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CHAPTER 1 
 

How to Be Strong Without Doing a Single Pushup, 
and Other Little Life Cheats 

The word I’ve wanted to be associated with for as long as I 
can remember is strong. Are you nodding your head 
enthusiastically because you feel the same way? Good, that 
means you’re reading the right book. 

What attracts me to that word, you ask? Maybe it’s 
because I grew up with a kickass mother for a role model 
who continues to rock the word strong every day of her 
life. (Stay tuned for more on that later.) Or maybe it’s 
because I’m a girl who lives in a world where, regardless of 
how much progress we’ve made with sexual equality, 
women still feel the need to fight to prove themselves 
adequate to their male counterparts. 

But, let’s face it, I think the real reason I’ve always 
longed to be viewed as strong is because I’ve never been 
able to do a single pushup in my entire life. Not a single 
one. As if gym class isn’t painful enough for every student 
ever; throw in that little nuance and you’ve got yourself a 
recipe for ridicule and embarrassment. I’d walk into those 
dreaded gym periods like I was walking the green mile to 
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my death. The absolute worst was when that splintery rope 
would be hanging down from the ceiling, taunting me 
with the realization that it was rope climbing day. You 
know what I’m talking about, right? Those days couldn’t 
have been painful for just me. You stand in the lineup of 
students all waiting their turn while watching the poor 
sucker on the rope trying to scramble his way at least two 
inches off the floor. You contemplate ways to make 
yourself sick in order to get a free pass to the nurse’s office, 
but then it’s too late and it’s your turn. You pray that you 
don’t have a hole in your pants as you mount the rope. 
And then you get nervous. You get really nervous. Which 
means that you start spontaneously passing insane 
amounts of gas—while trying to climb the rope—with all 
your classmates down wind. I’m getting gassy just thinking 
about it. 

In my own defense, I’m an otherwise athletic person 
with above average workout habits. Alas, my arm muscles 
remain nonexistent. At one point, even my mom was 
worried that maybe I was missing a muscle or two because 
my arms just didn’t seem right. As far as I know, all my 
muscles are there, but I guess I’ve never confirmed that 
with doctors. 

Join Crossfit, you say? Yeah, I would if I wasn’t afraid 
to get turned away as a hopeless case. Also, I’m scared they 
might try to make me climb a rope. So, instead I’m 
spending my free time writing this book, which happens 
to take very little arm strength. Right up my alley. 

Let’s not dwell on my arms any longer; it’ll only make 
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me sad—and perplexed. Instead, let’s focus on that word 
again, strong. 

What does it mean to be strong? Is strength truly 
defined by the number of pushups a person can do? Is it 
defined by the number of zeros behind your net worth, or 
the number of people working underneath you in an 
office? That was a confusing sentence…obviously, I mean 
that if you have people literally working underneath your 
desk, you wield more power. 

I spent the first part of my life trying to condition 
myself to fit into a mold that I viewed as strong. I thought 
if I became an outspoken business-woman, I would garner 
insane amounts of respect, admiration, and all the Fruit 
Loops I could stomach. What, can’t a kid dream? 

Several years and many failed attempts later, I’ve found 
my own strength and changed my definition of the word 
entirely. I still look at power-house business-women with 
great amounts of awe and admiration, but I’ve learned that 
it’s just not me. I’ve learned that strong actually equals true. 
Write that down. 

Strength comes when you find yourself outside of any 
of the molds you’ve been trying to fit into, and then you 
find the courage to embrace whatever that looks like. In 
the words of Joseph Campbell, “We must be willing to let 
go of the life we have planned, so as to have the life that is 
waiting for us.” 

We are all capable of being strong. Sometimes we’re 
just conditioning for it in the wrong way. 
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CHAPTER 2 
 

Own Your Own Strong 

Have you ever seen a unicorn in the throes of an identity 
crises? Yeah, me neither. It’s because unicorns are oddballs 
and they know it. They know that since they were born 
such bizarre, unique creatures, changing to be something 
they’re not would just be a depressing waste of time. 

I’ll put my money where my mouth is if anybody can 
find a group of unicorns sitting around and plotting how 
they can convince the world that they’re actually horses 
and their horns are just removable headbands they bought 
for $3.99 at H&M. 

No, that’s not their style. They own what they are. 
They proudly show off their magical powers, scatter their 
rainbow poop all around, and dare people to not believe in 
them. 

