
[image: ]



PRAISE FOR BLESSED DISRUPTION

Suzie's story demonstrates the importance of having skin in the game so that God can do His best work.

 Bob Goff, NYT Bestselling Author of Love Does,
Coach & Chaser of Whimsy

Blessed Disruption is a raw, inspiring memoir that takes readers on a journey of transformation through trauma. Suzies story is a powerful reminder that embracing disruption, healing, and living authentically is a choice. With heart and vulnerability, she shows us that we can break free from our past and step into a life designed by intention, not default. This book will resonate with anyone looking to rewrite their own story.

 Gina Mollicone-Long, Creator of Greatness U,
Best-selling Author and Leading Breakthrough Coach

I met Suzie nearly 6 years ago in Hawaii while participating in an entrepreneurial leadership academy. It was a time when she was just beginning to open-up about her own trauma and personal challenges which existed throughout her life. I found her to be open, honest, vulnerable, and thoughtful. She was direct and straightforward about what she had experienced, and I find her book to be the same. This book will allow you to find tools and processes for your experiences and thoughts. For anyone who is going through the disruptions, challenges, and struggles of life this book is a must read.

 Warren Rustand, Award Winning Veteran CEO, Experienced
Board Member, former White House Appointments Secretary,
Mentor, Author of The Leader Within Us

We've all heard the old adage, 'When life gives you lemons, make lemonade.' In her memoir Blessed Disruption, Suzie Hall doesnt just make lemonadeshe shares her healing recipe with humanity. Through her powerful story, Suzie radiates raw courage and rare conviction as she shares her story of Transforming Trauma into Triumphand then generously shows the rest of us how to do the same. This isnt just a memoir; its an inspirational road map for anyone ready to turn a painful past into a powerful future.

 Anthony (Tony) J. DAngelo, Founder of Collegiate
Empowerment and The Intellectual Capitalist

Suzie takes a brave and generous hearted look at the path to healing in her book Blessed Disruption. By disclosing her most traumatic and heart wrenching experiences she lets us in to her own healing journey step by step. In my professional trauma work of more than 3 decades I have found that the greatest tragedy of the trauma experience is the time and life lost to unhealed wounds. Suzie creates short cuts for her readers by sharing a story of hope along with the many resources for healing trauma today!

 Julie Lopez, PhD, Trauma Expert, Viva Partnership, LLC ,
Author of Live Empowered: Rewire Your Brains Implicit
Memory to Thrive in Business, Love and Life

Life experience taught me that when we own our stories, we own our lives. After wrestling with the truth of her experiences for years, Suzie Hall paints a brave portrait of a woman who at long last stepped fully into her story and changed the scoreboard. She is a real inspiration as is this book. Game on!

 Nancy Sharp, Story Coach and Author of Both Sides Now:
A True Story of Love, Loss and Bold Living
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DEDICATION

For everyone who desires a magnificently illuminated life.





DISCLAIMERS

It should be acknowledged that I am not a medical health professional. This memoir contains personal stories from my life as I recall them. Those directly involved may hold different recollections and feelings about these same relationships and events. Ive done my best to tell my story with respect toward others while capturing my own truth. I believe that we all do the best that we can with whats available to us at the time. To respect others privacy, some names have been changed in this book.

This book contains depictions of sexual assault. Reader discretion is advised.

Support and resources are available at the end of this book if you need them. Please take care of yourself as you read.





Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate. Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure. It is our light, not our darkness, that most frightens us. We ask ourselves, who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented, fabulous? Actually, who are you not to be? You are a child of God. Your playing small does not serve the world. There is nothing enlightened about shrinking so that other people wont feel insecure around you. We are all meant to shine, as children do. We were born to make manifest the glory of God that is within us. Its not just in some of us; its in everyone. And as we let our own light shine, we unconsciously give other people permission to do the same. As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates others.1 

 Marianne Williamson

From A Return to Love by Marianne Williamson. Copyright  1992 by Marianne Williamson. Used by permission of Harper Collins Publishers.





A LETTER TO MY READERS

I used to think that my life needed to be wrapped up in a neat, little boworganized, predictable and confined. I strove for perfection. I paid a lot of attention to, and put a lot of stock into, who I thought others wanted me to be and how they wanted me to act. I noticed similarities in the descriptors that people used to describe me. Strong. Competitive. Intimidating. Beautiful. Independent. Intelligent. Complicated. Self-centered. Religious. Sweet. Sexy. Strong-willed. Impatient. Spirited. Why did I pay so much attention to these labels and emotionally agonize over them, which subsequently caused me to judge myself and play small in life? Its because I didnt truly know how disconnected I was from who I was created to be. I simply accepted these labels, followed the path of life set forth by others and, after years of debilitating personal turmoil, decided it was time to show up as the real Suzie, instead of continuing the pretense of the chameleon I had inadvertently become. For decades, I consciously and unconsciously wrestled with the demons in my life that Ive since learned were grounded in deep and unresolved trauma.

