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“No one can tell you who you are. It doesn’t matter who your parents are or where you come from; you’re the only one who gets to decide who you’re going to be. Few people can demonstrate that better than Julie Ziglar Norman. The daughter of one of America’s most well-known and loved motivators, Julie found God where most of us do: somewhere in between the lofty ideal we’re told about and the big mess we often make of our lives.”

—DAVE RAMSEY, New York Times best-selling author and nationally syndicated radio host

“Julie Ziglar Norman continues the family legacy of sharing answers for those who are searching for the truth. In Growing Up Ziglar: A Daughter’s Broken Path from Heartache to Hope, Julie’s own search for truth will inspire and enlighten you. Her hard-earned words contain a clarity and purpose that are surely welcome in today’s world.”

—ANDY ANDREWS, New York Times best-selling author of The Noticer and The Traveler’s Gift

“Julie has truly lived EVERY WOMAN’S story. What she shares is real life. What she reveals is real truth. What she offers is real freedom! You CANNOT walk away with just one—it is a book that MUST be gifted to all of the women in your life!”

—KATHLEEN D. MAILER, Founder/Editor-in-Chief of Today’s Businesswoman Magazine and author of Prepare to Prosper: Taking Your Business to a Higher Level

“Julie Ziglar Norman’s masterful memoir will take you on a journey beneath the surface and underneath the shadow of her famous father’s larger-than-life persona. With frank honesty, her story shows the love and support she found there, as well as the pressure she spent her life trying to ease. Her personal revelations will not only allow you to see inside the Ziglar family but will give you insight into your own. You’ll leave these pages and Julie’s story with a clearer view of yourself, your loved ones, and, most importantly, your God.”

—PRISCILLA SHIRER, Bible teacher and author

“In this extremely raw and transparent recording of the powerful story of experience and lessons of Julie Ziglar Norman, you will see that deep down, we all go through valleys. I rarely endorse books, but because I truly believe that many will be transformed through this one...I say... read it.”

—NICK VUJICIC, motivational speaker and founder of Life Without Limbs

“There’s nothing like living in that sweet place of God’s grace, mercy, and love, escaping our self-imposed prison of regret and shame. Julie Ziglar Norman’s brave testimony shines with the magnificent light of God, a light that seems to burn brighter with every chapter she writes and every personal error of judgment she reveals. God is more efficient in the restore and renew process than any counselor or friend could possibly be, though He may use a counselor or friend along the way. There’s been no book that describes that process as succinctly as Growing up Ziglar: A Daughter’s Broken Path from Heartache to Hope. Thank you, Julie!”

—REBECCA SNELL, Cofounder of The Bonded Family

“Transparency and humility are incredibly refreshing gifts—to the one exuding them as well as those witnessing them. A companionship, great hope, and comforting peace are experienced on both sides, in a way that offers palpable healing. Through the pages of Growing Up Ziglar you’re sure to fall in love with, and have great respect for, Julie Ziglar Norman. Better still, as I’m certain is her reason for writing this book, no matter your past choices or current circumstances, you’ll be inspired to make the right choices and be the best you!”

—DENISE TAYLOR, author of Heavenly Birth: A Mother’s Journey. A Daughter’s Legacy, inspirational speaker, and creator of the We GET To Foundation

“There are two axioms that Julie proves true in offering faith, hope, and love in Growing Up Ziglar: A Daughter’s Broken Path from Heartache to Hope: ‘A troubled faith is better than no faith at all’ and ‘Trouble handled rightly honors God.’ Julie Ziglar Norman lives out both beautifully in this incredibly transparent story of God’s grace and love. Every person who has ever fallen and failed will be encouraged to get back up and be their best after reading this book!”

—DR. DWIGHT “IKE” REIGHARD, Lead Pastor, Piedmont Church, www.PiedmontChurch.tv

“Growing Up Ziglar: A Daughter’s Broken Journey from Heartache to Hope is the most honest, inspiring, and encouraging book you’ll read this year. Its life lessons will make you laugh, cry, think, and soar!”

