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Introduction
I pulled one lace tight and asked myself, 

What am I doing? My body hurt and my 
head was spinning with a light faintness 
that I dared not tell anyone about. This is 
what I want—what I was made to do. This 
is my dream. So why did it take every 
ounce of mental and physical strength 
I had to get out there on the ice?

What am I doing? echoed against the walls of my brain. I pushed 
the words away and pulled the last lace through my fingers.

“Your body is a temple.” I had heard that before. I had said that be-
fore. In fact, I’m sure I had quoted the verse to my friends. But when 
I looked at my temple—at my body—I saw what my coaches saw. I 
didn’t measure up. They made it clear: either I look the part or walk 
away. 

What is wrong with me? I often wondered. I hadn’t given much 
thought to my physical flaws until the sharp finger of my coaches 
had pointed them out. I was a few months past eighteen that day as I 
looked at the reflection in the hockey rink glass and wondered how 
I’d ever be what I wanted to be, what they said I had to be. I can do it, 
I told myself. I had come this far from a cow-barn-turned-ice rink in 
western Montana by using every ounce of my will to succeed; I was 
sure I could manage this too. 

 †
Mirrors are funny. Televisions and magazines are even funnier. 

(And let’s not even talk about images on the Internet!) Everyone we 
see—except the girl in the mirror—is perfect. Well, if not perfect, 
then they’re unique, in a uniquely thin, sexy, model-ish way. I didn’t 
think that I ever would buy into that whole fake, plastic surgery-look 
thing. I’m from rural Montana after all. But I did buy into it, and I 
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paid a heavy price for it. Somewhere between the Rocky Mountains 
of the Bitterroot Valley, the traffic-congested highways of L.A., and 
the ski slopes of Idaho, I let the message seep in. This girl, who had 
stood for what she believed in, suddenly found herself believing she 
had to look a certain way to be worth something. 

 †
It was a logical conclusion, actually. My coaches didn’t value me 

as highly when I gained a few pounds. The faces around the rink 
didn’t smile in approval when my thighs grew wider. And that day, 
my reflection in the glass showed only a worthless outline of a wan-
nabe. I knew that I had to do something about this.

And so I did. 

The image I desired was on my mind every minute of every day. 
I tried not to think about it—but it was beyond my control. I grew 
obsessed. And with every thought, a tightness rose in my chest. I felt 
panicked. I needed to fix this now. The results had to come soon; my 
identity, my very existence hinged on it. 

I knew it was wrong to resort to eating-disorder-like behavior. 
After all, I am still doing this for God, I thought. I wanted to be the 
best ice dancer in the world for my Lord. Nothing less would satisfy 
me. I had shut out every other possible career path and zeroed in on 
this one mission for my life. I would get there. Imagine the impact I 
could have as an Olympic figure skater! “O Lord, I want to be the best 
in the world!” I often prayed as I pushed my blades across the white 
ice every day. Yes, I was doing this for God, and therefore I would do 
it the right way—I would not make myself throw up to lose weight.

 †
She stood outside her house. She was gorgeous and tiny—half 

my size—and near my own age. She was somebody. And she made me 
realize that I was very fortunate to have someone like her working 
with me. She was my coach, my mentor, my friend. Coming off the 
international competitive track only years before, she was the per-
fect image of a successful ice dancer. And now, with a stack of glossy 
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magazines in her arms, she challenged me: “You have to change your 
mind about a lot of things, Lacy. Like sex. And fashion. You are too 
much of a ‘good girl.’” With that, she flopped the pile of flawless and 
seductive cover girls into my arms. 

I got it. The message was clear. I had been hearing it for months: 
“You have to be like this to make it.” 

The message was clear on and off the ice. Every time I was in the 
ballet studio with my coach, I was shamed and verbally reminded 
of my failure. “A few more pounds,” she’d advise as she compared 
my figure to her own. Soon she was giving me her old “fashionable” 
clothes too.

So now it was not only a number on the scale, but also the image 
of beauty and fashion trends that I needed to reflect. I was angry that 
she had told me such things. I believed I could handle the weight 
issue. I was doing fine—counting my calories, keeping a food diary, 
chewing gum when I wanted to eat. But this whole thing about not 
being a “good girl”. . . . I wouldn’t change my mind about morality 
and modesty and sex outside of marriage.

Besides losing weight, I was told that I had to change what I did 
off the ice in order to make it in the skating world. I was encour-
aged to “go out,” stop playing Christian music during my practice 
sessions, and act more like people my age. But all the people my age 
were spending their nights drinking and crawling out of bedroom 
windows at odd hours of the morning. I wasn’t naïve; I knew very 
well what they wanted me to be—and I couldn’t be that person. So 
I was determined to adhere only to their demand that I lose weight. 