For much of my life, I believed the Sacred and Secular to be mutually exclusive ways of living, yet deep inside I yearned to thrive at this intersection, to embrace and flourish in its collective magnificence. I endeavored to live as a genuine Christian woman, to honor and please my parents and the church. I also desired to live in the beauty, dynamism, and possibilities of regular life here on earth. Every day, I felt like I straddled a virtual fence that was steadily erected during my early church-going years, one that divided the believers from the non-believers. This fence felt incongruent with my understanding of God. Doesnt God love everyone equally? Didnt Jesus hang out with sinners? Arent we all sinners? I wondered. The strict, black-and-white messaging in my early Christian life created confusion in my mind and heart. It felt easiest to prioritize looking good on the outside, so I simply played along in the roles I believed were expected of me, which resulted in what I now affectionately call The Show.

I trudged through much of my life in a victim mindset, brought on by multiple life traumas, including a sexual assault at age fourteen, marital betrayal, two divorces, two miscarriages, religious trauma, and near-bankruptcy. These unprocessed traumas caused me to freeze. Living frozen kept me emotionally, personally, and professionally distanced throughout my life. Oh, I kept the show going, but in a disconnected way, and depended on lifes treadmill to keep me moving. Many of usespecially womenunconsciously choose to stay small in response to both our traumas and the limiting-belief messaging that we internalize from external sources. We find safety in diminished living, but it can gradually become a prison. For me, playing small provided short-term safety, but eventually grew quite suffocating. As a result, my mental, emotional, spiritual, and physical health suffered in silence.

Change is inevitable, but when it hits home and life unexpectedly tips us over, disruption takes center stage. Trauma is an extreme form of disruption that causes pain, loss, fear and oftentimes shame. Unexpected trauma and disruption have caused countless suicides, divorces, and hopelessness throughout our world. Trauma is not a warm and fuzzy word. It is one we often avoid. Thinking about trauma can bring to mind a wide range of experiencessome horrific and unspeakable, and others you might be tempted to discount. Everyone experiences some form of trauma in their lives. If something impacted you and the effect is lasting, then its trauma. I know from personal experience that if hope is lost, we simply cant see a path forward and life hangs in the balance. Ive learned that how we process our traumas will decide our futures. If we simply allow them to run their course, we live at the mercy of torment, pain, and regret that never subside. If we instead choose to embrace disruption and seize the opportunity for personal transformation, blessed results will appear in our lives.

When my second marriage collapsed as the result of a heart-wrenching betrayal, I decided to break free and become the head coach of my own life instead of standing helplessly on the sidelines. By sharing my story, I hope you will learn that it is possible to break loose from the effects of trauma and to transform your life. Transformation is a choicea choice that is yours alone to make. Through an intentional journey spanning ten years, in my mid-fifties, I finally broke through deep-seated constraints and, through the grace of God, have healed myself and my life. Accustomed to wallowing in a state of exhaustion depressed, trying to survive, and overflowing with shame and guiltI wondered every day how I would make it through. My mind and body told me I couldnt. Little did I realize how unprocessed traumas had cannibalized my soul. At my lowest point, I decided to stare betrayal and doom straight in the eyes, and for the very first time I intentionally turned inward, instead of looking outward for familiar validation or getting swallowed up in the typical busyness of The Show. Waiting untapped in the deeper realm of my consciousness, I discovered a determination and a strength to live my life by design instead of by default, which forever changed the course of my life.

In a 2015 article, one of my favorite authors, Brene Brown, wrote: When we deny our stories, they define us. When we own our stories, we get to write a brave new ending.2 I believe that now is the time for us all to open up and talk about the hard things we face and deal with, to help each other heal the raw, real, and human experiences that comprise our lives. You wont find conjecture or pontification in the following pages. Instead, I hope you discover hope, strength, and purpose. I want to help bridge the sacred and secular worlds and inspire a ripple effect of authentic healing and personal transformation throughout humanity. You can write your own brave new ending. Unlocking your past traumas will free you from being held emotionally hostage and staying small in the game of life.

If youve ever felt like youre living a life less than what youre designed for, then this book is for you! My greatest hope is that you find yourself through my story and transform that which holds you back in life. As you read, please open your mind and heart. Welcome the gift of time and space, as uncomfortable as it may become, and prepare your field for victory. As a coachs daughter, I often share metaphors and references that pertain to college football. Its okay if you dont understand them all, and I hope you learn something new. To improve your game of life, I offer a companion Playbook that sets forth breakthrough insights, steps, tools, and resources for personal transformation. I encourage you to use it in conjunction with Sections Two and Three of this memoir. Keep the Playbook or journal close to write things down as they surfacememories, thoughts, and questions. Everyones stories are different, but many of us wrestle with similar themes and struggles. As you read about my journey of personal transformation, I hope youll pay close attention to what did and didnt work. Take what you need and leave the rest.

Just maybe, mine has been a lifelong journey of seeking Suzie, and I have finally discovered her. Purely in the peacefulness of my mind and spirit, I know that I am whole. By sharing my story, I hope that you will begin to thaw out those parts of you that are frozen insideparts that you might not think really matter, traumas that you may have forgotten or dont believe are relevant anymore, or ways of being that you dont think you can change. I pray that this book lights a flame within you, and helps accelerate your own process of healing, restoration, and transformation. I trust that through the experience of reading, digesting, and reflecting on this book that you too will discover yourselfyour true, authentically beautiful, and ever-evolving self.
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THE SHOW





CHAPTER 1

THE SHOW

We carry the imprints of our childhood onto the
playing field of our lives. Scripted and molded,
we become products of how we were raised,
strongly influenced into the roles and positions
we play throughout our lives.