—DAVE ANDERSON, President of Learn To Lead and author of How to Lead by THE BOOK

“Growing Up Ziglar… I have never read a book where the author was more transparent and willing to share the real journey of their life. Julie has opened a door for us to see how the love of God can heal and transform the brokenness of our hearts and lives. I wept at the pain and laughed out loud at her great sense of humor. I believe that this book is a beautiful example that can encourage women to discover that they can live free of shame and truly be forgiven. Thank you, Julie, for sharing your incredible heart with the world.”

—MARY A. MICHEL, CEO/Founder of Journey of the Heart Ministries/Center of Hope www.journeyoftheheart.org

“Once in a great while a book comes along that not only touches your heart but also pierces the soul. Growing Up Ziglar is such a book. Julie Ziglar Norman opens her life to public view, and the result is a powerful, inspiring, and nurturing adventure of faith. Every woman should read this book!”

—TONY JEARY, executive coach and author of Strategic Acceleration

“Julie Ziglar Norman is a personal friend of mine and a precious person refined by the very grace and power of God into His image. While the great motivator, Zig Ziglar, is her daddy, Jesus Christ is her Father. This book tells the story of how both have helped shape her life. Her story will touch your heart and soothe your soul, leaving you with complete confidence that God is loving and forgiving and that He can and will heal those who seek Him.”

—BETH CHAPMAN, Alabama’s 51st Secretary of State

“Practical, honest, powerful! This is a very good book. The insights of Julie Ziglar Norman are an empowering dose of genuine responsibility and truth for all believers. Readers will be challenged to move through personal facades toward the bedrock of what separates us from Christ. Then each is encouraged to choose His freedom.”

—KIM MEEDER, Founder of Crystal Peaks Youth Ranch, best-selling author, and speaker

“Julie Ziglar’s book Growing Up Ziglar is a first-person testimonial to the redemption and restoration our great God gives to His children through all the experiences of our lives. This book is for everyone, and especially for women who have made choices they regret and wondered if they could ever be free from the pain of those decisions. Julie’s own experience points us to a God who lives to forgive and heal—everything.”

—MELINDA DELAHOYDE, President of CareNet

“Julie Ziglar Norman’s Growing Up Ziglar could easily be called Trans-Parent or Confessions of a Successful Christian. Those who read this masterpiece will realize that being successful includes sin, struggles, and strife. Failing is just part of L.I.F.E. and Julie’s transparency will stun you, startle you, and strengthen you. In an era where authenticity, originality, and being transparent are preached but not always practiced, Julie’s book unveils the truth in a tell-all fashion that will surprise you. Prepare to read cover to cover with your mouth wide open!”

—MICHAEL J. MAHER, Founder of The Generosity Generation and national best-selling author of ((7L)) The Seven Levels of Communication.
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DEDICATION

To my children, DeDe Galindo, James E. Norman, Jenni Haecker, Amey Fair, Winnie Beth Norman, and Robert Curtis Norman, the truest gifts of love a mother can know. I thank God for each one of you, for the way your life has shaped mine and the blessings I have experienced because God saw fit to make you mine.

To my parents, Jean and Zig Ziglar, the absolute best parents in the world. I am proud to be your daughter. Thank you for loving me when I was not listening and for standing by me through the consequences.

And to my husband, Jim Norman, the man who makes my heart sing and overwhelms me with his love so deep and complete. You go out of your way to create an environment that allows me to be all that God wants me to be. I hope I do the same for you. Together, we are able to serve God better than we ever could separately, and I’m looking forward to doing exactly that for all our days ahead.
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For over a quarter of a century I lived every day with regret, shame, guilt, grief, pain, and a deep, underlying depression. I was exhausted from hurting and tired of running from the memory and magnitude of what I’d done and the life I’d been living. As the daughter of the motivator’s motivator, Zig Ziglar, I knew that I needed to be positive and that “negative thinking” would just make things worse.

So I gathered up all of my negative self-talk—the disgust, self-loathing, anger, bitterness, resentment, guilt, and shame—and squashed it down deep inside where it couldn’t seep out and ruin the bright and practiced smile I presented to the world.

My thought life was like a war zone. The negative, self-degrading words that dominated my thinking battled daily with the positive, uplifting words of encouragement my father taught from the platform and in his many books. One thing I knew for sure, I was positive I was miserable!

