“Don’t be a wussy.” 
“Anything a boy can do, you can do.”

“Girl’s don’t smoke and don’t swear.”

“Remember who you are.”

I feel like I have heard these phrases uttered over and over again in my life. They are words my mom and dad used to raise me and show me the kind of person I could be. Since they empowered me with these challenging phrases, I have found that I can achieve almost anything I set my mind to.  After all, I grew up in North Dakota.

I was born in Minot, ND and lived there for the first 13 years of my life.  My dad ran the local sporting goods store and my mom was a stay at home mom running us to each and every activity that we were involved in.  I spent countless summers playing t-ball and softball, I learned to figure skate from the moment I could probably walk, and I learned that anything my three brothers could do, I could do as well, and sometimes even do it better.   

I realized at a young age I was not meant to play with girls. It seemed that whatever my brothers were doing, I wanted to be a part of. We lived in a cul-de-sac at 1804 12 ½ street (yes, that’s right a half street) where we had our own little community. Living in a cul-de-sac enabled us to govern, play, and carry out feats of glory in our little suburbia.  We played town with neighbors’ homes as the White House, post office, grocery, etc… In our backyard cops and robbers met their match. In our front yard, the neighborhood dads would gather after work to play a quick round of baseball with all the kids.  Luckily we never broke any windows. We hooked up red Radio Flyer wagons to bikes and went careening around corners at what felt like light speed. Whatever we dreamed, we played.  

There were countless memories and life lessons growing up. I learned it is not the best choice to take my bright blue banana seat bicycle into a patch of gravel trying to mimic my brother Matt’s sweet skid. Banana seat bikes don’t skid. I learned that pretending to water ski with rollerblades and a rope tied to the back of your younger brother’s bicycle is only a good idea when there aren’t huge boats parked in the cul-de-sac. You can lose a lot of blood that way.  

As I grew up, I lost some of that early innocence and creativity, but I turned my attention and focus into competition in sports. I have often told students that competition is the essence of life. Whether they think I am kidding or not, I do believe it. I live for sports. There were many times early in my life when I would be playing some sport from morning to night.  I developed a taste for winning that I have never lost.  I am not a good loser and am highly competitive.  But this streak of competition that runs in me, has made me a good part of who I am.  It has made me realize that I can achieve great things. I was told in high school, before my senior year, that I would only be a defensive specialist on the varsity team. I knew that I wanted to be able to have a chance to prove myself, and so I spent the summer at a number of hitting camps.  At the beginning of tryouts, my coach couldn’t believe the difference and I was able to start as the outside hitter- I wasn’t just back row anymore!  This same determining attitude and will power enabled me to believe in myself and play volleyball in college.  
“Don’t be a wussy” – I don’t think I ever have been one, but I keep on reminding myself of this. Whenever I think I can’t do something (like barefoot waterskiing at 30 years of age) my dad reminds me I can.
“Anything a boy can do, you can do”- I use this as a challenge to keep me motivated and up my brothers.  They even remind me of this and don’t let me settle for doing less than they think I can do.
“Girl’s don’t smoke and don’t swear”- simple rules to live by. Two rules my dad told me outside of my first school dance.  I am not sure why he picked this occasion to inform me of these “rules.”  I don’t smoke and I rarely utter a bad word. Crap and Sucks don’t count in my opinion.
“Remember who you are”- daughter, sister, Christian, teacher, mother, fiancée, friend, athlete, mentor, grad student, Cobber, fan of the Vikings.  My mom would say these words to me as I would leave to go out with my friends or out on a date. She wouldn’t just say these words to me though, she would look me in the eyes, and make sure that I heard every word.  With every action, I thought about who I thought I was and what my actions were communicating to those around me. 
Although I have heard these words repeated so many times over my life, I still feel their influence on my life today. The expectations I have of myself, my kids, and those in my life, all come from these phrases. They have been more than just random thoughts from my mom and dad; they have helped shape me into the person I am today.
