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To Brian, my love and husband,

and James, my trainer, friend, and mentor




PROLOGUE


  
    Starting Now
  


In 2003, I got cut from the U.S. Under-21 (U-21) team and wanted to quit competitive soccer. I was a college All-American and had made some national teams. My dream was to make the full national team. But if I couldn’t make the U-21s, how was I going to make the full team? The coach who cut me told me straight out I wasn’t good enough to play at the national-team level. He said I didn’t work hard enough. The coach’s name was Chris Petrucelli. I hated him in that moment, hated how he squashed my dream.

Now?

Now when I run into Chris Petrucelli, I tell him he’s the guy who helped save my career.

For more than a decade with the U.S. Women’s National Team, I’ve taken the field feeling as if I have to prove people wrong, starting with Chris Petrucelli.

I am one of those athletes who thrive on slights, whether real or imagined. My trainer James Galanis calls it “the underdog mentality.” He does everything he can to cultivate it. He knows I am at my best when I am playing with an edge, with some Jersey-girl attitude.


  [image:  ]


After the first three games of the 2015 Women’s World Cup in Canada, neither James nor I have to look far to find doubters and doomsayers. I have come into it more fit and more ready than for any tournament I’ve ever played. It is my third World Cup. In the first one, in 2007, we were demolished by Brazil, 4–0, in the semifinals. In the second, in 2011, we lost to Japan on penalty kicks in the final. I was one of those who missed her PK.

Now, in 2015, it is time to change the narrative. I am a stronger, better, and mentally tougher player than I have ever been. Never mind that eleven days after the World Cup ends, I will turn thirty-three. I am so much better than I was at twenty-three. I am ready to crush it, and I believe that we, collectively, have the character and heart and skill to be the first U.S. women’s team to bring home the Cup since 1999.

And then the tournament starts, and after three games, we don’t look anything like the number-two-ranked team in the world. We limp out of Group D with two victories and a tie.

My confidence​—soaring at the start​—goes into the dumpster. I feel uninvolved, ineffective, and oddly lethargic.

The good news is that we are heading into the elimination round. The bad news for me is that my confidence is at an all-time low.

I roomed with Hope Solo, our goalkeeper, for the first two games in Winnipeg. When we checked in, there were action posters of ourselves on our beds, placed there by Dawn Scott, our fitness trainer, and other team staffers. The posters were personalized with three words.

Mine were:

 


  
    Committed. Relentless. Confident.
  


 

I am a bit of a strange mix in the self-belief department. I have an almost unshakable faith in my ability to come through when it matters most and to prevail no matter what the odds. But that faith exists side by side with a stubborn, lifelong demand for perfection, and I beat myself up when I fall short. The result is that it is dangerously easy for me to hold on to mistakes, keeping them alive in an endless loop of self-criticism.

The trouble for me isn’t only the expectations I have. It’s also because I tend to be super-responsible. I take things seriously. I don’t want to let anybody down. When I believe I haven’t played up to my standards, it’s as if I’m walking around with a ball and chain.

Jill Ellis, coach of the U.S. Women’s Team, meets with me before we take on Colombia in our first knockout game, in Edmonton.

“I know you are frustrated,” Jill says. “But don’t worry. We are going to get you going. We know what you are capable of. We know your history of coming through when the stakes are the greatest. Don’t take on any huge responsibility. Don’t force things. Just let it happen. You play your game, and you will be fine.”

In the depths of my despair, I do what I always do in times of doubt or crisis. I reach out to James Galanis. He’s on a Greek island with his family, on vacation.

“You didn’t turn into a bad soccer player overnight,” James says. “That is not possible. If you guys as a team were attacking and scoring goals, this wouldn’t be an issue and nobody would be talking about what a disappointment the U.S. has been.”

