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Preface 
 

For nine months, I carefully planned and prepared for two prestigious 

ballroom competitions: the United States Dance Championships (USDC) and 

Ohio Star Ball.  At USDC, on September 9, 2015, I would compete for a 

national title.  At Ohio Star Ball, in November 2015, I would compete for a 

“Best of the Best” title.  You have to be invited to compete in the “Best of 

the Best” by winning a qualifying event at another competition.  I earned my 

invitation at the California Open back in February 2015.   

 

I poured my heart, soul, and wallet into these two dreams, and I worked my 

butt off to be ready for them! 

 

 
 

For the first time in a long time, I could see a clear path to my future. 
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Then an unfortunate, unexpected event changed everything.  The dreams 

were snuffed out.  The future shifted back into obscurity. 

 

I originally wrote the following as a series on my blog, The Girl with the Tree 

Tattoo.  I offer it now as an eBook to anyone who has gone through and is 

going through a loss.  I left my words in their original form, so this book isn’t 

just a recall of a hard time experienced in the past.  It is a record of what I 

went through as I was going through it. 

 

Life gives us plenty of struggles, but there is no reason to struggle alone. 
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Countdown to USDC – Cancelled 

September 2, 2015 

 

Found out this morning that Teacher broke his wrist. 

 

We won't be going to USDC. 

 

Ohio Star Ball is questionable. 

 

I liked it better when I was panicking over my silver routines. 

 

Get well soon, Teacher. 
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Part 1: Mourning the Untimely Death of My Future Self 

September 4, 2015 

 

We've all experienced great loss in one form or another.  The cancellation of 

my trip to USDC is a great loss for me.  As a way to cope and heal and, as 

always, to expose my darkness to the light in the hope of someone relating, 

I've decided to document the aftermath in a blog series.  This is Part 1.  I 

have no idea how many parts there will be ultimately.  As many as are 

needed, I suppose. 

 

Wednesday, September 2nd  

 

I never saw it coming.  I was at work and my phone rang.  It was Teacher. 

He never calls.  Always texts.  But I didn't suspect anything.  The one who 

lives by the motto "prepare for the worst, hope for the best," I answered the 

phone unprepared.  I honestly expected an assistant task.  Teacher was 

supposed to be going to a big competition that was held locally.  So I 

honestly thought he was calling to ask me to help him out with something 

related to the comp.  Drop something off.  Pick something up.  I could not 

have been more wrong. 

 

"Hey girl...got some bad news..."  The world as I knew it screeched to a halt 

with those words.  Everything stopped.  I remember Teacher saying he was 

sorry and he would call me back after he called other students he was 

supposed to dance with that day and the next.  I said "oh my gosh, you 

have to make this phone call 8 times!" 

 

My brain couldn't compute the information it had just received.  He broke his 

wrist?  Try to get my money back?  What?  An echo in my head said it's all 
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over.  But that didn't make any sense.  How could it be over?  We hadn't 

even gotten there yet. 

 

 
 

I went numb; my brain didn't know what emotion to send me.  It sent me 

logistical problems.  Hotel rooms, flights, entry fees.  Reservations needed to 

be cancelled.  Refunds needed to be requested.  My parents needed to be 

notified!  One was planning to fly from California and the other was flying all 

the way from Israel, returning from one trip and going right into another to 

see me dance in Florida. 

 

I took my lunch hour early and started sending texts and making phone 

calls.  Teacher called me back again and told me to email the comp 

organizer.  He should issue me a refund since it was Teacher who was 

injured.  Teacher said he was sorry again.  I just said “yeah.”  I didn't know 

what else to say, none of it made any sense.  My boss called and told me to 

finish the work I was in the middle of and then take the rest of the day off.  
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She is a ballroom dancer too, so she understood.  At first I said no, I can 

stay.  But my brain was starting to process what had happened.  I started to 

feel a deep loss. 

 

I went home early. 

 

I didn't know what to do.  So I took the dogs out.  Then I sat on the couch.  

Then later I went to bed.  My brain was still in shock, even after I had called 

the hotel and two different airlines to cancel reservations.  It just didn't 

make any sense. 

 

Thursday, September 3rd  

 

I stayed in bed except when the dogs whined to go out.  My sweet boys, 

they knew something was wrong with their mama.  They stayed close. 

