
One Bad Pitch: with great power comes great vulnerability 

by Lola Morgan 

 

In the spirit of the new Olympic season, I’d like to say a few words about high school sports, and the time 

I remember serving as starting pitcher for the Varsity softball team. As pitcher, my strength was never 

literal strength—which translates to speed on the pitching mound. I was too weak physically to ever 

throw pitches much faster than approximately 47 MPH, which for the record isn’t great. But what allowed 

me to pitch for Varsity, starting in the eighth grade, was my ability to keep level-headed when our team 

needed it most. Everyone knew I did well under pressure. That was my real strength. 

 

To be fair, in eighth grade I was on JV—not the Varsity squad—though I got pulled up occasionally when 

their pitcher needed relief. I didn’t make Varsity, officially, until my freshman year of high school. In the 

realm of high school sports, making the team as a freshman was, like, a BFD. And that’s because it came 

with plenty of great perks. The best one, no doubt, was making friends with all the older girls. It put me 

ahead of my fellow freshmen peers in the way of bad-ass life experiences: things like, sneaking out in the 

middle of the night and vandalizing the homes of boys on the baseball team with rolls of toilet paper.  

 

As long as I’m writing about softball, I’d like to make several shout-outs. My favorite older friend for my 

first year on the team was a girl named Georgia—nickname: Downtown Georgia Brown or “DT.” When I 

was in eighth grade and still bench-warming for Varsity, she used to make this really quiet farting-sound-

effect (only loud enough for me to hear) every time the other team’s pitcher threw the ball. I laughed so 

hard once I peed. The next year, I was closest with three girls: Allison, Sophie, and Nora. They got me 

drunk for the first time-ever—so blitzed I blacked out and threw up the first few fragments of my 

wholesome soul in the morning. Later that day, they came to my bedroom at home to personally deliver a 

bottle of light-green Gatorade, which I couldn’t even stomach because it reminded me vaguely of the 

Tequila I’d had the night before. (But it was a beautiful gesture, thanks again ladies.) Also in our friend-

crew was a girl named Abi, who used to refer to me on the mound as “the she-beast.” I loved that 

nickname. She would shout it, loudly, in the middle of games. My last friend who I’d be a brat not to 

mention was a girl named Samantha (who I called: “Big S”). She brought me to my first nightclub in 

downtown Minneapolis. “Morgan’s a crazy slut!” was word on the softball benches (courtesy of 

Samantha) for several weeks after that night. I was proud of that title, though it wasn’t exactly true. By 

that time I’m not even sure I’d made out with a boy; just danced so hard against one that it made 

somewhat of a scene at the club. The reason I’m including this in my recollection of softball season is to 

counteract the stereotype that softball is a sport just for lesbians. Not that wanking off a guy at a nightclub 

by accident proves anything.  

 

On that note, some of the fast-pitch teams from the suburbs were not-to-be-messed-with and probably 

took steroids. There was this one time that a brawny softball girl from the Minnesota boonies went up to 

bat, and hit the ball right back at my face at somewhere near 100 MPH. (Not exaggerated!!) As the ball 

came blazing toward me at killer speeds, this funky internal change took place in my brain. I remember 

the split-second of panic vividly. It was like moving in slow-motion and thinking in fast-motion. It was 

like some gnarly vortex of thoughts in conflicting directions. Get the out!!—I heard on one side of my 

brain: on the other—Save your face!! And then, I used my softball mitt to swat the ball into the dirt. 

Maybe I could have gotten the out. But if the ball would have hit my face, the bones in my mouth would 

have been blasted to smithereens.   

 

Still, everyone in the stands went “oooh” and “aww” like they were disappointed that I missed the out. I 

didn’t mind—not that time, at least.  I had plenty of strike-outs on my record to prove that I wasn’t a 

lousy player, and I could give less of a rat’s ass about getting a single out against a team of Nordic 

weightlifters, far stronger than our bang-up squad from the Minneapolis hood. It was a lost cause anyway. 

But other games were different. There were many instances, not unlike this one, where the pressure fell 



on me to get a strikeout. One bad pitch could make or break everything. And if I didn’t get the out, I felt 

like I was responsible for losing the whole game.  

 

This was part of the deal of being pitcher. The constant risk of having to serve as scapegoat. It took a lot 

of strength. It was my earliest exposure to the high-stakes world of the performing arts—but that’s also 

what made it beautiful to me. Long before I started “acting” onscreen in movies, I got used to being 

watched by tons of people. At night-games under black skies and bright lamps, I felt like a lone star on 

the mound. The pressure pouring onto me from obsessive parents on the sidelines was as freaky as being 

out-of-control drunk. It felt like drowning. But the pride I felt when I gave a great performance, now. That 

felt incredible. The pride felt like floating in some mystical form of fluid bliss. It was totally worth it.  

 

It was worth the hours and hours of year-round training, a few nights per week, with our softball coach 

Brian—a guy in his late thirties who used to gel up the tips of his curly blonde hair and shave around the 

edges. All the older girls on the team warned me that he was “creepy” (which was probably true just 

based on the fact that he was a single man coaching high-school softball). But I never felt unsafe around 

him. To be honest I think I had a closer relationship with Brian, for a couple years in high school, than 

with my own father who lived in the same house but hardly talked to me. Coach Brian took a hell of a lot 

of time to train me, personally, into his little pitcher girl. Literally five hours per night, in high-season. 

This is why it was especially painful when he turned on me a couple years into my softball career. The 

reason this happened probably had less to do with waning talent or commitment than with my depression. 

It affected my playing, I think. By then most of my older friends had already graduated, and the younger 

girls looked up to me in a way that made me feel empowered—but also distant from everyone. Plus, that 

was around the time my mom got involved in the affairs of the team.  

 

In my junior year, my mom decided out of nowhere to be “treasurer” of the softball team. I think the 

reason she did this was because my older sister, Alexis, had moved off to college the year before. My 

mom used to be highly involved with Alexis’s high school theater life. With Alexis gone, she had more 

time on her hands to pay attention to me. My mom developed a tight bond with another mom on the 

team—the mom of my resident bully, a girl named Liz Robinson. Liz used to make comments about the 

fact that I have kind of a big-ass (well, “for a white girl” at least) and call me “awkward” all the time. It 

made me feel awkward on the pitching mound, and do poorly. In retrospect, Liz was probably just jealous 

because she was the other young-one who made Varsity as a freshman, and I sort of stole her thunder. But 

ultimately she came out ahead, because my mom teamed up with Liz’s mom and conducted a witch-hunt 

against Coach Brian. They called him a “creep.” Brian started to hate my mom; he took it out on me. I got 

benched for the rest of the season. At the end of the season, Brian resigned.  

 

The replacement coach was twice Brian’s age and, in my opinion, even creepier. He was a lousy couch 

too, and we lost almost every game my senior year. With no one left to impress and not enough pressure 

to perform well, my pitching plateaued. I told the new coach: “I refuse to pitch anymore.” It was too 

humiliating. Instead I sat on the bench, and made funny-sounds for younger girls at the moment the other 

team’s pitcher released the ball. The end of my softball career felt worse than a post-apocalyptic hangover 

that spanned many weeks. Of course, I preferred the feeling of being totally blitzed on pride—and maybe 

I should have quit back when I was at my high. But I think that last season might have been worth the 

following bit of advice to the future-me:  

 

This time, get the out.  

 

 

 

 

 