Many people know a little something about my father being a motivational and inspirational icon, and they don’t expect a child who had the obvious advantages of growing up with a loving, positive, encouraging father and mother to have made such a mess of her life. My double life as a secret misfit and an outward overachiever was a living lie, but it has led me to a life of transparency and the topics of repentance, restoration, and becoming your best you. My parents fully support my transparency, and their unwavering love for me is a blessing I thank God for daily.

For most of my life I heard my father say, “You have to be the right kind of person to succeed in life. You have to be before you can do. You have to do before you can have.” I didn’t understand what it meant to BE the “RIGHT KIND” of person until I was well into my fourth decade of living. Today I know that it is impossible to fully achieve what my father teaches without surrendering your life to God. It is only through God’s power that man can overcome his selfish, self-destructive ways and become someone who can glorify God and praise Him in all things.

More than anything I want to help people who struggle with feeling that they can’t come to Jesus until they become perfect. The notion that you have to be good and make all the right choices to be loved by God keeps countless numbers of people from the most astounding, uplifting, incredible relationship available to mankind. I didn’t understand grace when I was first saved, and when I fell back into sin I thought Jesus would never have me back because I betrayed Him and let Him down. Now I know the sweetness of complete surrender, and I want everybody to know Jesus on that level.

The readers with whom I hope to resonate intuitively “know” that God is the answer to their problems, but they feel unworthy of Him because they don’t understand His grace. Some have never been to church, others have given up on going to church where they feel the absolute worst of all, but many are sitting in churches feeling less than, apart from, and undeserving of a relationship with Jesus and those who sit around them. They have prayed for forgiveness and rededicated their lives to Jesus innumerable times, and yet they are stuck, feeling unforgiven and unworthy of His love. So they exercise their freedom of choice and do another “this will make me feel better” compulsive behavior. I have firsthand knowledge that this tentative, one step forward and two steps back Christianity leads to fence-straddling misery.

The purpose I feel God has given me is found in 2 Corinthians 1:3–4: “Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies and God of all comfort, who comforts us in all our tribulation, that we may be able to comfort those who are in any trouble, with the comfort with which we ourselves are comforted by God” (NKJV).

I believe God wants me to be completely transparent so that I can comfort others with the same comfort that God has extended to me. It is my prayer that what I share with you in this book will encourage you to know God, to serve and live for Him in ways you never thought possible—ways that are not possible without a deep and abiding relationship with Him. My heart is for you to KNOW HIM!


CHAPTER ONE

AVAILABLE, WILLING, AND OBEDIENT
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THE COMMAND I COULDN’T IGNORE

That hot Sunday morning in the waning days of the summer of 2005 started out like so many others. Six years earlier, my husband, Jim, and I had moved from the bustling suburbs of the Dallas/Ft. Worth Metroplex to the sleepy little town of Alvord, Texas. It had taken some time and lots of visiting, but we’d found a church we loved, and we treasured all thirty of the regular attendees. We enjoyed knowing, really knowing, everyone in the fellowship, so it didn’t seem unusual when my friend Missy pulled me aside as soon as we walked into the church foyer.

It was unusual when Missy began telling me about a dream she’d had the night before. Our church would be considered conservative by most, and what I was about to hear was not an ordinary discussion—even among our most colorful attendees!—but I was riveted in place because I’d just that very week finished a personal Bible study about God speaking to people through dreams in biblical times.

Missy said she didn’t know what the dream meant, but it was made clear in her dream that she was to tell me, “You are to do the thing you’ve been asked to do, and God can’t use you fully until you’ve done it.”

I could feel my heart pounding, and it seemed to beat faster with every word Missy spoke. I knew immediately to what she was referring, and with an inward groan I recalled the terse conversation with my sister and my refusal to even consider her unthinkable request. I thanked Missy for telling me and assured her I understood what her dream meant…but I wasn’t about to tell her any of the sordid details. A distinct feeling of impending doom washed over me. The doors were about to be flung wide open on the very thing I’d been secretly dreading for over a quarter of a century. Vivid, unwelcome memories crowded in as my practiced denial fell by the wayside. My past had finally caught up with me.