 

It may sound strange, but I felt like someone close to me had died.  I felt all 

of the classic symptoms - a feeling of deep loss/emptiness, uncertainty of 

what to do next, irritation at seeing other people seemingly go on about 

their lives as if nothing had happened.  How can you laugh at a joke at a 

time like this?  How can you go grocery shopping at a time like this?  But the 

world kept on turning and people kept on living.  And I felt very alone and 

isolated in my dark corner, unable to move.  Not wanting to move.  I didn't 

want the world to keep turning.  It needed to wait, something was wrong, 

we had to go back. 

 

I couldn't stay alone for long.  Roomie checked in on me with texts while she 

was at work.  My wonderful readers and fellow ballroom bloggers left their 

condolences on the post announcing what happened.  Other ballroom 
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students and friends who had read the news messaged me online to see how 

I was doing.  It was reassuring to read that they were thinking of me 

because they knew how hard I worked, how much of my heart and soul was 

poured into this journey, and how much this competition meant to me.  It 

made me feel like my feelings were valid, I wasn't overreacting.  Lying in 

bed in my pajamas all day was an acceptable response to what had 

happened. 

 

Friday, September 4th  

 

I made it to work.  Barely, but I made it.  Teacher's wrist and forearm are 

now secured in a cast and he plans to return to teaching next week.  I am 

relieved that he is eager to jump back into things.  But I don't feel ready to 

have a lesson yet. 

 

I was able to process enough to figure out why I feel like someone has died 

- it was my future self. 

 

The future was lost to me around the beginning of the year due to events 

outside of ballroom.  But ballroom and the competition goals I had set for 

myself were my life raft.  Even if I couldn't see any future past Ohio Star Ball 

in November, at least it was something.  More recently, after attending two 

personal development/business seminars, a greater future was revealed.  I 

could see a longer path and I was eager to head down it!  But that path 

started with USDC and Ohio.  They were my jumping off point, the personal 

triumphs I would use to catapult me into something awesome.  But now 

everything has changed, the jumping off point is gone, and the path has 

disappeared.  And so the future self I envisioned has also disappeared. 
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I know not everyone will understand (isn't there always next year?), but I'm 

here to express myself, not explain.  To have to rebuild a future twice in one 

year is tough.  I can still work toward milestones that I had set farther down 

the road, I just need to find a new road that will get me to them.  But before 

I find a new one, I need to mourn the loss of the old one. 

 

A random analogy just came to me - remember Etch-a-Sketch?  People have 

done amazing drawings on an Etch-a-Sketch (I just googled it and WOW!).  

But imagine you're near the very end of creating one of those amazing, 

intricate pieces of art and someone trips and knocks the Etch-a-Sketch out 

of your hands and it tumbles to the ground, being shaken clean as it drops.  

Aahhh!! 

 

Of course, you can start over.  You didn't lose the knowledge or experience 

or talent to recreate what was lost.  But it's still a loss.  Because whatever 

you create the second time won't be exactly the same.  So yes, I can enter 

USDC next year.  But it isn't just a delay of the experience.  Because it won't 

be the same experience. 

 

The end of the work day was easier than the beginning.  I think having 

report deadlines to focus on helped stabilize my thoughts and give me a 

little better sense of control.  One day at a time. 

 

Next steps?  

 

First, I need to allow myself time to process the loss.  I think that is going to 

include PJs, wine and delivery pizza this weekend.  I want to meet with 

Teacher to discuss our new path.  Does it lead to Ohio Star Ball?  I don't 

know.  I don't feel comfortable even hoping at this point.  But it will lead 
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somewhere.  And then I can start rebuilding my vision of my new future self.  

One step at a time though.  It takes me longer than the average person to 

work through a loss, so I try not to look too far ahead before I'm ready. 

 

Before I finish Part 1, I need to give a shout-out to Teacher.  Because while I 

am dealing with an incredible loss, he has to deal with the same thing times 

nine.  He was going to dance with seven students this week, me next week, 

and his professional partner both weeks.  He and his pro partner also had 

two more comps on the books in the weeks after USDC.  That is a LOT of 

hard work on his part that he doesn't get to see come to fruition!  Not to 

mention that it was his wrist that broke!  But the same day his wrist was 

casted, he texted me that he planned on resuming teaching the following 

week and he would see me at our usual time. 

 

If I had to choose a dance partner to go through something like this with, it 

would definitely be Teacher. 

 

For those that are wondering: 

 

Teacher broke his wrist playing soccer. 

 

I will recover almost all of the money I put in. 