I grew up the daughter of a major college football coach. Steeped in tradition, integrity, and legacy, college football was less about the money or individual players, and more about the team back then. Powerful, electric, genuine, and raw, our familys life revolved around our team, and I loved it! The college football culture is historically conservativefaith, football, and family all intertwined with deep roots. My dad was part of the Bear Bryant, larger-than-life era of coaching, where coaches were revered and often became legends. Our family archives include photographs of my parents and me with Tom Landry, former longtime Dallas Cowboys coach, standing on the blue turf when Dad was the head football coach at Boise State University. College football reigned supreme in our lives.

Ever since I can remember, our family has been in the spotlight, with Dad our charismatic leader. His charm and energy were magnetic, drawing players and people toward him. As he became more well-known, we developed a secret family signal. If someone approached us and he failed to immediately introduce us, that became our cue to introduce ourselves and ask the person for their name. We had each others back. College coaching families live a unique lifestyle, supporting the coaches at home in a private environment, then rooting them on in public, win or lose. Our years at the University of Washington during the 1970s and 1980s are indelibly inscribed as Husky footballs Camelot years.

Dads profession taught me a lot about life. It provided exposure to the intensity, grit, tenacity, competition, big stakes, wins and losses of college footballs elite, which helped shape me into the person I am today. Since grade school, Ive been a natural leader and a team captain in various sports and organizations. My upbringing gave me a competitive edge as a high performer, aligned with a model I now affectionately call The Showthe next level of performance that bordered on perfectionismalways looking good regardless of how I felt inside. My mom, brother, and I all enthusiastically supported Dad in his ambitious career. We willingly rode the highs and lows of both the private and public worlds of college football, savoring many sweet successes along the way. I loved helping Dad practice the coaching signals he would use from the sidelines during an upcoming game, and learned most of the referee signals, too. During high school, I could name the team mascot of almost every major university, along with its school colors. My favorite color, to this day, remains Husky purple.

I was born in Alexandria, Minnesota, in 1965a town famously declared The Birthplace of America by Big Ole, the towering 28-foot Viking statue that made its debut alongside the Kensington Rune Stone at the New York Worlds Fair that same year. Today, Big Ole still stands proudly on the south shore of Lake Agnes, a lasting symbol of Alexandrias rich and storied past. My first memories of a happy and carefree childhood float freely through my mind. A towheaded tomboy, I exuded energy. I rejoiced in life and grade school. Reading through my old report cards, my teachers consistently described me as bright, happy, and a positive influence. Moms dad worked as a medical doctor and county coroner in Alexandria. My grandma had worked for a short time as a nurse, then stayed home to raise five children, my mom the youngest. I adored my Grandpa Doc and Grandma Charlie and relished spending time at their home. I ice skated on Noonans Pond and listened to Grandpa Doc carefully describe his extensive rock and gem collection while I ran my fingers over the semi-precious stones he pulled from glass display cases. As a curious child, I paid close attention to everything. Grandpa Doc liked to chew on cigars while he played solitaire at a card table. One day at age six, after incessant pleading, he let me take a bite of his cigar. After one bitter chew, I promptly spat it out. Adults might not always know best, I thought.

Both of my grandmas were strong, feisty, and independent. I remember Dads mom, Grandma Hall, as an elegant, beautiful woman with softly hued red hair. Single as long as I knew her, she lived in Seattle and worked full-time in the traffic department at a local TV station. I usually sat next to her when our family gathered for brunch at a local restaurant, gaping as she removed crystal ashtrays and bowls from the table and tucked them into her large straw bag.

No one will ever notice, she whispered to me.

Intrigued with her rebellious streak, I later learned that Grandma Hall was twice divorced, both times to alcoholics. I wasnt sure what that meant, but it definitely sounded worrisome.

Our family fell into the vein of Leave it to Beaver, with Dad playing the role of strong and protective patriarch. Like other families, we prioritized looking good and achieving success in all areas of life. A beautiful and highly intelligent woman, Mom smiled and laughed often. Dad liked to joke that she graduated college magna cum laude and he graduated Thank you, Lawdy! Early in their marriage, Mom taught biology and math full time to make ends meet. Low performers and dawdlers didnt align well with our family values. One semester, she even flunked the principals son from her math class. Dad has always been strong, powerful, and larger than life. Handsome and visionary, simply being in his presence elevates and inspires me. Hes loyal, driven, disciplined, and dependable. Ive also experienced him as rigid, intimidating, and demanding of high standards with his children. I responded well to these high standards by excelling in school, achieving, and leading.

