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To the friends who listened

And to the new friends who were made

And to those who continue to sing the songs of their hearts—

Keep dreaming.

 

 



 



Prologue

Special Thanks to Keith Kaster

Late in June, Keith Kaster and I met at IHOP. In the  area, there are two “IHOPs”. One of them serves pancakes, the other is a place of prayer. We met at the one with pancakes (but we prayed before we ate). We spent the majority of the time catching up and visiting. Keith is the producer and owner of Ashland Studios in Independence, MO. I’ve worked with him on multiple projects, and greatly appreciate his sense of humor and his patience (“One more time, sweetheart.”) During the summer, Keith also works as a speaker at various youth camps. He’s spoken to my youth group on a few occasions sharing stories about doing back flips off of walls and healing hearts and wrestling and football and faith. I told him about this project and asked for his feedback. He said to give him some time. 

In August, Keith and I met at Chick-Fil-A. He brought his oldest son Josh along, who had never previously eaten at Chick-Fil-A. We converted him—winning souls one chicken sandwich at a time, or something like that. Halfway through the lunch Keith said, “So here’s what I’m thinking: What about an acoustic project, with just you and the guitar? I mean, that’s how you’ll be singing the songs in these concerts, right? Just you and your guitar. We won’t overproduce it, just give the songs a chance to be heard.” 

Immediately, I loved the idea. 

We spent a couple of hours in November and a couple of hours in December and a couple of hours in January recording the songs. They now sound amazing. 

Thank you, Keith, for rants about the Chiefs and boasting about the sound of my guitar. Thanks for your time and bringing these songs to life. I owe you more Red Diamond Iced Tea—Yellow Lid. And you have my standing permission to use my songs as background music whenever you desire. 



When Dreams Come True

July 11, 2010 

It is late Sunday night and I just got off the phone with my friend Susan. I usually don’t answer the phone on Sunday nights because I’m too tired to think straight or put words together in a meaningful way. Tonight, I didn’t answer the phone because a thunderstorm knocked out the closest cell tower and my phone was on “digital roam” and wouldn’t let me answer it. Susan, thankfully, texted me and said, “Call me as soon as possible!” I dialed from our seldom used landline and she answered.  

Susan is the owner of Doozen’s Coffee Shop. On a good week, I’ll head to Doozen’s and sit by the door, greeting people as they arrive, drinking water or coffee or nothing and writing stories in the hopes of one day making a living putting words into sentences. Every now and then, Susan will drop by and we’ll visit about the Royals and stories that I’ve written and whatever else seems pertinent or funny or completely irrelevant for discussion.  

A couple of months ago, I wrote a short book about what it means to be a dad, the majority of which was written at Doozen’s. Somehow, this book came up in one of our discussions and I forwarded a copy of it to Susan. She really liked it and encouraged me to continue writing. I told her that the price of my book was worth free mochas for a year. She smiled. In this book about being a dad, I talk a lot about the Kansas City Royals.  

***

I love the Royals. 

I have been a Royals fan my entire life. Baseball has shaped my worldview probably as much as the Scriptures. I grew up listening to the Royals on Radio as I would drift off to sleep. I read the sports page every morning during breakfast, obsessed with keeping track of my heroes, making sure that I didn’t miss anything important in my slumber. I collected the baseball cards of Dan Quisenberry and Frank White, George Brett and Bo Jackson and Kevin Seitzer.  

When I was in fourth grade, I attended Mickey Owens’ Baseball Camp in Springfield, Missouri. Even though I was in the “older” division of youth there, I was definitely one of the smallest players. I pitched and hit and stole bases. During infield practice one morning, the coach talked about the two most important positions in the infield—the shortstop and the second baseman. He then told us that we were lucky to be living in the days of two of the best players ever — Cal Ripken, Jr. and Frank White. “Watch these two players closely, and you’re sure to learn something.” In fourth grade I was a pitcher, but I started watching Frank White every chance I got.

In 1985 the Royals won the World Series. The following winter, Royals players toured Missouri giving autographs and taking pictures with fans. I met Frank White for the first time. He signed a baseball and some of my baseball cards. Dad took a picture of this happening—I used to know where the picture was. That was the day that Frank White became my hero.  

