator door.


“How many times do I have to remind you to lock the back door when you leave for school, Ethan? Is it too much to ask you to pay attention to one thing?” Sam threw his keys at the bowl placed on the counter for that purpose by his late wife. “How would you feel if you came home to find someone had made off with all the nice things your mom picked out for this house?”


“Why should I care? Having her stuff around here won’t bring her back!” Ethan slammed the refrigerator door hard enough to rattle the vase sitting on top.


He turned and left the room. Through the doorway, Sam saw his son throw himself on the couch in the family room, pick up the remote, and flick on the huge television screen. Moments later, the sounds of intergalactic battle bounced off the walls as Ethan increased the volume to an ear-bleeding level.


Sam strode into the room, grabbed the remote from his startled son, and savagely stabbed at the “off” button. The instant quiet was heaven to his aching head.


“Well, I care. And your mom would care. If you can’t show a little respect for everything you have, then maybe you don’t need anything more. That new game you wanted for your birthday? Don’t be expecting it or anything else.” Sam threw the remote on the chair next to the couch and crossed his arms across his chest.


“Fine. See if I care.” Ethan mimicked his father’s stance perfectly. “And for your information, Mom hated this house!”


Sam threw up his hands and turned his back on his son. “I don’t want to hear another word from you right now. I’ve had all I can stand for one day. Wash your hands and get ready for supper.”


“What supper? There’s nothing in the refrigerator, and you didn’t even stop to pick anything up.”


Sam pinched the bridge of his nose. By the time he’d warmed up enough to think straight and they’d left the stadium, he’d forgotten everything on his to-do list.


He walked back into the kitchen and pulled his phone from his pocket. “What do you want on your pizza?”


“Pizza again? You know, I used to think pizza was a real treat, but after seventeen days in a row, I’m kinda over it. Order what you want. I’m not hungry.” Ethan stormed out of the room.


Sam listened to the boy’s sneakers slam on every tread on his way upstairs, making his irritation with his father clear. The phone in his hand started mewing like an angry cat. Ethan had reset his ringtone again. When Sam glanced to see who was calling, his headache flared.
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