We moved to Boulder, Colorado when I was five. My brother was born two years after Mom delivered a stillborn infant girl. As a graduate assistant coach, Dad met Don James at the University of Colorado (CU Boulder). Two years later we moved to Kent, Ohio, as part of Coach Jamess new staff at Kent State University. Shortly after, four students were shot on campus in 1970 by the National Guard during an anti-war demonstration. In contrast to the social upheaval of the time, the football program enjoyed great success there, and within a few years attained its first post-season bowl game berth in many years. I spent my afternoons, evenings, and weekends playing out back in the large, shared yard behind the row of townhomes where we lived. We neighborhood kids formed a close bond, playing croquet and tag and catching fireflies in jars as the evening sun began to set.
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During my fourth-grade year, Dad announced we were moving to Seattle, Washington because James had been named the new head coach at the University of Washington. Dad left a few weeks later. The following month, Mom began driving my brother and me from Ohio to the state of Washington during the middle of winter. We spent a few days in Minnesota at Grandpa Doc and Grandma Charlies house, during which time I recovered from a serious case of tonsillitis. Once I was feeling better, my great-aunt Alice joined us for the rest of the journey. While driving, we encountered a blizzard in Montana, and Mom attempted to put snow chains on our cars tires, to no avail. In short order, she got Dad on the phone and threatened to sell the car and fly us the rest of the way to Seattle! Fortunately, a fellow traveler stopped to help put on the chains and we slowly rumbled to our new destination.

After settling into our Redmond home (the soon-to-be birthplace of Microsoft), I began school at Audubon Elementary. An outgoing and friendly girl, I overcame my new kid anxiety easily. I quickly found my footing with friends and in the classroom. Ms. Hovind provided a warm welcome and became my favorite teacher. Intelligent, jovial, and feisty, she inspired, pushed, and challenged me in my schooling and especially my writing, which fueled my natural inclination toward learning and self-expression.

I recall a lot of time and space for play and adventure, including friendly competitions with my brother in most everything. When he became a ball boy for the Huskies at age ten and got to be on the sidelines for every home game, I felt jealous. I wanted to be down on the field, in the middle of the action! Some days I thought it might be easier and more fun to be a boy. Our parents definitely had their hands full with two energetic kids. They continually sought ways to keep us learning, growing, and entertained. We hooted and howled at each of Moms evolving hairdos and dubbed the hands-down winner the space cap, modeled after Dorothy Hamills famous haircut in the 1970s. Rounding out our family were our beloved dogs Freddy and Happy. Mom became a wonderful dog mom during our Washington years, coaching Happy through birthing several litters of puppies. Once she even gave mouth-to-mouth resuscitation to a little black puppy who wasnt breathing after birth. He miraculously came back to life, so we named him Lazarus. Our family relied on each other for strength, resilience, and energy, and went all in on everything we did.

Ever the learner, one year Mom decided that our whole family should take a personality assessment called DISC. After reading the results, she announced that my dad, brother, and I had all scored as dominant, as compared to her compliant and steady categories. This revelation seemed to help her make sense of our family dynamics at home. I wondered if she may have wanted us to listen more and give her more of a voice, in addition to being a supporting player. A kind and humble person, Mom faithfully attended my many sports games and events, choir concerts, and piano recitals through the years. She encouraged my creativity, academics, curiosity, and music. Dad added motivation toward my athletic and leadership abilities, inspiring me to believe I could be or do anything that I set my mind to.

I grew up watching soap operas and TV shows like Dynasty, Charlies Angels, Dallas, and Family Ties. Every episode drenched us viewers in the dramatic emotions of its characters, leaving us perched on the edge of our seats until the following week. Laura Spencer, a leading lady on General Hospital, intrigued me with her wide range of talents and abilities. Smart, beautiful, wholesomeand just a little bit cunningshe lived a dynamic life that included roles as the Mayor of Port Charles, a model, and a businesswoman. In addition to her brilliant and slightly rebellious life, in the end, she got the guy, Luke. Their onscreen wedding in 1981 drew thirty million views, the pinnacle of their storybook romance. Enamored with these TV hit shows, I expected my life to follow suit. Until my mid-fifties, my emotions ran the show every single day. I ate based on my mood, then exercised furiously to shed pounds. I pined for boys who didnt want me and obsessed over any comment that hurt my feelings. I threw a fit if I didnt get my way with most everything. When I laid down at night, I had worked myself up into such an emotional vortex that my mind reverberated in overdrive. Yes, I was a real drama queen.

A HEAVENLY SWIVEL

In 1978, I turned thirteen, and Mom became a born-again Christian after attending a Billy Graham crusade in Seattle. This event marked a significant transition in our family life. I became convinced she wanted Dad to quit his job as a football coach and become a pastor. Mom joined Bible Study Fellowship (BSF) and blossomed in her faith, stepping confidently into a new role as the spiritual leader of our family. We had attended Sunday church service for as long as I can remember, but after her religious conversion and shortly thereafter Dads, we began attending a Baptist church. Personal faith became the cornerstone of our family culture. This new church felt more vibrant than our Lutheran church, and my parents faith soon set ablaze, influencing and changing lives almost as quickly as you could say first down! Church services, bible studies, small groups, conferences, and seminars began swelling our family calendar in addition to Husky football, sports, music, and extra-curricular activities. At church, I learned I would need to find a strong, Christian man to marry when I got older. This lens magnified the importance of me becoming a supportive wife and (hopefully) mother.