James underscores the same point Jill made: Don’t try to be perfect and change everything all at once. Don’t be too fancy. Don’t go for magic right out of the chute. Just go out and have fun and play. Build up slowly. Play simple balls. Connect on some passes. Get some confidence on the ball. Let yourself ease into the game, and before you know it you will be back to being Carli.

James has one more piece of wisdom.

“When this World Cup is over, nobody is going to be talking about what happened in the group stage,” he says. “They’re going to be talking about the player and players who are the strongest and fittest and are powering through when everybody else is hitting their wall. They’ll be talking about the players who refuse to let their team lose.

“They will be talking about you, Ms. Lloyd.”

I want to believe him. I do believe him.

I get off the phone and think about how I’ve gotten through every other disappointment and challenge in my career: By going back to work. By working when nobody is watching, and then working some more. You don’t back off. You don’t pay attention to negativity in your head. You refuse to give in. That is what’s going to set me free and get me fully engaged in this tournament.

There are, potentially, four single-elimination games left in our World Cup. I replace the loop of self-criticism in my head with something different:



  It is not how you start that matters; it’s how you finish.


I walk through the tunnel in Commonwealth Stadium before we take on Colombia in the round-of-sixteen, holding hands with a little kid in a bright yellow shirt and red shorts.

My World Cup starts now.


1


  
    Beginnings
  


FOURTEEN MILES EAST of the Liberty Bell, the small, blue-collar community of Delran, New Jersey, stretches along U.S. Route 130. It’s a busy run of road with an abundance of diners, car lots and chain restaurants. Its name comes from the first three letters of DEL-aware River and RAN-cocas Creek, both of which flow through the area on their way to Delaware Bay.

My family lives in a modest neighborhood in a colonial that sits on the corner of Black Baron Drive and Parry Road. There’s a side yard that is big enough to practice free kicks. There is a curb out front and two parks just down the street. I don’t need a whole lot more.

My parents, Steve and Pam Lloyd, work hard to provide for my brother, my sister, and me. Dad manages his machine shop and Mom is a paralegal secretary. We are a long way from wealthy, but we have everything we need.


Limited means or not, my parents do everything they can to support all of us, especially me and my soccer. I play basketball and softball too, but from the time I start kicking a soccer ball at age five, it is my favorite thing to do.

One of the greatest thrills of my whole childhood is when my parents buy me my first pair of Copa soccer shoes. I am nine years old, and when I put them on for the first time, I feel legit, like a real soccer player.

The shoes are black leather and they are my pride and joy. I clean them after every game and practice, meticulously applying leather conditioner. I want them to stay new-looking. I want them to last forever.

I have no idea that being a professional soccer player will ever be a career option​—I think it would be cool to be an FBI agent​—but even as a little girl, I take soccer seriously. Nobody ever has to tell me to practice, because it is all I want to do.

The first team I play on is the Delran Dynamite. I am tiny and fast and play up front. Along with my friends Kim and Michelle, we may not quite be dynamite, but we are pretty good. Michelle’s mom, Karen Thornton, is the coach, and my dad is the assistant coach. Mrs. Thornton does most of the talking and motivating. My dad is on the quiet side, which I appreciate.


Mrs. Thornton is an experienced coach who has been around sports her whole life. She teaches us and motivates us and wants us to have fun; she is positive without being smothering.

During one Dynamite game, we fall behind in the first half, and at halftime Mrs. Thornton pumps us up with her best “this moment is yours” speech. We are still behind with five minutes to play, trying our best in our gold-and-white uniforms, when Mrs. Thornton ramps up the urgency.

“Somebody’s got to get one!” Mrs. Thornton yells. Kim, our goalkeeper, makes a stop and rolls the ball out. I come back and get it. I dribble past one opponent, then another. I pass midfield and get into some open space, then elude another defender. Nearing the box, I beat the last defender who has a chance to stop me and bang a shot past the goalkeeper. On the sideline, Mrs. Thornton throws up her arms and shouts her delight. I am eleven years old at the time, and beyond ecstatic. I scored a goal, and all the time and effort I’d put into practice has paid off.