There were days when I couldn’t focus. When I wasn’t skating, 
I worked full time at the rink, cleaning the building or doing book-
work. As I stared at the pages in front of me or grasped the mop, I felt 
like every ounce of strength had been drained from my body. I was 
weak. It didn’t seem worth it to starve myself like this, but what op-
tion did I have?

I don’t have an eating disorder, I told myself. I ate super-healthy, 
low-fat foods and worked out every day. I was doing this the right 
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way. When I stopped having my monthly period, I knew I had lost a 
good percentage of body fat and I rejoiced in not having to deal with 
PMS. But my body wasn’t rejoicing at all.

I have never been as physically tired as I was then. That was bad 
enough. But it was the emotional and mental fatigue that would 
leave a horrid impression on my mind for years to come. The cycle 
never stopped: the worry, the tightness, the panic. I’d lose the weight 
and somehow gain it back. Then I’d lose it again. I was never not on 
a diet. 

 †
I remember the day like it was yesterday. I even remember what 

I was wearing (gray sweatpants with a pink stripe down the legs and 
a Montana sweatshirt, in case you were wondering). I don’t remem-
ber much of my skating lesson that morning; I’m not sure what we 
worked on. But I will never forget what my coach 
said to me as we walked away from the rink: 

“You will never find a skating partner 
because of the way you look.” 

The horror of the last eight months went 
through my mind—the nightmare inside my 
head that had become so familiar to me; the way 
my body ached with weakness and frailty; the 
mornings I spent with an upset stomach due to my worrying; the 
condemning looks when I put a piece of food to my mouth. 

The next thing I remember was calling my mom.

 †
I didn’t want to acknowledge that I had a problem. But under-

neath, I really did know that there was a lot wrong with the way I was 
treating my body, my mind, and my heart. I wanted to believe that 
I was serving God with my skating, but the truth was that my body 
image had become my idol. It consumed every waking moment and 
determined my mood every day. Of course I’d pray about it, but I was 
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dead set on looking perfect so I could get an ice-dancing partner and 
climb the competitive ranks. 

And that was only the half of it—in the ensuing years of profes-
sional show skating, the accompanying issues of being a good girl 
would take center stage, with the constant pressure to dress and 
skate in seductive ways. (More on this later!)

I’m twenty-four now . . . and healthy. A funny thing happened: 
when I finally stopped dieting and stopped listening to the world’s 
messages, my body healed, my heart healed, and I was led to a new 
and fulfilling life. When I think about those years, especially that 
first year of training and living on my own, I feel a strange sense 
of gratitude. I don’t know how I ever broke free of that cycle of self-
destruction. Actually, I do know—it was by the grace of a God who 
loves me and a family that spoke truth to me when no one else did. 

 †
The pervasive message to conform to what the world told me I 

should be created the most trying times of my life. That message re-
mains all around us. It may be difficult to recognize the message 
that our popular culture sends us. It may not be as obvious as what 
my coaches said to me, but the world and our culture shout out from 
all sides and whisper right next to us. Sometimes we don’t hear the 
messages because we’ve grown up inside of them and to us they 
sound normal! Think about the movies, music, television programs, 
advertising, celebrities, and role models of today. All of these things 
and people portray to us how the typical girl behaves, talks, and 
thinks—they create an image of what a girl or woman is. 

But what if much of what we believe about ourselves, who we 
should be, what our lives should be, our purpose on earth, and our 
relationships is false? What if God’s message to us is starkly differ-
ent from the one we thought was true?

 †
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I’m a coach now too. And I recognize the impact of cultural mes-
sages on my girls’ faces because I’ve been there! They struggle with 
the same struggles I was confronted with—am confronted with. I tell 
them, and I’ll tell you: You don’t have to be “like that” to make it. You 
don’t have to be “like that” to be worth something. You don’t have to 
be “like that” to be happy. There is freedom and peace and healing in 
the message of God, and He wants you to hear it and believe it with 
every ounce of your being. 

If you’ve experienced some of the things I went through or 
you’ve seen others go through them, if your heart has ached for 
something or you’ve wondered why you long, hurt, and dream in 
this crazy, messy (and rather confusing) world, then walk with me as 
we witness how this God of ours speaks a message that will change 
everything.
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C h a p T e r  o n e 

“Be like This”

Who Are You?

Seems like a strange question, doesn’t it? But hasn’t it bounced 
around in your brain like a Ping-Pong ball? Although it appears 

to be a simple and obvious question, the answer can be the most un-
known thing of all. 

Who are you?