Avid readers, my parents gobbled up conservative Christian teachings through the written word. Mom often tuned into the Christian talk radio station, welcoming strong voices like Billy Graham, James Dobson, Chuck Swindoll, Bill Gothard, Larry Crabb, and Rush Limbaugh into our home. One night, I began to wonder if Mom knew her own voice. Why did she need all these others to keep her on the straight and narrow? Mom was whip smart, and I felt disappointed as I watched her give others permission to lay down her pathand thus our familys pathjust like that. Perhaps she felt safe within her newly created bubble of insulation from the trappings of society. As our family became more involved in the church, I began to experience an intensified lens of Christian standards, which zoomed in sharply on my attitudes, behaviors, and how much time I spent (or didnt spend) at church. I grappled to reconcile the churchs message of unconditional love and hope with its powerful focus on external behavior.

In response, I learned to comply the best I could on the outside, while internally berating myself for not being religious enough. Our congregation sang traditional hymns and dressed up beautifully for Sunday service. I loved sitting next to Mom in the church pew, her strong alto lilting in balanced harmony with my soprano voice. A few of my school friends occasionally attended our church, but not often. Our church taught that born-again Christianity guaranteed eternal life while other religions and beliefs did not. In the junior high group, we learned about backwards masking in music, where rock bands supposedly wove satanic lyrics into their songs. This especially seemed far-reaching to me, but I still paid attention because I longed for acceptance and approval from both my parents and the church. I also yearned to understand the secret intersection between the sacred and the secular. I began to hear more Nos than Yeses in my life. Why was my bright, technicolor world slowly fading into a confusing landscape of black and white muted by gray? And why must I avoid close relationships with non-believers or secular trappings? Despite the love I felt for my family and my church, my mind and heart jumbled in uncertainty. Desperate for an outlet toward questioning, discovery even failureI stepped onto a virtual treadmill where I would try and outpace my confusion through exertion.

My parents were raised in the Midwest, where long-held values of conservatism, deep religious faith, and people minding their own business rang true. Our family didnt do emotions well, so most of our conversations revolved around football, activities, and achievements unless dad called a family meeting to discuss something important. Mom chose to stop working outside the home and instead began to work inside the home. I remember her holding up the book The Strong-Willed Child by James Dobson often and shaking her head at me. I wonderedWho had kidnapped my fun-loving mom and replaced her with this strict rule-follower?

A whole new tension sprang up between the two of us, and I wondered why everything had to be deemed right or wrong? I was headstrong, opinionated and confident just like Dad, but she didnt seem to understand me. She definitely didnt know what to do with me. New books like Whats Happening to Me? and Where Do Babies Come From? magically appeared in our home. My friends and I giggled as we turned the pages to compare the various shapes of womens breasts while pondering our own flat chests. As Mom became more serious about and dedicated to her personal faith journey, I overheard her whispered comments to Dad that included rebellious and independent. Was I becoming an outsider in my own home?

DISCO INFERNO

Like many teenagers, my girlfriends and I became quickly enamored with boys. We spent summer days flirting with the lifeguards at Idylwood, our local public beach, slathering Hawaiian Tropic over our bodies and squirting lemon juice into our hair. I liked it when boys looked my way. By this time in the late 1970s, disco music had set the world on fire. Most evenings, Dad taught me how to Jitterbug. He and Mom grew up in the fifties, when dancing, jukeboxes and burger joints ruled the world. Dancing became the connection point for Dad and memuch easier than having conversations. I loved feeling like my parents were helping me break the churchs rules against dancing. We blasted ABBA tapes loudly from Dads station wagon speakers every chance we got.

In ninth grade, the cheer squads yell king, Tim, and I teamed up to compete in our schools disco dance contest, feverishly dancing to Donna Summers Last Dance. We won, which granted us immediate entry into the Lake Washington School District disco dance competition. By now, deeply entrenched in the disco groove, I drove to Bellevue Square and carefully selected a lavender spandex leotard and coordinating skirt that would shimmer under the disco ball. Tim and I practiced almost every night for weeks, fine tuning our moves with precision. As I sat perched on Tims right shoulder the night before the contest, in preparation for a twirl, I suddenly tumbled down. My shin crashed into the corner of an end table and swelled up painfully overnight. The next day, I could barely put any weight on my black and blue leg, but still felt determined to compete. I couldnt let all of our hard work go to waste. Miraculously, we made it through our routine and came away with the first-place trophy!

BACKSTAGE

I always felt different from the crowd, though, in a dimension that pirouettes between heaven and earth. Deeply curious by nature, I needed to understand the why of everything. During fifth and sixth grades, I rode a bus twice weekly from Audubon Elementary to another school to attend Quest, a gifted and talented program for creative writing. I felt awkward and self-conscious being pulled out of class, but once ensconced in my Quest chair, my imagination took flight. Any time I wrote, a conduit of creativity emerged. I lost track of time when I discovered and reveled in stories, adventures, and characters that sprang into life through books, music, and my teachers. I wanted my life to be one filled with vivid color.