Of course, we’re not unicorns, so let’s bring it down to 
reality. (Not saying you aren’t real, Unicorns. Please don’t 
hurt me with your laser-beam eyes.) 

The cool thing about the human race is that every 
single person is different. I know that sounds like a clichéd 
t-shirt phrase, but it’s true. Every man, woman, boy, and 
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girl has his or her own quirks and preferences, and 
therefore his or her own unique path that leads to his or 
her own unique strong. Of course, the catch 22 is that 
every single person is expected to fit in. Don’t get me 
wrong, individualism is applauded and even encouraged, 
but take the current Hipster fad: in attempting to make a 
statement and to stand out in a crowd, everybody ends up 
wearing skinny jeans, shopping at thrift stores, and once 
again fitting into a mold. No offense to Hipsters; I think 
you’re delightful and love what you’ve done for 
moustaches and flower-prints. 

The sad truth is that people who truly march to the 
beat of their own drum are usually looked down upon and 
questioned for their sanity. Think about it; people who 
choose to be homeless, people who talk to themselves 
while walking down the street, full-grown men wearing 
tutus in public… 

“Gee, thanks a lot for bringing that dark cloud into my 
day,” you say as you’re crying into your fancy double drip 
coffee. I know, I know, and I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be 
a downer, but those statements set me up for an easy layup 
towards my point. So, thanks for sacrificing a couple of 
happy seconds of your day to give me a good transition. 

Once again, every single person has his or her own perfect 
path through life. Therefore, we cannot all fit into a mold. I 
will now stop using italics for emphasis. 

Maybe that full-grown man wearing a tutu is so 
insanely happy because he’s living the exact right way for 
him. Or maybe he lost a bet. 
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I’m not here to point fingers and tell everyone to stop 
judging others and to find your own happy. Nagging has 
never been my strong suit. But, I can tell stories all day 
long. 

So, this is my story. While I can’t say I’ve entirely 
figured out my own perfect path, I can confidently say 
that I’m heading in the right direction and that I’m 
finding my strength more and more each day. 

Once upon a time, I longed to be that all-powerful 
feminist and career chick who everyone loved but also 
secretly feared. I’d bet most girls in America have, at some 
time or another, wanted to be that woman. And tons of 
girls are that woman, and my hat goes off to you all, 
because you are freakin’ rockstars. 

Not to provide a spoiler alert right out of the gate, but 
I am not that woman. I wish I was a feminist, I love the 
idea of it. I sometimes dream of spending my days fighting 
for amazing causes, burning all my bras to prove points, 
and manufacturing the world’s best picket signs to force 
the world to change for the good. The problem is, I 
couldn’t pick a fight with a butterfly without getting my 
butt kicked. I like wearing bras too much to do something 
silly like burn them all (those things are expensive), and I 
can’t even write a straight line on a piece of notebook 
paper let alone write poignant text on a picket sign. Most 
importantly, I’m just not wired to have a strong enough 
opinion about most issues to want to fight for them. I 
wish I did, but I just don’t. 

But what I’ve learned in exploring my unique path is 
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that even though a butterfly could beat me up, I am strong 
and powerful in my own way. And that’s the whole point. 
Regardless of which path you take, if it’s truly your path, 
you’ll find your super powers there. 

You don’t need to read the rest of this book now; I just 
gave away the whole premise. You’re welcome. The only 
people I require to read this book are my three daughters 
because I want them to see how fun life can be through 
self-discovery. They can’t say no because they have to do 
what their mother says. It’s a universal law, sorry girls. 
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CHAPTER 3 
 

Astrology isn’t Just for Crazies Anymore. 
Or Maybe it Still is 

Starting from the very beginning, I was born on March 9. 
This is important to know for two reasons: First, I take my 
birthday very seriously and would be flattered if you sent a 
small gift or something. I’m especially keen on chocolate 
truffles and little erasers that are shaped like animals. I 
promise to send a thank you note. Second, it shows that I 
am a Pisces. 

“Yeesh,” you’re rolling your eyes right now, “this girl 
goes from talking about unicorn poop to astrology. What 
a nut job.” And you’re exactly right, but hang with me 
anyway. It took me 25 years to accept my stars, aka realize 
that in the words of Lady Gaga, “baby, you were born this 
way.” 