I don’t need a team or even a field to practice. How many times do I head out to Black Baron Drive with my soccer ball and tap the ball against the curb? A thousand? Ten thousand? I don’t know. I just know it’s a whole lot. I hit the ball again and again, trying to keep control even as it caroms back hard off the concrete. The cracks in the curb are my goalposts. I shoot righty. I shoot lefty. The asphalt isn’t good for the cover of my ball. The repetition is very good for my ball skills.

When I need competition, I make the short trek through the neighborhood to Vermes Field. It’s named for Peter Vermes, a former member of the U.S. Men’s National Team who is from Delran. Or I go to the Don Deutsch Soccer Complex, named for a man who did as much as anyone to promote and grow youth soccer in Delran.

There are always boys and men from the neighborhood playing at the fields. Many of them are Turkish. I hop in and play with them all the time. I love playing free soccer. I learn to solve problems on the field, figure things out, get comfortable with the ball on my foot against good competition.

I don’t know it at the time, but this is the best thing I ever could’ve done for my development as a soccer player. There is so much to be gained from playing this sort of soccer, unconstrained by constant whistles and coaches hollering to do this and that. A good coach is indispensable, but it’s also important to be free to create and experiment.

Eventually, competition and the drive to get better help me make the difficult decision to leave the Dynamite, a town team, for a nearby club team.

Soccer starts to take over my life, in a good way. My role model is my first cousin, Jaime Bula. She is a star soccer, basketball, and softball player who gets a college scholarship. Jaime is five years older than me. I don’t have an older sister, but I don’t need one with Jaime in the family. I want to be like her. I think, If I can ever be as good an athlete as Jaime, that would be a dream come true.

She isn’t just a great athlete. She is a great person. She is as tough as she can be as a competitor, and as nice as she can be when the game is over.

In college she suffers a devastating knee injury and grinds through nine months of rehab. She makes it back for the start of the soccer season. I am in awe of Jaime’s will and drive.

It teaches me a wonderful lesson: there is no substitute for hard work. Talent is great. Who doesn’t want to have talent? But it’s the people who work the hardest who are going to get places.

I go after things the same way Jaime does, especially in school. I am not the world’s greatest student. Other kids often seem to pick things up more quickly, but I do all my work, and do it the best way I know how. The effort produces good grades, even though I remain insecure about myself as a student all the way through. When I take tests, whether multiple-choice or true/false, I doubt my answers and agonize over whether I have gotten them right.


Perfection is my goal, and that can work for you and against you. It’s great to have high standards, because you don’t ever get anywhere in life trying to be average or just good. On the other side, you can torment yourself along the way if you have impossibly high expectations. You can make the journey hard and joyless if you never allow yourself a few moments of contentment because you are always pushing to do even better. This is the line I walk constantly, and it’s thinner than the shoelaces of my Adidas Copa cleats.

Even in soccer, as I move up in age and competition levels, there are doubts and insecurities. I make New Jersey’s Olympic Development Program (ODP) team, and then the ODP Region I team, made up of the top players from thirteen states.

When I first get to the Region I camp, I size up the other players, especially the midfielders. There is Joanna Lohman, from Silver Spring, Maryland, and Sue Flamini, another Jersey girl, from the town of Cranford. They are amazing center-mids. I watch them play and think, I will never be at their level.

The next step after Region I is making a U.S. national team. No way can I see that happening with players such as Joanna and Sue around.

I stress about not measuring up to them. I wish that weren’t the case, but it is. I worry that I simply won’t be good enough and won’t keep advancing.

When the U.S. women capture the World Cup in the Rose Bowl in 1999, beating China on penalty kicks, I am totally inspired. I attend one of their games before the final and bring the team poster I have. I get autographs from Kristine Lilly, Joy Fawcett, Julie Foudy, Carla Overbeck, and others. Seeing them reach the summit of the sport ratchets up my dream even more.