  



How to Cope with Loss Ballroom Style 

10 

Part 2: "Supposed to" Days 

September 6, 2015 

 

In Part 2, I find myself starting to adjust to the idea I won't be going to 

USDC, although it is still surreal.  But the event hasn't even started yet.  

This coming week is full of to-do's and supposed-to's that are no longer part 

of my story.  But they remain, like cruel calendar reminders that pop up 

when my mind starts to relax and forget that plans have changed. 

 

Even though the major depression was starting to lift on Friday, that night 

my body started to show physical symptoms of the emotional stress I was 

experiencing.  I went to bed earlier than normal (before 9pm) and fell asleep 

quickly.  But then I woke up around 1am to the sound of one of my dogs 

coughing something up.  Not wanting a mess on the carpet, I got out of bed 

to check on him.  False alarm, no mess, he was apparently just clearing his 

throat. Back to bed I went.  Back to sleep?  Nope. 

 

I was AWAKE.  I felt tired, but my eyes wouldn't stay shut.  I read a little, 

which made my eyes feel sleepy, but then I'd feel wide awake again after I 

turned out the light.  My normally comfy pillow felt like it was making my 

neck tense up.  I didn't have a storm of thoughts or anything specific 

running through my head, just that general melancholy empty feeling. 

 

Eventually I must have dozed off because when I woke up again, it was 

about 3am.  Great.  And I could feel a headache coming on.  Even better.  

As someone with more than enough experience with stress headaches, 

tension headaches, migraines, just because headaches, etc., I knew I better 

pop a couple Advil to squelch it.  While I tried to find a comfortable position 

that might relieve the tension building in my neck, which was triggering my 
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headache, I allowed myself to think about what had happened and how it 

was affecting me.  I thought about Teacher too and what he must be feeling, 

and I felt deep sympathy. 

 

It may sound odd, but it was a good sign for me.  To be able to feel, not just 

think, sympathy for someone else meant a small step forward in dealing 

with my loss.  Depression in general is a self-centered condition.  Your 

personal pain is so much that you don't have the capacity to feel sympathy, 

or anything else, for others.  Of course, I had thoughts of concern and 

sympathy for Teacher when I first found out what happened.  But I was too 

numb from trying to process the impact on me to actually feel. 

 

Once I finally fell back to sleep and woke up at the semi-normal hour of 7am 

on Saturday, I had a full-blown headache threatening to turn into a 

migraine.  Awesome.  Time to break out the Excedrin. 

 

The pain dulled and stayed dull for the rest of the day.  I decided to take a 

drive to the studio to drop off the dress I had rented for USDC.  It was 

taunting me, hanging from the back of my bedroom door.  To my surprise, 

Teacher was in the studio!  And he was teaching!  His arm was casted up 

past his elbow and suspended in a sling, but he was there.  I hung out until 

his lesson was over so we could chat and catch up. 

 

He gave me the whole story of how it happened and what he did after and 

what the doctor said.  The cast will gradually be cut down in size and be 

completely removed around the end of October.  So for us, that means Ohio 

is still a possibility. 
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As I wrote in Part 1, it takes me awhile to work through a loss.  I'm already 

hypersensitive to disappointment, so I'm always cautious about raising 

hopes.  Even more so right now.  So I don't feel safe yet to hope or plan for 

Ohio, even though Teacher is committed to getting us there.  First, I need to 

make it through the "supposed to" days for USDC. 

 

This weekend, I was supposed to pack and plan my meals for the week.  

This Monday, I was supposed to get on a plane and check into the hotel in 

Florida.  Tuesday, I was supposed to go to a grocery store near the hotel to 

buy food.  I was supposed to start an Instagram series on the clever, cheap 

meals I would make in my hotel room with the iron or the coffee maker. 

 

Wednesday, I was supposed to compete for the national titles in bronze and 

silver smooth.  In case you were curious, my gut tells me that I would have 

taken the title in bronze and placed 3rd in silver.  Some awesome friends 

might insist I also won silver, but my gut likes to be realistic in its fortune 

telling. 

 

Thursday and Friday were supposed to be days of celebration spent with 

family and cheering on Teacher as he competed in his professional event. 

 

There are a lot of things I was supposed to be doing this week.  Anyone 

working through a loss has these.  You make plans based on the people and 

things in your life, but when life decides to take someone or something big 

away, plans have to change. 

 

The icing on this crappy cake is the fact that others' plans have not changed.  

