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For anyone still searching for their way — keep going.

The game isn’t over.

Between the Bases: Life, Leadership, and Lessons from a Small Kentucky Town



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Chapter 1: Opening Day
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The dirt on a baseball field has a smell. It’s not just dust—it’s clay and chalk and sun, and if you grew up on it like I did, it smells like home. I didn’t know words like identity or purpose back then; I just knew that when I bent to tie my cleats and felt that grit under my fingertips, life made sense. Everything else—school, jobs, the future—could wait. The game would not.

I remember one Opening Day in particular, not because something dramatic happened, but because it felt like a promise. The morning air had that cool bite that burns off by noon, and the chain-link fences rattled with the kind of nervous excitement only small towns can produce. Moms folded blankets across metal bleachers; dads leaned on dugout rails with coffee in Styrofoam cups; little brothers and sisters chased each other down the foul line. Somewhere, the concession stand cracked its first batch of peanuts, and the scent drifted across the infield like a signal: It’s time.

I wasn’t the biggest or the most naturally gifted kid, but baseball is funny like that—it rewards obsession. I wore my cap to bed sometimes. I practiced swings in the living room. I’d lace up in the morning and jog to the fields before breakfast just to listen to the quiet. If I could hit the same spot on the fence ten times with a line drive, the day was already a win. I didn’t say things like “I’m going to make it,” because saying it out loud felt like tempting fate. I just kept showing up.

Small towns hold Opening Day like a parade. There’s ceremony to it: the lines chalked straight as a moral, the bases as white as fresh laundry, announcers tripping over kids’ names, the first anthem sung a little off-key but with full heart. I loved all of it because it gave me a place to be and a job to do. When you’re young, being useful is the surest path to belonging.

Baseball taught me a language I still speak: pick him up, move the runner, wear it, one at a time. It taught me how to slow my heartbeat when the count went full and the winning run danced on third. It taught me that failure wasn’t fatal; it was simply feedback you could hold in your hand like a scuffed ball and throw back better the next pitch. And on that Opening Day, when my coach clapped my shoulder and said, “You’re ready,” I believed him. Not because I had proof, but because baseball had already been telling me that truth in a hundred small ways.

Everyone remembers their first real at-bat that mattered. Mine came with runners on first and second, no outs, and a pitcher who looked like he shaved in third grade. He worked quick. The first pitch zipped past before I had my front foot down. Strike one. The second broke late and caught the outside corner. Strike two. The world narrowed to a square of leather in a catcher’s mitt; everything else—parents, wind, the taste of dirt—blurred into a soft hum. I stepped out, drew a line in the box with my cleat, and told myself something simple I still use when life speeds up: Slower. See it.

The third pitch came in like a dare, letter-high and mean. I didn’t crush it. I didn’t need to. I shot it between first and second, a clean rope that felt like exhaling. The runner at second rounded third and beat the throw. The dugout exploded like we’d won a title. I didn’t point to the sky or pound my chest; I just found the bag and breathed. Little moments can feel enormous when you’ve invested your whole heart. That’s one of baseball’s quiet miracles.

If you’d asked me that day who I was, I wouldn’t have said, “I’m Logan.” I would’ve said, “I’m a ballplayer.” That’s the beautiful part of a calling—you don’t have to explain yourself. But that’s also the danger of it. When your whole identity is one uniform, what happens when the uniform goes back on the rack?

I didn’t think about endings on Opening Day. Why would I? Seasons stretch forever when you’re young. You count time in innings, not years. The grown-up world—bills, leases, job applications—felt as far away as the outfield fence. I was building a life one rep at a time without realizing I was building anything at all.

But brick by brick it was happening. Baseball laid the foundation for the life I live now—the director calling in a field crew at 6 a.m., the business owner solving three problems before sunrise, the guy who still gets a lump in his throat chalking a foul line straight. On that first page of the story, I learned the habits that would save me later when I felt lost: show up, focus on one pitch, move the runner, serve the team. I thought I was learning how to win games. I was really learning how to live.

Standing there on first base after that single, I did what every kid does: I looked to my coach. He ran through a maze of signs I barely understood, then pointed to his temple like all good coaches do: Think. That tiny motion is a whole philosophy. It says: Don’t just swing because you want to hit. Swing because the situation calls for it. Don’t just run because your legs work. Run because there’s a plan.

Years later, in a warehouse on a Tuesday night, I’d hear that same silent instruction. The fluorescent lights would buzz, the pallet jack would squeal, and I’d feel the weight of not knowing who I was anymore. The game was over, and I wasn’t ready for the quiet. But even there, the field was with me. Think. What does the situation call for? Not panic. Not pride. A plan.
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