I’M POSITIVE I’M MISERABLE

It is hard for some people to believe that a daughter of motivational icon Zig Ziglar and his famous “Redhead,” Jean Abernathy Ziglar, would have any problems at all. People ask me all the time what it was like “growing up Ziglar.” Then they launch into guessing how it might have been growing up with the world’s greatest motivator for a father. They don’t realize that the daddy I grew up with was a traveling salesman. I’ll admit, he was an extremely optimistic, happy, enthusiastic salesman, and he was teaching positive thinking (at home and in the sales field) by the time I was a teenager, but he was not famous or even very well known on the national level until I was about eighteen years old.

In our family home, negative words like stupid, dumb, idiot, and hate, or any hurtful combination of words, were not allowed. I’m quite sure my little friends thought I was from a different planet when I’d say someone was “less than bright,” or “not the sharpest knife in the drawer.”

If I was sick and you asked how I felt, I wouldn’t say I felt bad—no, I’d say I felt “less than good.” If I sprained my wrist and you tried to comfort me, I’d tell you all about how grateful I was because a sprained wrist is so much better than a broken arm. Nothing got credit for being what it was, and negative attitudes were discussed and adjusted. While I am truly grateful that I learned how to minimize problems instead of maximize them, when the bigger, tougher issues of life began to happen, I put them behind me so quickly I never fully processed or even acknowledged what had happened. I just moved on and hoped for the best.

I was taught to look for the good in everything, but trying to find a way to express negative feelings with positive words could get pretty frustrating at times. It was in one of those moments during my teen years that I proclaimed I would one day write a book titled I’m Positive I’m Miserable. I had no way of knowing that I’d ultimately have more than enough material to fill several volumes under that title.

When Dad’s speaking career began to take off, it took off in a big way, especially in our hometown of Dallas, Texas, thanks in large part to the endorsement and support of the late Mary Kay Ash of Mary Kay Cosmetics. When Dad’s notoriety increased, I became acutely aware of trying to protect his public image. I had a lot of challenges as a teenager and young adult, and I realized I was making choices that weren’t consistent with what Dad was teaching. I never wanted to cause him embarrassment, so I did my best to keep people from finding out he was my father. When that wasn’t possible, I found myself living life with two faces. On the outside I was positive. On the inside I was miserable.

By the time my friend Missy told me about her dream, I was fifty years old and at a point in life where I had made great progress toward being more positive than miserable—at least in the areas I was willing to face. I shouldn’t have been surprised that God wanted me to dig into my past and deal with the hurts and shame that survived just below the everyday level of consciousness. I had experienced firsthand that God didn’t want me to settle for less than His best in my relationships. I was about to learn the full extent of God’s handiwork, the intricate details that had been set in motion years before, and the length to which He would go to draw me into an intimate relationship with Him.

THE EDITOR

Full circle, as I understand it, is when you find yourself back at the starting place and realize that a seemingly insignificant act or incident profoundly altered the course of your life. Until my life went full circle, I had no idea what made me decide to enter the Guideposts Writers Workshop Contest in 1992. I grew up reading the little spiritual magazine of encouragement that the late Dr. Norman Vincent Peale and his late wife, Ruth Stafford Peale, started in 1945. After I left home, my mother gave me a subscription of my own every year for Christmas—a wonderful tradition she continues to this very day.

Through the years I often poured over the announcement about entering the biannual Guideposts Writers Workshop Contest, so I knew winners went to Rye, New York, for a week of intensive training on how to write an inspirational story. I also knew that I’d had a Guideposts-type experience on my job at Ross Downs, the Thoroughbred training track where I worked in the mideighties. I sent my story in just before the deadline and completely forgot about it until I received a letter stating that I had been chosen as one of the fifteen winners that year. I was stunned. Though I had entered, I had no expectations of winning, and my disbelief demanded I reread the letter several times before I called my husband to share the good news.

The workshop experience was electrifying. I learned volumes about inspirational writing in that short space of time, but it was an offhand remark and the explanation that followed that would dictate the next two decades of my life. Elizabeth and John Sherrill, best-selling coauthors of Corrie ten Boom’s The Hiding Place and Pastor David Wilkerson’s The Cross and the Switchblade, as well as longtime roving editors for Guideposts magazine, happened to be two of my writers’ workshop teachers. They both commented that I was a natural editor, and the discussion that followed went into depth about what makes a good editor good. When I got back to Texas, I relayed to my dad all the high points of the trip, and as an afterthought, I told him what the Sherrills had said about my editing skills.