Isn't it a little cruel that USDC is still happening without us?  How can they 

hold the event when the pro-am team that was supposed to win the bronze 
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title in smooth won't be there?  While I wait for the reason this happened to 

be revealed to me, I think maybe whoever ends up winning instead needs it 

more than I do.  Maybe her year was harder, maybe she has her own 

struggles and this victory will give her the boost she needs to get to a better 

place.  Or maybe not.  But it's a nice thought and it's helpful to believe that 

there is a reason behind all this nonsensical pain.  Maybe there is something 

else I am supposed to do; I just don't know what it is yet. 
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Part 3: Steps Back Toward Normal 

September 10, 2015 

 

I'm working through this ordeal a little faster than anticipated. I think I have 

my personal growth on my ballroom journey thus far to thank. And the fact 

that I am not going through it alone. Teacher is proving himself to be a true 

partner. Not that I had doubts, but I'm not comfortable depending on 

others. I am currently in a state of fluctuation, fine one hour, depressed the 

next. Hopefully, my see-sawing moods didn't affect the readability of this 

post too much. 

 

Wednesday was a weird day. A full week since that fateful phone call. I 

thought I would be in Florida. I thought I would be competing for national 

titles in bronze and silver smooth. I thought I would be celebrating my 

performances with a steak dinner. I hung a picture on the wall of my 

bedroom instead. And I vacuumed. I finished writing a book review. And I 

ate a sandwich for dinner. 

 

As Wednesday came to an end, I found myself feeling new sadness. I 

officially missed it. My USDC events were over; someone else claimed the 

title. I've known for a week that it was going to pass by without me. But 

actually watching it pass by was a little different. 

 

There was a silver lining though. A consolation prize, so to speak. 

 

I normally have a standing lesson on Wednesdays. And since we weren't in 

Florida, Teacher said we were on for our usual time. So even though we 

weren't geographically where I thought we would be, Teacher and I still got 

to dance. Together! I figured it would be a lesson of solo dancing, me going 
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through routines or technique drills on my own while Teacher watched and 

guided. I don't mind. It isn't as fun as when I actually get to dance with him, 

but I always feel better when I can show that I can dance the routine on my 

own. 

 

But after I went through our silver waltz routine piece by piece on my own, 

Teacher said ok, now I'm going to dance it with you! 

 

And how is that going to work?, I asked. He still had a cast past his elbow 

which meant his right arm was in a fixed bent position. But Teacher made it 

work! He turned it into an exercise for me to stay aware of my left side 

because even if his right arm was held behind me, it wasn't going to hold 

me. The whole time, I was paranoid about stumbling and falling back on that 

right arm. We made it through without any additional injuries. 

 

Teacher clearly isn't going to let a silly thing like a broken bone keep him 

from working with his students. Of course, if he doesn't work, he doesn't get 

paid. The anxious part of me wrings its hands while hoping he won't overdo 

it, that he will allow his body the rest it needs to heal. But at the same time, 

I am grateful to him for showing such a strong character in light of what 

happened. At least in my presence. He could be a basket case at home, who 

knows. But with me, he took responsibility and as soon as possible, took 

action (i.e., booked our first lesson back) so we could move forward. I really 

respect and appreciate that level of professionalism and maturity. So 

another shout-out to Teacher! 

 

Even though this whole ordeal still makes me sad and I'm cautious about 

investing in the next goal (still Ohio according to Teacher), Wednesday's 

lesson was a good step back to "normal." I had started my steps the day 
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before. It was while I was having trouble thinking of a reason to not stay in 

bed on Tuesday that I felt it was time. 

 

I originally had this whole week off for the competition. Monday was a 

holiday anyway and I decided to still take Tuesday and Wednesday off to 

give myself the freedom to stay in bed if I needed to or at least not have to 

act "normal" before I was ready. I don't think I quite realized how much I 

had symbolically connected to USDC until it was taken away. It wasn't just 

another comp, and next year will be no substitute. It's difficult to explain to 

people, especially when they don't see it as anything but a big 

disappointment. So I valued having the extra time to be able to stay at 

home and not feel obligated or pressured to explain anything to anyone. 

 

USDC wasn't happening, but that didn't mean my dancing was over. It 

sounds obvious, but I had to work to get to the point where I felt 

comfortable believing that. So Tuesday afternoon, I decided to go to the 

studio to practice. And then I actually got out of bed and went. Baby steps. 