I started playing second base when I got to high school. I was one of the smallest kids on the team (still), and made the team more because of my heart than my talent. I worked hard at practice and listened to the coaches. When I wasn’t keeping score or helping coach first base or warming-up in the bullpen “just in case,” I was the back-up second baseman.  After watching and learning from Mr. White for the past few years, I felt comfortable at second. I could turn a double play and take the throw from the catcher when a runner was stealing. I knew how to position myself differently based on what the pitcher was throwing and whether the hitter was right-handed or left-handed. Unknowingly, Mr. White had prepared me to play.  

Frank White played 18 seasons and 2,324 games at second base in the major leagues, all of them for the Kansas City Royals. His career batting average is .255, and he was elected to the All-Star game five times. He was the MVP of the American League Championship Series against the New York Yankees in 1980 and hit clean-up for the Royals when they won the World Series against the St. Louis Cardinals. He won the prestigious gold glove award eight times, and when he retired in 1990, the Royals retired his number — 20.  

After graduating seminary, I moved back to Kansas City. The Royals were having a tough summer, almost losing the dreaded 100 games that year. Near the end of the season, a friend called me and asked if I could go to the game with him that night. He neglected to tell me that he had the best seats in the house. In the bottom of the first inning, Mr. White ran out as the first base coach. I had lost track of him after he retired and was thrilled to see him on the field. I stood up and started applauding and cheering for him. I’m pretty sure I sounded a little obnoxious, despite the sincerity of my intentions. The other fans around me probably thought I was crazy. However, in the sixth inning, Mr. White finally acknowledged my ridiculous applause, and turned and waved to me. I continued clapping for the rest of the game. 

It is a travesty that Frank White is not in the Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, NY.  But he doesn’t act any less gentlemanly or hold on to any bitterness. He is the consummate baseball professional. 

***

For my 35th birthday, I wrote a “bucket list” and posted it on my blog. I wrote it for myself. The first item on the list is “Play catch with Frank White.”  

I have played catch with two major league ballplayers. As a sophomore in high school, Scott Bailes, pitcher for the Cleveland Indians, California Angels, and Texas Rangers, gave me a few pitching lessons. I learned how to throw a solid change-up. I could effectively throw slow, slow with some wrinkle, and slower.  

I have also played catch with former Royals third baseman Joe Randa. Sort of. Blake, a friend of mine, made a T-shirt that said “Our Joe Wears Shoes.” A few years ago, the Royals were hosting an open practice at the stadium the day before Opening Day, and Blake and I and a few friends went to watch and cheer the boys in blue. Blake had an extra T-shirt made especially for Joe, and this was our best chance to get it to him. As he passed in front of the dugout, we called out to him and tossed him his shirt. He unwrapped it and looked at it for a moment, before smiling and shouting “Thanks” to us. A few minutes later, he was fielding ground balls, and picked one up and tossed it my way. I caught it.  

***

Somehow, Susan has connections to Frank White.  

“Ethan, Frank White is available to play catch with you Tuesday afternoon at 4 at The Yard in Lee’s Summit. Are you available?”  

I was speechless. 

***

July 13, 2010 

Miscommunication. 

I drove to The Yard with Jamie, my wife, and my two daughters, Kaylea and Sophie. Frank White is on staff at The Yard as a hitting and fielding instructor. He teaches students in the offseason some of the finer points of the game, from footwork to turning double plays. We arrived about ten minutes early — which is perfectly on time in my book. We walked in and were greeted by owner Gerald Barker, who turned on the lights and showed us the playing fields. Kaylea and I walked over to one of the fields and started tossing the ball to each other. Sophie watched us and danced beside us on the pitching mound. Jamie took pictures.

At 4:15, Gerald came out and talked to us. He said that there had been a miscommunication and that Mr. White had not received confirmation of today’s appointment. About that time, Susan and some of her family arrived to take pictures. We told them about the confusion, and laughed it off. Susan apologized, though it was no fault of her own. Thanks to Gerald’s help, we were able to reschedule for the same time the next day.  
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