Can you imagine what it would be like to play in the Olympics and win a gold medal? Can you imagine what it would be like to win a World Cup? the dream goes.

It’s hard to wrap my head around what they’ve done, but I try. I wonder if I will ever get anywhere near such accomplishments.

You can do it if you keep getting better and work harder than everybody else, one voice inside me says.

You’ve got no shot. You’re not even as good as Joanna Lohman and Sue Flamini, another voice says. And what about all the other great center-mids in all the other regions around the country? Who are you kidding?

But the first voice insists, If you work hard and keep believing, you have a chance.


Why are you deluding yourself? the second voice answers.

Like fencers with their swords raised, the voices keep dueling. I worry about which voice will prevail. I know which one I want to listen to. I love soccer, and I want to keep playing at the highest level I can.

I don’t know what level that is, but I resolve that I will keep going for it. I am going to channel my inner Jaime and think about all she did to get back from her knee injury. I put a lot into soccer and play all the time, but I know I can do more and work harder. It occurs to me that maybe being insecure is a good thing, because it means that you will never get complacent.

Nobody understands this, or me, more than my boyfriend, Brian. Brian is two years younger, but just one grade behind me in school. He lives in the same neighborhood, just a few blocks away from Vermes Field. His best friend lives next door to my aunt Patti, so when I am over there visiting, I see him riding his dirt bike or hanging out.

We get to be good friends, united by our mutual love of sports. Brian plays on the Delran High boys’ soccer team, but his best sport is golf.

Brian and I start spending more time together, and I find out from a friend of mine that he likes me. I like him, too. It’s so easy to be with him. He is kind and thoughtful in a quiet, understated way. Our first night out together is a double date to see a movie. We see a horror movie. The movie scares me, but I’m happy to be with Brian.

If I am not studying or playing soccer, I am pretty much with Brian. I join his family on camping trips to Raystown Lake in Pennsylvania. In one part of the lake there are three different rock outcroppings where you can jump off into the water. The lower one is maybe a ten-foot drop. Next is probably a twenty-foot drop, and the top level must be forty or fifty feet up. It’s insanely high.

I do not scare easily, and neither does Brian. I have never met a roller coaster I wouldn’t go on. The hairier the ride, the more time upside down, the steeper the vertical drop, the better. Brian is the same way.

We jump off the top outcropping far over Raystown Lake, feet first. By the time I hit the water, I feel as if I am close to the speed of light.

I love it.

The time with Brian and his family is so much fun. I struggle in other parts of my life, with doubts about how I am going to measure up. I don’t have to reach any standard when I am with him, don’t have to be anything but myself.
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    Strikers Forever
  


WHEN I AM TWELVE YEARS OLD, I have what feels like a colossal setback. I have done all I can with the Delran Dynamite, and I decide to try out for the South Jersey Select team. They are the destination for all of the elite players in the area. If you are any kind of player, this is where you want to be.

I am a star player for the Dynamite, but even at this age, I know that doesn’t mean too much.

I go to the Select tryout, and from the time I get out of my dad’s car, the experience is daunting. I see platoons of kids milling around everywhere, more than I’ve ever seen at a tryout before. Almost all of them are much bigger than me. But I am used to being one of the smallest kids out there. It’s never mattered before, so I try to psych myself up.

You can play with any of them, I tell myself.

I want to believe that, but do I really know? Isn’t that why I am here​—​to see how I measure up? Tryouts are a strange phenomenon. You look around and make snap judgments about people’s size, strength, character, and playing ability, all of it pretty much based on nothing. You compare yourself constantly to all of those around you:


  Whoa, that girl looks tough.



  Geez, that girl looks mean.



  And that kid over there, wow, she looks really athletic. Can I take her 1 v. 1?