 

No one was there teaching except Teacher (others' plans didn't change, so 

they were in Florida). I went through my bronze and my silver, and I tried to 

remember the last technique focuses Teacher had given me. It had been 

over a week since I had put my dance shoes on (it felt longer), but it was a 

decent practice. After, I went shopping for desperately needed groceries. 

Getting back to normal. 

 

Wednesday's lesson was another step. I couldn't decide how I felt driving to 

the studio. I focused on ignoring what time it was and not adding three 

hours to know what time it was in Florida, to know what event I should be 

dancing in at that moment. During the lesson, I actually made progress with 
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my silver waltz and the contra body movement and contra body movement 

positions (CBM and CBMP) that are so much more prominent in the silver 

level. It felt good to focus on what was really important in all this - the 

dancing! 

 

Thursday, I took the biggest step back toward normal - I returned to 

work. It was hard to get out of bed and into my usual morning routine. I 

worked on this post and contemplated the consequences of staying home 

another day. But I went. 

 

Some steps back to normal are a lot harder than others, particularly the 

ones that really force you to rejoin the world that never stopped moving. It's 

one thing to run into a store to buy food because you're out of, well, 

everything. It's a short return to normal, but you can quickly retreat back to 

the safety of your isolated space where you can stare at the ceiling and 

not need to find the energy to carry on daily "normal" life. A step like 

returning to work though, where you're stepping back into the world full 

time, that is more of a challenge. Sometimes it can be perceived as the end 

of your mourning period, that you're fine now, so everyone can go about 

their business. But you're not necessarily all better, it was just time to take 

that step. 

 

I'm not all better, but I'm getting there. One step at a time. 
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Part 4: Dare to Dream? 

September 11, 2015 

 

Just a quick note before I hit the sack. 

 

I had another lesson with Teacher today, my second standing of the week. 

We worked more on silver waltz and went back into silver Viennese. 

Afterwards, we talked a little about Ohio Star Ball and what kind of events I 

should enter. I'm still hesitant to let myself say yes, we're going! But 

nonetheless, I found myself happy to talk about what levels we would do in 

the single dance events and what level to enter in the scholarships/multi-

dance events and what my goals were as far as placements and 

performance. It was easy for my mind to run down that path and start 

imagining how fun and exciting (and nerve-wracking) it will be! 

 

But reality pulled up on the reins big time later on, after I got home. Teacher 

has only been in a cast for a week. His wrist will need to be evaluated to see 

if it is healing properly. I have mentioned I don't like to depend on people. 

Normally it is a trust thing. But right now, I don't want to depend on Teacher 

going to Ohio with me because I don't want to be an additional pressure or 

burden on him while he recovers. And I am afraid of setting myself up for 

another big disappointment because of unrealistic expectations. 

 

So I guess I'm testing the waters right now. I want to jump back in, but self-

preservation is holding me back. I suspect it is a demon in disguise, over 

sensitive and anxious. The good thing is entries are not due until a week into 

October, so there is time to see how Teacher's wrist recovers. I like having a 

plan, but for now, knowing what events I'm entering IF we go to Ohio will 

have to suffice. The "in the meantime" plan is to enjoy a few weeks of 
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regularly scheduled lessons. I think this little "break" where I'm just working 

on the dance at hand and don't have a competition that I'm fully committed 

to, with no turning back, might be a good thing. I still have the goal, but it's 

more fantasy than reality right now. I'm going to set a new goal to 

remember how I'm feeling now sans anxiety, so if/when I do become fully 

committed, I'll have something to reference. 
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Part 5: Keep Busy! 

September 17, 2015 

 

No lessons this week. And I'm not positive, but I think no lessons next week. 

Teacher needed surgery to set the fractures in his wrist so they would heal 

properly. He's under strict orders to rest and not work for at least a full 

week. 

 

As for me, I'm fighting a creeping darkness. So many of my plans have been 

obliterated. I'll go into that more in a separate post. For now, I'm trying to 

just stay busy. 

 

A great coping mechanism for any kind of emotional stress is distraction. 

Distracting yourself to the point where you're just avoiding the issue isn't 

healthy, of course, but giving yourself other things to focus on allows your 

mind to take a break from the emotional stress. Then when you need to go 

back and face whatever has happened, you will feel more capable. 