At home, I struggled to maintain an acceptable weight when puberty set in, my self-esteem hinged to the scales ominous black number that flashed in warning. Mom battled with her weight, so I figured I would too. I became obsessed with how I looked. Like most teens, it didnt matter how healthy I felt. Compared to the famous Farrah Fawcett red swimsuit poster, I felt pudgy. Every morning, I ran my hand across my stomach to see how flat it felt, then walked to the full-length mirror on the back of my bedroom door and turned sideways (both waysmy left side always looked thinner). My negative lens sharpened in judgment. I learned to keep different sets of clothes in my closet for varying weight ranges. My mind told me I needed to be stressed, disconnected or preoccupied to lose weight otherwise I would eat. Mom and her friends had taken to fasting, which required zero food intake for twenty-four hours to achieve a lower number on the scale the following morning. I fasted weekly in the summer, drank SlimFast shakes and popped Dexatrim diet pills in pursuit of the ultimate bikini body. My vigorous yo-yo dieting made me lightheaded. School clothes shopping induced anxiety, only amplified when Mom looked at the pants label and cautioned, What if you gain five pounds? My body was active and healthy, yet I felt ugly and undesirable.

THE BIG SHOW

The James Gang rose to fame through weekly features in the Seattle Times newspaper. Each week, the artist conveyed the coaches caricatures in a scene that captured them preparing for the next opponent. He emphasized Dads square jawline, which to me exuded strength.

I thrived in our energetic household and as a coachs daughter. My friends at school bubbled in anticipation of each weeks game. When excluded from a gathering with friends or dumped by a boyfriend, however, my mood plummeted. One afternoon during sophomore year, my boyfriend, who attended a different high school so that he could pursue a division-one football scholarship, called to tell me he was attending their schools TOLO (girl ask boy) dance the following week with another girl. Stunned, I almost dropped the freshly baked sheet of chocolate chip cookies I had just pulled out of the oven and planned to give him that night. The rejection hit me hard. I immediately turned to the first response that came to mindfasting. After all, the new girl must be thinner and prettier. My mood swings felt tumultuous, tossed about in the waves by how others treated me with a growing negative undercurrent. I would later realize these first waves of depression found anchor in undiagnosed Seasonal Affective Disorder (SAD). The gray Seattle weather only added to my burden.

I immersed myself in the dynamics of Dads football culture the constant high energy, striving for excellence, the anticipation of each weeks game against a formidable opponent, and the longtime legacy of Husky football. The Show felt electrifying, magnetic, and all-encompassing. Each of the twelve seasons that Dad coached at UW, I was allowed to invite one special friend who would spend the day with our family. When the football schedule was announced each year, I studied it carefully, then decided which friend to invite so they could mark their calendars.

On Game Day, my selected friend and I made sure to wear appropriate Husky attire, complete with pins on our jackets and stickers on our faces, oftentimes ribbons in our hair. We arrived at the stadium hours before gametime; sometimes via sailgating when we arrived by boat on Lake Washington to one of the most glorious college football stadiums and settings in the United States, majestic Mount Rainier visible in the distance. After the game, we almost ran to Hec Edmundson Pavilion for the Fifth Quarter event, our favorite part of the day! The Husky band and cheerleaders performed, win or lose. The coaches slowly trickled in, applauded by thousands of loyal boosters. As Coach James gave his remarks, my friends and I casually walked through the crowd and tried to spot the games MVP, squealing with delight when we did. Game Days transported me to a magical kingdom replete with fierce athletic competition, frenzied excitement, and hours of adrenaline-pumping entertainment.

Coaches kids in this era of major college football quickly learned a rhythm of highs and lows, riding a rollercoaster of emotions during every Saturday game, then living with the aftermath back home. I felt fortunate that Dad didnt bring the losses home. Back then, teams had to win their conference to obtain a coveted post-season bowl berththe pinnacle of achievement in college football. The Huskies competed in nine bowl games during our storybook period, including three Rose Bowls and one Orange Bowl. We coaches kids formed a tight-knit group during these bowl trips, which usually lasted one to two weeks and encompassed both the Christmas and New Years holidays. We frequented Disneyland together, spending hours enjoying the rides and rollercoasters. We soaked up the sunshine as well as our twenty-five-dollar daily per diem. We girls giggled over players we thought were cute and once decorated our favorite players bathroom mirror with shaving cream. Every year, after enjoying a special Christmas Eve celebration in the Jamess hotel suite, my family attended a candlelight service afterward at a church close by. My parents always invited players, other coaches and their families to join us. Safely ensconced in this family-first setting, I bowed my heart in thanks for the many blessings in my life. I also eagerly anticipated the pulsating energy waiting back at the hotel, generated by the cheerleaders, band, boosters and fans. I absolutely adored my life!
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CHAPTER 2

A GAME-CHANGING MOMENT

Some events catch us off-guard and freeze us in
a moment in time. Trauma can strike in the blink
of an eye, oftentimes when we least expect it.

In December 1979, the Huskies competed in the Sun Bowl in El Paso, Texas. It wasnt the Grandaddy of em allThe Rose Bowl but it was still a bowl game, nevertheless. In the weeks leading up to our departure from Seattle, the fans anticipation built steadily toward a hopeful and big win. In addition to the electric atmosphere of another bowl trip, I looked forward to hanging out with the other coaches kids.