When you do something well at a tryout, you instantly look up to see if any of the evaluators noticed. If you do something poorly, you hope they missed it. It’s wickedly competitive, all of us wannabe Select players going for the same blue ribbon. All of us are desperately hoping that the evaluators​—these strangers with clipboards who suddenly are the most important people in your life​—are favorably impressed.

Part of you wishes you could help them along:


  Hey, did you see that first touch? That backheel pass? Can you tell how much it means to me to be on this team?


You want to holler all these things. You want to tell them how you don’t just love soccer​—you need it the same way you need oxygen. But you do not get a private audience. So you just play. You try to be at your absolute best and hope it’s enough.

You do everything you can to win the blue ribbon and make the team.


The tryout ends. The list is posted. Your name is not on it. The evaluators have had a good look at everyone and decided you are not Select quality.

I do not make it.

I am devastated.

It is the first time this has happened in my years of playing soccer. I never want to show the world my emotions, and this time is no exception, but in my room it’s a waterworks show beneath my Ronaldinho poster. I keep replaying the tryout in my head, wondering what I could have done differently. It’s a pointless exercise, of course. It just flings open the doors to self-torture.

My parents say all the right things.

“You can learn from this and use it to make you better,” my dad says. “You can turn this negative into a positive.”

“This happens to everybody at some point. It isn’t the end of the world, even though it might feel like it,” my mom says.

I am not able to take in much of the comfort, though.

I am not sure how long I beat myself up for not making Select, but it goes on for a while. Then I get a letter in the mail. It is from a man named Joe Dadura. He is starting an Under-13 team at a club in a nearby town. It’s called the Medford Strikers. He saw me at the Select tryout and thinks I am a good player. He is reaching out to other players who he believes have potential. His goal is to find enough of these players and build a team that can compete with anyone.

Soon I am wearing number 10 in the red, white, and black of the Medford Strikers. I travel three times a week to Lumberton, New Jersey, a township that was once a stop on the Underground Railroad; runaway slaves hid in the bottom of a well at a house on Creek Road.

In no time at all, I am completely sold on life as a Striker. I am part of a core of players that include Joe’s daughter, Kacy; Maureen Tohidi; Venice Williams; and Quinn Sellers. They are really good players and even better teammates. We do well right off, and it all starts with Mr. D, as we call him. He’s a kind, warm-hearted guy who pushes us hard and is super-competitive, but he still creates a nurturing and fun team atmosphere.

Mr. D is not a typical soccer coach in any way. He didn’t grow up playing or come up through the coaching ranks; he taught himself the game by reading books, going to clinics, and watching videos. Eager to coach his three daughters, he wanted to learn enough to be able to do it. Mr. D owns a tire business, but as far as I can tell, he coaches soccer every spare second he has.

The Medford Strikers are the best team I’ve ever been a part of. From the back line to the front line, there are strong players all over the field. Mr. D’s emphasis is on quick ball movement, clean touches, building a possession-centered attack and sound, stout defense in the back. I am in center midfield. Still a half-pint, I rely on technical skill and quick, darting runs as I probe for defensive weaknesses. I knock the ball wherever it needs to be knocked.

I want to be in the middle of everything, all the time, on the field and off. Maureen, one of my teammates, says I remind her of a gnat, flitting here and there. I jump on people’s backs when they don’t expect it. I sneak up from behind and try to trip them up. I steal their candy and squeeze my way onto a sofa when there is no room.

I am in constant motion, an undersized prankster on the prowl. But on the field, I am all business. I am out there to compete and to win.

We are in Florida one time for a big holiday tournament. It’s raining hard and the field is a mess. Our uniforms are all white. I get pushed from behind by an opponent​—no whistle​—and go face first into the mud. When I get to my feet, I am covered in the stuff.

I get up and brush as much of the mud off me as I can. But I keep playing as if nothing has happened. I get my revenge where it counts the most. Seeing my opponents have to take the ball out of their net is one of the best feelings on earth.