When we’re born, we are given a name and a Social Security 
number. These attributes and a few others are recorded on official 

cph.org



G o d l y  a n d  G i r l y

14

C h a p t e r  o n e 

documents and are delivered to our parents or guardians. These 
pieces of paper serve as documents stating who we are. They iden-
tify us. But you could stare long and hard at them and never figure 
out who you really are. (You could also try closing your eyes, chant-
ing some special words, and looking deep inside yourself . . . and see 
nothing.) Contrary to popular belief, we can’t figure out who we are 
on our own. We need an outside source to tell us who we are. 

I think we all know that, whether or not we consciously think 
about it. As humans, and especially as girls, we are constantly seek-
ing something or someone that can clearly deliver the answer we 
crave. You may not be walking around your school or the mall or 
downtown with a clipboard and questionnaire asking “PLEASE, CAN 
YOU TELL ME WHO I AM?” in big bold letters, but you probably have 
asked yourself a few of these questions:

 † What makes me important? 

 † Who out there is like me? 

 † What can I change about myself so I’m more like 
others?

 † Does anyone think I’m pretty?

 † How do I know how I’m supposed to feel or what I’m 
supposed to do?

 † When will I be complete?

 † Will anyone ever want me?

As girls, we yearn to be accepted, and we desperately want to 
fit in this busy and crazy world . . . so we look for answers. And we 
don’t have to look far because there is a constant stream of messages 
flowing our way from every direction. It’s as if the world is shouting 
at us with bright neon signs and flashing arrows, “All right, girl, you 
wanna know who you should be? Step right up and let me show you!! 
Be like this . . .” 
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This constant barrage of worldly messages answers all of our 
questions. 

Or so it seems.

 †
Maybe you are like me and didn’t notice that there was a lot 

wrong with you until someone (un)kindly pointed it out to you. Or 
perhaps you woke up one day and suddenly saw for yourself that you 
didn’t fit the mold of perfection. Maybe you have always felt second-
rate. 

Regardless of how you arrived at this place, the world is ready to 
help transform you into a different you. But what the world—with its 
neon lights, flashy arrows, and constant messages—doesn’t tell you 
is that its answers are all lies.

Be like This: Body Image

I’ve long been in the habit of writing out my prayers to God. I 
have stacks and stacks of journals—most are colorful spiral-bound 
notebooks—filled with page after page of longhand. Occasionally, I 
pick up an old notebook and flip through it. If you were to look at 
the entries of my teen and young adult years, you’d find that among 
these pages of prayers are scattered skating notes and food diaries—
the fabric of my life. My struggle would be present on the pages, ap-
parent with every word. 

Sunday, October, 27, 2007

Many things weigh my heart this night; one is eating away at 
me—and Lord, how it hurts. A problem I’ve tried to push away, 
tried to reason, tried to give to You, but it comes and nags at me 
until I’m emotionally exhausted. To some it must seem so silly—
but to me it engulfs me and is so horribly real. It’s so pressing; 
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I feel it wants to crush me. And Lord, I don’t know how to deal 
with it.

My weight, Lord, my “look”—the “look.” 

Could my coach be right in saying no one will skate with me be-
cause of how I look? No. But then, why does all this haunt me? 
Everyone is telling me that to fit in with competitive ice dancers I 
must be thinner . . . achieve the “look.” I must lose “mass.” 

Then there are the questions. Do I fight against it and break the 
mold? Do I just lose a little? Do I go all out? Can my body handle 
that?

Why must my image be defined by how big my butt is or how 
thick my thighs are? Will people look at me on the ice and see tal-
ent and Your gift, or will they merely see potential if “she slims 
down”? Am I the only dancer who exists that looks like me? Will 
anyone accept me? 

I feel brainwashed, Lord. The media, the coaches, the people all 
around. How come I can’t look at any girl without comparing my 
body to hers? How come I feel I must stare the mirror down until 
I see thinness? How come I despise my own self? 

There’s an image in my mind and I think I’ll only be a good skater 
if I look like that perfect, flawless image. Lord, I’m a perfection-
ist, but I’m having a hard time finding perfection in me.

It didn’t stop there. Years after I left competitive and show skat-
ing, the struggle clung to me. Even now it comes and plays havoc on 
my mind, and I wonder if my worth will change with every number 
on the bathroom scale. Although I don’t look to coaches anymore, 
I find myself looking to others for validation about how my body 
looks and if I’m desirable. If I find out a guy thinks I look good—then 
wow, am I a happy camper! But if I feel ugly, or my curly hair has a 
little more frizz than curl, or if I just feel heavier that day—then I can 
barely hold in my fear, and that cycle of hating myself comes knock-
ing on my door. 
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