As I’ve mentioned, growing up with a rockstar mother 
who encapsulated all thing traditionally strong, I scoffed at 
the definition of a Pisces: emotional, generous, easily-
swayed, indecisive…Sounded pretty weak to me. 

I didn’t want to be emotional or indecisive; I wanted to 
be straight-forward and unswaying just like my mom. 
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Plus, I’m pretty sure my mom could easily do at least 71 
consecutive pushups. Maybe 72. And that’s just the 
beginning; I’m sitting here trying to think of all the 
different hats she’s worn in my lifetime and I can’t come 
up with a number. From restaurant manager, to interior 
decorator, to catering company owner, to my own 
personal favorite—lead singer in a rock band. Truth. I’d 
like to see anyone try to argue that their mom is cooler. 
For obvious reasons, I grew up wanting to be my mom. 

In general, my childhood was the best. I may as well 
have grown up on the set of Full House minus the two 
extra dads and the baby sister who was played by a set of 
twins who grew up to be both adorable and a little bit elf-
like with their willowy bodies and giant eyes. 

Any little problem that arose in my household could 
usually be resolved in under a half an hour, and typically 
ended with a heartfelt hug and some cheesy elevator music 
cued in the background. My insightful parents left us with 
well-scripted morals and reasons why it’s actually a good 
thing when your sister spills red nail polish all over your 
brand new white comforter because it teaches you the 
valuable lesson of impermanence. It also teaches you that 
nail polish looks a lot like blood, which makes for a good 
party trick after ghost stories at sleepovers, but your 
parents don’t need to know about that part. 

Without further ado, here’s a brief introduction to this 
storybook family of mine: 

My brother, aka the funny one. To this day, if he’s with 
a group of people, he subconsciously searches for a higher 
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ground like a mantlepiece, a step, or a tabletop to create a 
stage of sorts to put on a bit of a stand-up routine. It’s 
impossible to not love the guy. He’s found himself 
appropriately in sales as well as DJ-ing on the side. 

My sister, aka the nice one. She loathes the word nice. 
Growing up, we’d have annual family reunions where all 
of the cousins were always required to put on a talent show 
for the aunts and uncles. As a kid, I thought for sure that 
someday I’d figure out the point of those talent shows, but 
I’m here to tell you, well into adulthood, that I still don’t 
understand why they were such a big deal. Meghan, my 
nice sister, would easily argue that they were simply meant 
to shame the children. 

A family talent show is a really awesome thing for kids 
who dance, sing, do magic, or can stand on their head for 
30 seconds while singing nonsensical songs. Poor Meghan 
wasn’t good at any of that. She was awesome at sports like 
soccer and basketball, but there was no way my grandma 
was letting Meghan anywhere near the house with a soccer 
ball to break all of her antiques. I just assume, as I bet 
most children do, that my grandparents’ house is full of 
antique things. It’s probably not. 

So, Meghan would be in a slump, and as we know 
from Dr. Seuss, unslumping yourself is not easily done. 
What could she possibly showcase that didn’t involve 
sports? For the week leading up to every family reunion 
she’d cry and cry over that looming talent show. And every 
single time, my mom would try to console Meghan by 
assuring her that her true talent was being nice. 
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I see the validity of this lesson now, but as a kid, 
announcing on a stage in front of your cousins that your 
talent is being nice doesn’t really make you the popular 
one in the group. 

Moving on. My dad is a gentle giant. He’s a big, 
lovable six-foot-six-inch teddy bear. What kid doesn’t 
want that in their life? Seriously, he’s the best. He also 
happens to be a Pisces, which is completely fitting. Feel 
free to send him a little birthday gift, too. He’d be 
honored because that’s the kind of guy he is. 

I love my family so much it makes me sick, but if you 
haven’t picked up on it, I had (and still have) the biggest 
crush on my mom. In my eyes, she was it when it came to 
what I wanted to emulate. I envied her persistence, her 
directness, and even her busy-ness. The irony is she taught 
us to be true to ourselves, but I didn’t want to own what I 
looked like. I didn’t want to be a wimpy Pisces. I wanted 
to be confident and direct like her. 

I’d breeze past the astrology section of the newspaper 
and laugh at the sad Pisces description every time, because 
in my little mind, that’s what strong women did. Strong 
women did not, however, skip the comics page. I know, 
real newspapers, right?? Call me old. 
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I’m the one getting the choke-hold by my brother 