 

I have made it this far using a number of distractions: 

 

1) Writing 

 

Obviously. Besides dance, writing is therapy for me. Getting my thoughts 

out on paper (or computer screen or smart phone screen) allows me 

to process the thoughts and at the same time purge them. I'm always 

grateful that my readers have welcomed my open and honest style. And 

when I don't feel like processing the dark thoughts, I can focus on other 

writing projects like book reviews, articles for other websites, and authoring 

my own books. 
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2) Netflix 

 

It's very easy to kill an afternoon or even an entire day watching a television 

series on Netflix or Hulu or another streaming program. And sometimes, 

that's exactly what I need - an escape into a fantasy world with no 

commercials. 

 

3) Smart phone photography 

 

I've mentioned before that I'm on Instagram.  I also hold an account on 

Foap, which is another photo sharing app. The difference is you have the 

chance of selling your photos on Foap. I have yet to sell one, but Foap also 

has companies that post missions. They describe a certain theme or setting 

they are looking for and you upload photos that match, in hopes you win the 

mission and get paid. I just think they're fun. One mission I'm in now is 

called "local textures." You can see some of the photos I uploaded for that 

one on my Instagram page. Looking for the perfect photo to match a 

mission is more productive (and more fun!) than thinking about the recent 

unfortunate events. 

 

4) Helping others 

 

I always find helping other people with their challenges a lot easier than 

facing my own. It puts my own troubles in perspective and makes me feel 

useful. Which helps me. This week, I had a great evening with a friend 

helping her organize her own slew of projects and another one acting as a 

workout buddy for a second friend. 
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You may have noticed that dancing is not on my list of distractions. I haven't 

been to the studio since my last lesson last week. I've done a little practice 

at home and watched the latest videos Teacher recorded for me. But right 

now, when I think about going to practice on my own, it just makes me sad. 

 

Like when I had a chance to talk to Teacher after he first got his cast, I think 

I'll feel better once I've reconnected with Teacher to again talk about the 

future and where we go from here. I don't know what to hope for or look 

forward to in terms of my ballroom dancing at the moment, so I've pulled 

away a little and stayed busy with other things. It's hard to practice when 

I'm not sure what I'm practicing for. 

 

This weekend, I think I'll add baking to the list of distractions! Pumpkin spice 

scones, anyone? 
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Part 6: It's Ok to Feel Sorry for Yourself Sometimes 

September 19, 2015 

 

 
 

I think I'm going to make this post the last of this series. "Part 7" just feels 

like one too many, and I can tell I'm starting to circle back on emotions. 

There won't be anything new to share with you, only revisited thoughts and 

feelings. This final part is about accepting that emotions like feeling sorry for 

yourself are part of the process of dealing with a loss or hardship and are 

OK. Sometimes. 

 

Today was a rollercoaster ride. It started out high. I went to bed at 8:30pm 

last night and woke up just before 7am. And I actually felt rested. Friends 

were coming over for brunch at 11am; I was making French toast with 

vanilla cinnamon flavored Bailey's that I found at Target on clearance. After 

I had my morning cups of tea, I put on some dance music (club, not 

ballroom) and prepared the place for their arrival. I normally don't care for 
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chores or cleaning, but sometimes it just makes me feel very satisfied. And I 

feel more relaxed in a clean space. 

 

Friends arrived, and we ate and drank mimosas and chatted. A good time 

was had by all. The French toast turned out quite yummy. And I felt happy. 

Even after everyone had left, I was looking forward to doing some writing 

and just spending a nice Saturday at home. 

 

Unfortunately, it didn't last. My rollercoaster hit a crest in the late afternoon, 

and my mood plummeted downward. I started feeling miserable. There were 

things that I wanted to do. I had plans! And it was all taken away. 

 

In the midst of my rapid downward spiral, I realized I was just feeling really 

sorry for myself. Even as I felt like it was all over for me, I knew it wasn't. 

Teacher's wrist would heal, and we would be back on the floor. But my little 

demons didn't want to be consoled; they just wanted to sit and cry and dwell 

on what we missed out on. So I let them. 

 

I even indulged them by watching Strictly Ballroom. I actually liked the 

movie better this time than when I first saw it. I think it was hard for me to 

get past the quirky style the first time, so it took away from the story. But 

all I have to say is Fran is my soul sister! She's me, right down to the bad 

skin, glasses and frizzy hair. 

 

The movie made me miss my dancing, of course, but actually didn't push me 

down further into sorry feelings. In fact, it pulled me a little closer toward 

wanting to go back to the studio to practice. I still haven't been back since 

my last lesson a week ago. 
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The rollercoaster is still in the low valley of self-pity, but I'm not going to 

worry about it. Sometimes you need to let yourself feel sorry. It's hard to be 

strong and keep a positive outlook all of the time, especially when dealing 

with hardship. It takes energy. And it takes more energy when the socially 

acceptable grieving period has passed and people expect you to start 

moving on. So it's ok. If you need some time to let the self-pity demons run 

around and play, take it. As long as it's just every once in awhile. 