Mr. D encourages unselfishness and team-oriented play, and it’s what I love most about this team. Kacy is a really good player, a midfielder who plays alongside me. But Mr. D doesn’t build the team around his daughter or around any one player. We all feel important and valued on the Medford Strikers.

There isn’t any griping or sniping. Nobody acts as if she is the person who makes the whole thing go. The ball moves, and the glory is spread around. It’s a beautiful thing when that happens.

We have the best time at practices and tournaments. Fun follows us around.

But Mr. D is no pushover. At one out-of-state tournament, there’s a boys’ hockey event going on at the same time and we are sharing a hotel with a bunch of young hockey players. Mr. D has a strict curfew of 10 p.m. before early games, but this time a teammate of mine and I decide to venture out to see where the hockey players are hanging out. It’s more mischievous than anything, but when we are not back by the time Mr. D does his bed check, we are toast.

“You’re sitting out the first half tomorrow,” Mr. D tells me.

I know better than to try to talk him out of it, and I never blow curfew again.


Lots of times at the end of practice, I have fun without running afoul of any rules. I go to the center of the field and line up a couple of balls on the midfield line. I look toward the empty goal, about fifty yards away. I take a few steps back, sprint up to the first ball, plant my left foot beside it, and swing my right leg into it as if my leg were a sledgehammer, pounding the ball as far as I can. I do the same thing with the remaining balls, then go round them up and do it again. When I hit the ball just right, I can just about reach the goal. It’s a great feeling when I do. I wonder what it would be like to try to score from there in a game.

Just as Mr. D had planned, the Medford Strikers emerge as a major player in Jersey soccer. Our core five players​—Kacy, Maureen, Quinn, Venice, and me​—stay together for six years. We win two consecutive New Jersey State Cup titles and soar into the national rankings. But even as we do, I struggle at times with my own expectations. I want every touch to be immaculate, every pass to be on target, every shot to find the back of the net. Of course that doesn’t happen, but I am not very good at cutting myself any slack. Mistakes stay with me, gnaw on me. Maureen, our captain, has radar for it and helps snap me out of it. In one game I take a shot from distance, a good ten yards outside the 18, and miss badly. Two more shots follow, both way off target. Then both of my hands go to my head, and my head drops.

Those are the telltale signs. Maureen doesn’t want to see it, or hear it.

“Forget about it. Keep plugging away. You’ll get the next one,” she says.

It’s an on-field intervention, and I need it. Maureen has a great knack for helping me get through the thicket of self-criticism. She knows when I start to lose it almost before I do.

I am still learning to deal with adversity and not let my emotions careen out of control, particularly when I am thrust into a new situation.

I make the New Jersey Olympic Development Program team in 1996, at age fourteen, all five feet, one inch, and 105 pounds of me. The way ODP works, at the end of the year, all the players in the program from the thirteen states in Region I attend a regional camp at the University of Massachusetts. The camp lasts almost a week, and at the end of it, a Region I pool team consisting of the top eighteen players is selected. Every morning during the week, a list of the players who have made the pool team for that day is posted. Then a final list is posted on the day the camp closes.

I am a mess of nerves and anxiety the whole week. For one thing I am terribly homesick, but the bigger issue is the constant comparisons I am making. I look around and see this staggering group of talented soccer players and convince myself that I am out of my league. That this is not true is irrelevant; it’s the tape that’s playing in my head, and it isn’t doing me any favors. In fact, it holds me back bigtime. It’s hard to play freely when the gears of your brain never stop churning.