This bowl trip began like any other, with waves of enthusiasm pumping through our veins. The famous Husky band would march into our hotel lobby as the team boarded buses to practice, the trombone and tuba players dancing around as they played our fight song, Bow Down to Washington. Cheerleaders sprang up everywhere throughout our weeklong stay, performing routines in their cute outfits and energizing the thousands of fans who had traveled to Texas. We all gathered and prepared for a victory coaches, players, trainers, administrators, band members, cheerleaders, staff, and coaches families. Special perks and entertainment abounded during these bowl trips. I especially loved the dinners and outings with the team, including the annual talent show where both players and coaches performed. I spent a lot of time in the hotel pool and hot tub with the other coaches kids. We felt important and grown-up when players sometimes joined us. Each season, I memorized the starting players jersey numbers and positions and cheered at the top of my lungs for them on Saturdays. To me, the players and coaches seemed like even bigger stars than those I watched on TV.

Late one nightthe night before the big bowl gameI turned my head away from the TV toward a knock on the hotel room door. My brother and I always shared a room with two beds on these trips, our parents in an adjoining room. Surprised by the knock, I figured it was one of the other coaches kids. I walked by my nine-year-old brother asleep in his bed and then peered through the peephole. Why was JT, a player who I had just met in the hot tub earlier that day, standing outside our door? After a brief pause, I decided to let him in. After all, he was part of our football family. From the moment he set foot in the room, however, the floor began to tremble. I tried to make small talk, but his eyes flared in uncomfortable intensity toward me. He took a big stride forward while I backed away. Tasting utter terror in my throat, my mind screamedEscape!but my body didnt respond.

Within seconds, he forced me backward onto my bed, his muscular arms and hands pinning me down with ease. Shell-shocked, I struggled to get free. But a small teenage girl stood no chance against a two-hundred-pound college football player in peak physical condition for the biggest game of his life. I froze. The look in his eyes as he sexually assaulted me sent me violently spinning into a stratosphere of blackness. My body and mind went limp, and I hoped the darkness would take over. My entire family lay innocently sleeping within a forty-foot radius while I endured a life-altering traumatization. When he was done, I rolled over and began to shake uncontrollably. I hoped and prayed he would leave, and he did. I curled up into a ball on the bed, crying hot and silent tears into my pillow. I didnt sleep at all that night. As the rape blared on repeat in my mind, I tried to distance myself from reality. I put on my game face and pushed my secret way down deep, where no one would think to look.

The next day I gumshoed through a heavy purple haze. Still frozen in shock, I didnt even think of asking my brother if he saw or heard what happened. Had I possibly dreamed the whole event? No, my body knew. It was Game Day, and thats what mattered most.

During the week leading up to each game, the team followed a strict itinerary, especially on Game Day. We were in town to win. Who was I to break rank by bringing up such a shameful violation with anyone? I couldnt fathom trying to tell my larger-than-life dad, who I adored, that one of the teams players had violated his little girl. I put on my purple and gold and tried to get lost in the crowd. Tens of thousands of people stood around me cheering in the stands, yet I felt completely alone. As the day went on, I questionedHad I been too friendly, smiling brightly in the hot tub while sporting a brand-new bikini? Impropriety never crossed my mind. How could a player even consider taking advantage of a coachs daughter, especially with so many of the squadand her familyso close by?

In addition, molestation shouldnt happen to a Christian girl. Why, we werent even supposed to think about sex, let alone be exposed to it. After all, the church had protocols for sex. I began to wonder where God had been during all of it. How could He let the devil allow me to become dirty and spoiled? It was easier to not think about what had happened than risk throwing a cog into the well-oiled machine of a college football teams prime-time TV bowl-game appearance. I stood up and joined the crowd while my insides threatened to drain from my body. The Huskies went on to beat the University of Texas Longhorns that day, 14  7.

DONT LET THE SUN GO DOWN ON ME

When I returned home, I quickly stuffed all my horrified emotions, memories, and feelings about the sexual assault into my lifes suitcase and began furiously placing stickers on the outside, hoping to make it look pretty. I poured myself into school, sports, music, committees, activities, achievements, and youth group. I thrived on the adrenaline of feeling busy, of achieving and receiving recognition. I climbed every figurative mountain I could. Anything to feel whole again. For if I became too still, my mind might drift back to that horrible night in Texas when my innocence was stolen from me. I certainly didnt want to deal withlet alone think aboutthat ugliness.

I hoped the brighter I shone on the outside, the more my inner darkness would drown in a growing moat of insulation. I took zero-hour choir, obtained straight As, played a sport after school almost every season, served in student government, and worked a job to earn spending money. I also usually had a boyfriend. Boys were a great distraction from my inner turmoil, so long as they didnt cross my line. Many nights while watching TV on the couch with a boyfriend, Id fall asleep from pure exhaustion. I got better and better at putting a smile on my face when I was around other people so they wouldnt sense my despair. Living frozen became my go-to survival technique for years to come. After all, The Show must always go on.

When elected sophomore class president, I dove all in to student leadership, creating new events and committees in hopes of encouraging more class participation and pride. The following year, I served as ASB Treasurer and set my sights on ASB President as a senior. I didnt even make it past the primary electionturns out that the guy who won had lied about his credentials from his previous school and was eventually impeached. My Show was becoming decidedly unpredictable, and life often seemed unfair.

