






I was a very ambitious teenager and


young adult. I wanted to get as much


as possible out of life, however -  I was


not expecting an injury which would


effect me for the  next 25 years. 



THE BEGINNING
If someone told me 30 years ago - that I would have a Degree and Diploma - I would have laughed.  I was a high school drop out.  I left Year 11 due to Glandular Fever. I was so fit that my body broke down and I slept

for weeks.  Before then school was a means to fill up the day and I would often throw myself out of Science and Math just so I could do my homework - so I could train. I was determined to be the best softballer I could

be - that was all that mattered to me.  To represent Australia like my idol - Belinda Fox who I had seen when I played for Cumberland Nepean representative in Deniliquin. I was only ten years old and she was the most

amazing short-stop. Red hair like my dad - we had that in common at least. 

Dad and I met her the following year and she guided us by shaping a better softball future by suggesting to trial for a Killara team to play during the winter. Belinda was not only a North Shore player - Belinda played

for Killara A-Grade - a team who had dominated the North Shore Comp for eight years before I made the team.  My first team was Division School Girls team. The next year - Killare A- Reserve and the following season

-  I was playing along side Belinda. I had made it!  I had made my first NSW State U/16's team as well - which was amazing but playing with my idol was bigger than any State team. I was amongst the finest NSW

players. The Killara A Grade team were also State players - it was the most amazing experience led by Don Leddingham, his wife Pat and Rosalie Wray our Manager. The Greengate Hotel was our place to go to after

the games.  

My opportunity to play for Australia presented itself during the U/19's Australian Championships. By Wednesday I had battered .567 average and selectors ask Coach Leggo to put me on the field.  If I had started

playing softball at 1st base - I would have made the squad but - I was an outfielder and very weak. My arm was not as strong as others and I knew that. When Athur Summons told me on the night of our U/19's

Championship Dinner that I missed out on the squad - I burst into tears and can remember my father asking what was wrong. I was shattered.  I made the next team to go to Hobart but I had a different head coach

who coached me differently and my love for softball died.  I had talked my way out of any NSW State team and therfore - my dream died. 

In 1988 medical records show that I had a bulging disc.  I was 19 years old. Life was busy and the pain stayed away. I worked for SPORTSGIRL, played for NSW and I was a cheerleader for the mighty Parramatta Eels!

Life was GOOD!  In 1990 I quit Sydney, family, boyfriend, softball and my best friend and headed north 2473km's. I was now employed by the SHERATON MIRAGE PORT DOUGLAS and life was just about to soar!






I  left Sydney in the August - heading to Tsu City Nagoya to teach fitness to members

of a gym. My role was for six months and then I was headed to California to be a

Camp Softball Coach for six weeks. From there I was going to New York to meet up

my friend and work at her parents business for a year. 

BUT - due to Nakatake San stealing money from his previous employer to start the

gym - instead of the police being involved - the Yakusa were involved and I was

never paid for my employment which meant I did not get to the USA. 

Heartbroken - I made my way to Atami on the Bullet train to meet up with a friend

who was performing. It was here where I picked up my backpack and collapsed. I

spent four days on the floor and headed back to Sydney fearing the worst. 

Scans showed that I had a bulging L4/5 and my life as I knew it was over.  

No work. No softball. No dancing. 

I was 28 years old.

I was shattered. 

I HAD LOST MY IDENTITY.

I HAD NO IDEA WHO I WAS ANYMORE.

I FELT LONELY.  I FELT DISCONNECTED FROM LIFE.

I WAS DROWNING IN A SEA OF CONFUSION.

I DID NOT WANT TO LIVE ANYMORE










1996

ATAMI - JAPAN



DENIAL
In denial - hating life, I turned to partying hard with a very well known

BROTHERHOOD. They rode bikes, I went to restaurants with the National

President, worked behind their bar for their 10th Anniversary and often went to

the western suburbs CHAPTER after night clubs had closed. For eight months it

was a revolving door of snorting cocaine, dropping MDMA and sleeping until it

started all over again. I lived in a house - known as THE WHITE HOUSE and it was

a constant party place. I did not care as it stopped the heartache - but by 1998

I was back fighting the devil and wrapping my neck with rope. I needed to

know how it would feel. With house mates out of the house I finally made me

way to the tree. I never made it though. 

I remember being at the back door sobbing. I crawled back inside and called

my Dr and drove straight to his office for help. I cannot remember getting there

- all I remember was the look on his face when I told him I was just about to

hang myself when something stopped me at the back door. I explained it was a

vision of Kelly finding me and my mother asking my housemates - why did you

not help her? That was it. I did not want my housemates to feel that it was their

fault. It was my second attempt and I had failed. 

Dr Owen Roberts had been my Doctor since I was ten. I would send him

postcards from the three states I had played in and he was a huge supporter

and was certainly shocked to find me in this state. 

I told my parents and they were very supportive and told me to come home -

they had moved to a little seaside village and I thought that would be the

perfect place to heal by the sea. 

But first - I would head to ACT for a suicide prevention forum. 



MY PARENTS KNEW OF MY ATTEMPTS. 

THEY SAW AN ARTICLE IN THE PAPER


FOR A FORUM AND SO THEY PAID MY


WAY TO GO AND VOICE MY


CONCERNS IN CANBERRA - OUR


NATIONS CAPITAL. 