 

I know myself and I know how I process grief. After I've gone through initial 

consistent lows, I get on a rollercoaster and start the good days and bad 

days. Or as was the case today, good hours and bad hours. It's a looping 

process that keeps moving forward, so it doesn't loop back as far to the 

original hurt each time it cycles. Every once in awhile it can make an 

unexpected backwards jump though. But it's ok. There is no particular 

timeframe. You can have something shitty happen to you six months ago or 

even a year ago, and you've been feeling good long enough that you think 

you're over it. But then something random triggers your memory of that old 

pain and renews it. I started bawling at the end of a comedy in the middle of 

a movie theater awhile ago because the ending triggered a painful memory 

and caught me completely off-guard. It happens. 

 

As long as you don't cross into unhealthy territory where you make no effort 

to move forward and do nothing but dwell on your pain, cry at the comedy. 

Your feelings are valid and do not come with a "use by" date. 

 

I felt ok letting myself just feel sorry today because I knew I was also 

making efforts to make new plans and set new goals for myself (and I was 

productive and wrote this post!). But even after getting about 10 hours of 
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sleep, I still needed to just let go and feel lousy for awhile. I won't let the 

feeling hang around too long, but I'll give it the time it needs. 

  



How to Cope with Loss Ballroom Style 

27 

Life Isn't Fair - Based on a True Story 

September	24,	2015	

 

I was prepared when the phone rang this time.  Teacher asked how I was 

and I said "I'm not sure...because you're calling..." 

 

Teacher was calling to inform me of the surgery necessary to repair the 

fractures in his wrist.  So much for a clean break. 

 

Surgery meant a longer recovery time.  So for the second time, a goal has 

been crossed out and the future shifted back into obscurity. 

 

There will be no Best of the Best at Ohio Star Ball for this dancer. 

 

I initially wrote this post right after Teacher called me that second time.  But 

I wanted to hold off on sharing it until after my first post-surgery lesson with 

him.  Because the title is 100% true - life isn't fair.  But it is still worth 

pursuing. 

 

In the middle of processing the second dream lost, I couldn't articulate why 

anyone should bother if it all could be taken away without cause.  So I 

waited until I had some time to process and then reconnected with Teacher 

and started working toward new plans for my ballroom future.  I thought 

getting back into the swing of things would help inspire the words I would 

need to encourage and motivate you despite the random smackdowns life 

would give you. 

 

It didn't. 
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I still feel like life is just totally unfair and I'm still struggling to keep myself 

motivated. 

 

But screw it, here is what I wrote anyway. 

 

First, the processing... 

 

The second round of disappointment wasn't as immediately devastating as 

the first, most likely because I was more prepared.  I was doing my best to 

keep my expectations low and not hope for or count on going to Ohio Star 

Ball.  I didn't avoid it entirely though.  The disappointment just crept up 

more slowly, peeking its head out now and then.  Like a nurse poking her 

head into the exam room you've been sitting half-naked in for 45 minutes to 

kindly tell you the doctor is going to be a little while longer.  And then 30 

minutes later, she tells you sorry, the doctor can't see you today, you'll need 

to reschedule. 

 

I had been working toward this goal since I won Best of the Best at 

California Open in February.  And this one isn't like USDC.  There isn't 

"always next year" unless I enter and win another Best of the Best qualifying 

event. 

 

My demons reappeared with a flourish this time around.  I think they were 

so shocked the first time that they forgot to give me trouble, we all just sank 

down into darkness together.  This time, I had little feet in my head 

stomping and voices crying "it just isn't fair!"  A grump with her arms 

crossed started to mumble it was probably better, I would have sucked 

anyway.  Another demon peered from behind glasses and told me that 

maybe now I can get my act together and stop wasting all this money.  Even 
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a ghost from the past appeared and whispered "he's trying to get rid of 

you."  I can't blame the ghost; she was born out of lies and manipulation.  

She was the first demon I addressed while I tried to put the others in a 

sugar coma by eating cookies for dinner on the night of the second fateful 

phone call.  Don't underestimate the power of comfort food. 