I do not make the final posted list. It’s a major blow, but it teaches me an invaluable lesson about confidence. If you don’t approach the game with the right mentality, you have no shot at delivering your best. I find out, as the saying goes, that “to compare is to despair.” Gradually​—very gradually​—I learn that I am the most free, having the most fun, and playing my best when I am focused completely on my own game, not worrying about what everybody else is doing. Learning this is no different from learning how to execute a side volley or a chest trap: you have to do the training, do the reps, because it is only through rigorous training that you are going to get where you want to go. I keep working on it. It is my solution to every challenge.
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    Smackdown
  


FOR A GUY WHOSE DAY JOB is tires, Mr. D sure gets a lot of traction out of his Medford Strikers. We become one of the top teams in the country, which gets us into high-profile tournaments, which in turn brings packs of college coaches to our tournament games, with scholarship offers in tow.

Maureen Tohidi is offered a full ride to Syracuse. Quinn Sellers accepts a scholarship from Villanova, and Venice Williams (University of South Carolina–Spartanburg) and Kacy Dadura (Niagara) do the same.

We’re not the Phillies or the Eagles, but the Medford Strikers become quite a sensation in South Jersey. There are photos and glowing write-ups about us in the Philadelphia Inquirer, the Burlington County Times, and South Jersey’s Courier-Post. Soccer fans know about us and our championship pedigree. My father is the unofficial chronicler of our acclaim, carefully cutting out all the clippings he can gather. He always brings them up to my room to make sure I know about them.

“Look what they wrote in the paper,” he says. Then he takes the clips down to his desk in the garage, where he spends hours​—and I mean dozens of hours over many years​—arranging and pasting and putting together the most meticulous and comprehensive scrapbooks you have ever seen. My dad never wants to miss anything, and I don’t think he ever has.

I have interest from dozens of colleges, an exciting if overwhelming thing to look forward to after my four years at Delran High School. I boil the competition down to two finalists: West Virginia and Rutgers. I really like the West Virginia coach, Nikki Izzo-Brown. She has built a strong program, and talking to her convinces me that she can help make me a better player and catapult me to a higher place on the national radar. That is the whole goal​—to get seen by the talent evaluators at U.S. Soccer and make my way onto a national team.

Ultimately, I say no to Coach Izzo-Brown​—one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do​—to stay in New Jersey and go to Rutgers and play for Coach Glenn Crooks.

Rutgers starts off great. I bond instantly with two of my all-time favorite teammates, Christine Wentzler and Tara Froehlich. We live together in a dormitory called Stonier Hall, an unsightly brick box with a splendid location in the heart of campus, and we remain roommates for three years in off-campus housing. Christine, Tara, and I are inseparable, except for when they visit Rutgers’s famous Grease Trucks. These are a string of lunch wagons on College Avenue that serve so-called Fat Sandwiches​—sub rolls stuffed with burgers, chicken fingers, French fries, mozzarella sticks, bacon, and more​—all thrown in together.

I eat one Fat Sandwich, get sick, and never have another.

The results on the soccer field are far more appetizing. We have a strong season in the Big East and get an at-large bid to the NCAA tournament, only the second in school history. We trounce Boston University in the first round and then upset number twenty-two Princeton in the second, advancing to a round-of-sixteen against perennial heavyweight North Carolina, which is 21–0 and gunning for its customary national championship.

We give Carolina its toughest game of the season, and on its home field, going up a goal in the first half before losing 2–1. We finish the season 14-8-1, and I am named All-American and Big East Rookie of the Year. I set a school record with fifteen goals and seven assists. But the bigger development for me comes when Glenn Crooks talks to Jerry Smith. Smith is the coach of Santa Clara, the reigning national champion, and the newly installed coach of the U-21 national team.

“You need to take a good look at Carli Lloyd,” Crooks tells Smith. He reminds Smith how good a freshman year I had.

So Jerry Smith calls and invites me to camp. In 2002 I am in Chula Vista, California, and I am terrified. The team is loaded with big-name, bigtime players such as Aly Wagner, Nandi Pryce, and Cat Whitehill, along with a goalkeeper from the Pacific Northwest named Hope Solo. Hope is totally intimidating. She is strong and tough and has this air about her that she just might be in your face if you disagree with her about something or look at her the wrong way.

I do my best to only look at
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