By this time, I was nine years into my tenure of private piano lessons. Each week, I tiptoed through the sliding back door of my teacher Ms. Peaveys home, convinced every time I was entering the lair of a real-life witch. Sitting at the piano, Id glance sideways at her raven black hair and beaked nose, certain she kept a broomstick in her closet. She rapped my knuckles with a ruler to keep me focused and on tempo, and over time, we grew more comfortable with each other. I learned and performed classical pieces by Chopin, Mozart, Debussy, and Beethoven. But Scott Joplin and ragtime became my favorite, my small hands stretching mightily to play hefty octave chords as joy flooded my heart. During my junior year of high school, I began to think about applying to college. Piano tumbled down to my bass clef. I informed Ms. Peavey that the spring recital would be my last, and Im convinced she almost shed a tear. As I played for forty-five minutes from memory on stage that eveningmy tenth and final performanceMs. Peavey never showed. Afterward, her daughter simply shrugged her shoulders and said she had fallen ill. Disappointed and dejected by her brush off, I closed that chapter, put a smile on my face, and turned to face my next challenge.

In high school, I floated between various friend groups, careful not to become too entrenched in one more than the other, keeping my guard up and my armor on. Most days, I proudly wore my lettermans jacket, the ribbons and bars carefully sewn on for all to see. When I didnt make the final cut for Homecoming Court, the wind in my sails collapsed. Though happy for close friends who were chosen as royalty, I deemed my looks and popularity status unworthy. I think I gained five pounds in a week. I decided that boys made for easier friends and grew close to a choir friend named Jay. We shared a locker senior year, sang together in two choirs, and led our high school graduation processional. Thrilled when named female Most Likely to Succeed by my peers and Girl of the Year by the faculty, I soaked up The Shows adulations like a thirsty sponge devoid of sustenance.

I had made it through high school with flying colors in careful juxtaposition against the brutal reality of my growing internal chaos. Dragging myself out of bed for school most mornings after the rape, I always ran late to my first class, stopping at a convenience store on my way for a candy bar and Diet Coke to jumpstart my energy, which helped for a few hours. Once at school, I went all in and kept up this frantic pace until 11:00 PM, when I collapsed into bed after a full day of school, sports, music, friends, boyfriend, and work. Behind the curtain, The Show ran on fumes of unchained melancholy.

THE CHRISTIAN WOMAN

As a female in the church, I tried to accept the expectations that came with living as a virtuous Christian woman. Christian leaders preached that we women needed three main things in our lifea church, a bible, and a man! I had attended Sambica Christian Summer Camp with childhood girlfriends several times, and the summer I was twelve, I prayed to receive Jesus Christ into my heart, knowing Mom especially would be overjoyed. We sang songs around the campfire, waterskied on the lake, and shared our secrets by flashlight late at night. I became more active in church youth group, and the summer after my sophomore year of high school, I convinced my boyfriend Danny to join me for a week at Young Lifes Malibu Camp in Canada. I hoped to figure out the sacred and secular thing in my life. I also dreamed of a few stolen kisses along the way. Every day, I wonderedWho am I? As a born-again Christian, the evangelical black-and-white standards didnt leave much room for exploration, independence, or critical thinking. The church taught that a Christian woman shouldnt call attention to herself and definitely shouldnt want to lead in big ways. I struggled with this part. Why should bold and ambitious women make themselves smaller than God created us to be based solely on our gender?

A cognitive dissonance between the sacred and secular budded. Was it sinful for me to serve as class president or captain a sports team? The Bible talks about shining our light, and I felt best when I shone as brightly as possible. As pockets of religious indoctrination invaded my life, I began to doubt most everything about myself. It seemed most obedient to dim my light and fall in line with others expectations. My ensuing performance in the role of Christian Woman felt rigid, robotic, and programmed to an extreme, with little room to roam or color outside the lines. I focused on checking off items from this listespecially outward appearance and church involvementbut shame and guilt bled all over the page. Why did I feel disconnected from the fire within that so many professed after they found Jesus? It had to be my problem. Something was wrong with me. And so, my faith stayed small and stagnant for many years, twisted up in a knot of invalidation and self-loathing. The church encouraged women to exhibit sweet, calm, and serene demeanors, which is hard to do when youre roiling inside and dont understand why. I struggled to play the role without question or examinationto obey and serveto not think too big or aspire too much, and definitely not to watch any soap operas. The Show must always go on, and ambivalently I complied.

My inner fragility spurred discontent and anger toward others, especially my beloved family. I felt like Mom didnt understand me and questioned my every move. During one of our regular arguments, she would inevitably begin crying. If Dad was home, he told me it was my fault. I would turn in fury, stomp to my room, and slam the door in response. One night during my sophomore year as I babysat my brother, my anger about a recent disagreement with my parents bubbled over and I ran away to my boyfriends house after my brother fell asleep on the couch. Anything to escape the tension. It took all of a few hours for my parents to find me, and I was grounded for a week.

Accustomed to feeling like I exasperated Mom, somewhere along the way, I gave up trying to connect with her. Why didnt she understand me the way Dad seemed to? Why did her personal insecurities seem to influence our relationship so much? Was I making a mountain out of a molehill? A wedge of resentment sprouted inside me, and she became a target for my emotional release. One weekend, I came home from college to find a copy of the monthly phone bill (no cell phones in those days), with all of my long-distance calls highlighted, taxes added, and a grand total circled at the bottom. Did I cost too much? I knew my parents had dug deep financially to send me to college. Perhaps they sacrificed more for my education than they planned to and needed every last dollar they could get their hands
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