2500 CROSSES CREATED ONE CROSS -


A MESSAGE TO OUR GOVERNMENT IN


1998.




 PARLIAMENT HOUSE STAFF TOLD THE


SUICIDE PREVENTION TEAM


ORGANISERS TO TAKE THE CROSSES


OUT OF THE LAWN AS THEY LOOKED


UGLY! 




THEY DIDN'T. 



THE FIGHT
It was draining. It was exhausting. Time gave me distance from that moment at the back door - and I was grateful for that.

That back door - the scene of my housemates finding me and my mother blaming them, I could not let that happen.  It felt like

a huge force had taken over my body - an outer body experience, to stop me moving closer to the beautiful old tree that

had no reason to hold the pain or my torment. 

The fight to live started after I went to Parliament House in our capital - CANBERRA.  In between the old and new Parliament

were 2500 white crosses. A strong message.  I spent 3 days working with professionals for solutions. I met and spoke to Jack

Heath - the founder of ReachOut and I also met Paul - another survivor and there was comfort in that. A connection which

would last forever. I liked that because he knew how it felt. 

Moving north to Lake Cathie to heal was a wise move. My boyfriend and I shared the next 2 years living and breathing in the

salt air. I wrote to politicians. I wrote to people who could help me create change by understanding my pain. I  was not de-

pressed. I was empty. I needed to know how to cope and no psychologist or counsellor guided me, directed me or told me

how to build a new life. I found that quite disturbing and wondered what do they actually do then? 

After two years I headed back to Sydney stronger and sort a Life Coach. It was inspiring. Productive, exciting and I felt alive.

However - it was very expensive and so she suggested to go and study Life Coaching and so I did. The next 10 years I

completed the course and received top marks 100% for my Diploma. I then enrolled into a college to study counselling. I

loathed it but I needed something stronger and so I was patient and hated what I saw unfolding - how they taught young

ones to be a psychologist.  Unfortunately - my back did not like the sitting and I requested with my teachers that I could

transfer to online and study Sports & Performance as I knew I could be more productive than any psychologist. I did not think

that - I felt that. 

From 2009 my back ruled my world. By 2014 I was basically totally bedridden due to nerve damage and pain called

Arachnoiditis. By 2017 - 2 bulging discs in my neck stopped me completely. I wanted to die again. I could not raise my arms, I

could not wash my hair, cook or use my computer for long.  I was in immense pain and believed I was being punished. 





TODAY
I have survived two attempts on my life. Two domestic violence attempts on my life, horrendous pain which left me crippled and bedridden. I have a Diploma in Life Coaching and a Degree in Sports &

Performance specialising in Mental Toughness. I have experienced one L4/L5 Discectomy back on 2005 and December 7th 2020 - 2 discs were removed in my neck and 36 days later, I had a 2 level lower back

reconstruction at my L4/L5 - S1. I have never screamed and cried so much. The pain in my left leg - caused trauma that carried on for months. By March  1st I was back home to recover. But my pain continued -

emotionally.  My father was hit by our beautiful QuarterHorse Bridie which collapsed his left lung. I cared for both parents whilst still recovering from my ops. I didn't have a choice. Dad died 6 months later on

March 4th 2022 due to Pancreatic cancer.  My mother died exactly 4 weeks later on April 4th 2022. It is now 2023 and I am just starting to see through the fog.  Looking back now - I really do not know how I

coped through this because there was no clarity - it was like I was stuck on cruise control and a robot telling me what I should do. I organised and delivered their double funeral April 11th 2022. Then I had the

home to myself. That was weird. I had lived with them since 1999 with two years in New Zealand from 2004 to 2006. 

What I do now know is this - trauma can either be a compass or a coffin. my trauma - all of it gave me purpose. It is my baggage, my substance. my baggage has given me the strength to survive. I have been

stuck on survival for years - not knowing what to do with it. But I believe in my life's path, my moral compass, my true north - my place of happiness for it is not a postcode - it is a feeling! 

As I pack up my parents home - I have started to plan what excites me. Life! My foundation! My business!  Jaegerbomb has become a world where I can guide others to build their 'REAL SELF' through a stronger

foundation. This is what we need to have a stronger 'PERFORMER SELF'.  You can be the greatest sportsperson on the field, track or stage but - if your REAL SELF is hit with life defining moments - how are you going

to react? 

Today - I am stronger mentally, emotionally and spiritually. My body has lost all muscle due to being bedridden for so long - and so I have a training program to help the rebuild. I loved training so I am truly

excited about my Chuck Norris Total Gym!  Once I seel my parents home - my niece and I will be travelling around Australia to deliver free Mental Toughness workshops and promote my new app which is

currently being developed.  We will also have the opportunity to promote 2BuckTuesday - my National Campaign to find 5 million Aussies to pledge 2Bucks every Tuesday since the Government denied my

request to be a DGR Not for Profit company. Apparently we do not fit the criteria of healing broken veterans, first responders and children!  2BuckTuesday.com - pledge away!

Mental Toughness is a way of life. It is a life with boundaries, core beliefs and wicked visualization with purpose. These are just some of the coping mechanisms which guided me to build a life far far away from my

past.  Reach out today if you would like to learn more about your SELF.  It is not easy as you have to be very vulnerable and you need to ask yourself - 'Are you ready for change - a to create a stronger sense of

self?'

Be kind to your SELF, 

B