 

It's a strange feeling.  You work toward a goal that you're drawn to.  You 

journey down a path and there are struggles and challenges, but you do the 

work.  You persevere.  You never give up.  The only thing you have to fight 

to get there is yourself (your fears, doubts, etc.) because you can feel a 

greater force is guiding you, telling you that you are on the right path.  You 

do everything that you are supposed to do in order to be successful! 

 

Then you see your destination!  You're almost there! 

 

Then that greater force jumps in front of you and says, "Sorry, this road is 

closed, you have to turn around." 

 

"Wait, what? Is there a detour or another way to get to where I'm going?" 

 

"Nope, sorry." 

 

WTF? 

 

Hard work and perseverance are critical in the pursuit of a dream.  But they 

are not guarantees of success.  Just because you want it more badly than 

others does not mean you'll get it.  You can do everything right, but it still 

might not work out. 
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That's life. 

 

Life has definitely been unfair lately.  To have worked so hard and to have 

come so close, and then to have it all taken away...  If we had gone to USDC 

and Ohio Star Ball and just didn't place well, or at all, that would be a fairer 

loss.  But to not even get the chance to try? 

 

And I'm not just talking about me.  Teacher and his pro partner work their 

butts off as professional competitors.  They deserved the chance to 

compete.  So did Teacher's other students. 

 

I'm reminded of Sarah in The Labyrinth, trying to get to the Goblin King's 

castle.  He would change things or send her back to the beginning whenever 

he felt like it.  It was not fair at all.  But in the movie, Sarah was able to 

accept that life can be unfair and that's just the way it is.  She kept working 

to find the way through the Labyrinth and eventually succeeded. 

 

I feel like I was sent back to the beginning of my labyrinth just as I reached 

the gates of the goblin city.  It freakin' sucks. 

 

It is easy to get caught up in the injustice of it all, but the fact of the matter 

is life isn't fair.  It is something you will have to come to terms with if you 

wish to achieve anything while on this planet.  U-turns and detours are built 

into the journey.  You've probably seen the quote that says something to the 

effect of an optimist recognizes that taking a step backward after taking a 

step forward is not a disaster, it's cha-cha.  It's cute, but what if it were two 

steps backward?  Or 50?  What if you can't take another step forward at all 

because the path has been closed to you? 
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Keeping with the cha-cha analogy, I guess that is where the cha-cha-cha 

step to the side comes in, to put you on a new path to a new destination.  

But you might be lock stepping backwards for a long time before you get to 

step to the side. 

 

Everyone goes through these WTF times when you feel like life just ripped 

you off.  Bad things do happen to good people.  Good things happen to bad 

people, which is somehow worse.  And sometimes it doesn't matter how 

hard you work or how carefully you plan, the unexpected still happens and 

everything falls apart. 

 

So why bother?  If all your blood, sweat and tears could be for naught, why 

even try? 

 

Even though I gave myself some time to process, I still can't answer that for 

you.  I know, I know, that's unfair. 

 

But only you know why your dream is worth pursuing and only you know 

how far backwards you're willing to go in order to find another chance to go 

forward. 

 

A person who never faced any hardship (though I have yet to meet one!) 

cannot appreciate life's journey as much as the one who was put through 

the ringer, and then endured a shit storm, and then hit rock bottom, only to 

get up and try again.  Life is worth pursuing because it's unfair.  I'm not 

talking about just being physically alive.  I'm talking about LIVING.  Going 

after your dreams, exploring the world around you, learning, connecting. 
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You're not guaranteed anything.  But that makes your successes even 

greater because it's like you beat the odds.  Who doesn't love an underdog 

or a good comeback story?  So every time you hit a roadblock or a detour on 

your journey, just think how much better the comeback will feel when you 

do succeed. 

 

That's the weird part.  I won't tell you that if you work hard, give it your all, 

and let nothing stop you, you will succeed.  Because it's just not guaranteed.  

But you have to believe that it is.  You are far less likely to succeed if you 

don't believe you will and if you don't believe that you can beat the odds. 

 

So even though I'm still struggling to accept the completely unfair hand I've 

been dealt and I feel like I was tricked by life into going down a dead-end 

road, I guess I was able to articulate something here.  I'm going to keep an 

eye out for new paths that may appear as I work my way backwards.  

Maybe I'll explore some paths that I passed up before. 

 

I have to believe that I can and will still succeed in reaching my goals and 

achieving my dreams.  Even if they have to be revised or completely 

reworked along the way.  There is no other choice. 
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