Dad said the news about my editing ability was particularly interesting information since he just happened to need an editor for his next book, Over the Top! I started working for Dad immediately, and over the next twenty years I edited or revised twenty-seven of my father’s thirty books. In 2009 we coauthored Embrace the Struggle: Living Life on Life’s Terms. The circumstances surrounding that book changed all of our lives.

THE FALL

Alarm is what I felt when I saw my parents’ phone number light up the caller ID screen at 10:30 p.m. on March 7, 2007. They never called us that late. Sure enough, Mom’s strained voice confirmed my fears, and I began pulling on clothes as she filled me in on the details. Dad had fallen down the entire length of the staircase in their home. He hit his head on the marble floor and then slammed headfirst into the front door. He’d been knocked out cold but regained consciousness shortly after the paramedics arrived. Mom said Dad was being taken by ambulance to the local hospital. I told her I was on the way, and within a matter of minutes I’d pulled out of my garage to begin the seventy-five-mile trip to the hospital.

When I arrived, I discovered my mother on a gurney in the emergency room hallway. THAT was not what I expected! The stress of the situation had caused Mom’s heart to race out of control, and she’d become a patient herself. She told me my sister Cindy was in the examining room with Daddy and that they were waiting on the results of his CT scan. At the very least they expected to hold Dad overnight for observation. Mom had been given medication to slow her heart rate, and she was supposed to stay quiet and as calm as possible until it had a chance to work.

Within a few hours we had the bad news. Dad had two brain bleeds, and the next several hours would reveal the rest of the story. Mom’s heart wasn’t responding to the medication, and they were keeping her overnight as well. So, with the exception of my younger brother Tom—who was on vacation and trying to get back to Dallas as quickly as possible—there we were, shaking our heads at how quickly life can change.

My sister and I kept a close watch over Mom and Dad all night. Fortunately, the observation rooms had an adjoining door so Cindy and I switched rooms occasionally so we could each assess how we thought our parents were responding to their treatment.

Within a dozen hours Dad started repeating himself. His short-term memory was obviously affected, but we weren’t too concerned. We’d seen that exact behavior when I’d had a serious concussion several years earlier, and my repetitiveness cleared up completely after three or four days.

By midmorning Mom’s heart rate had returned to normal and she was released. Dad, however, was admitted to the hospital, and it was apparent he would be staying awhile. Overnight he’d developed vertigo, and the short-term memory loss was substantial. His brain bleeds and the potential for brain swelling had to be monitored closely.

Dad’s biggest concern was what he’d do about upcoming speaking engagements if the doctor wouldn’t release him from the hospital. He said he felt fine and was ready to go home, but it was obvious—at least for the moment—that Dad wouldn’t be able to give one-, two-, or three-hour-long speeches, much less eight-hour talks like he had in the past. At times his memory was shorter than three minutes long. If something didn’t change, and change quickly, we knew Dad’s speaking career might be over.

My brother Tom, who is the CEO of our family-owned business, made it to the hospital and immediately canceled Dad’s speaking engagements for the following week. When Tom explained Dad’s short-term memory loss and his vertigo as the reasons for the cancellations, Peter Lowe, the owner of the Get Motivated Seminars where Dad spoke regularly, wisely suggested that possibly Dad could make future engagements by sitting down and using an interview format.

Dad was released from the hospital a few days later, and the doctors told him to take a “wait and see” attitude. Sometimes, as the brain heals, the swelling goes down and the memory improves; sometimes it doesn’t. In Dad’s case there was no improvement, but there was no keeping him off the road either. Dad totally embraced the idea of having Peter interview him onstage.

Peter did the first few interviews, then Tom asked either Krish Dhanam or Bryan Flanagan to accompany Dad onstage. Krish and Bryan are wonderful speakers in their own right who have both worked with our company for years and know Dad’s material very well.

Four months later, at Dad’s final “Born to Win Seminar,” a self-improvement training event that he’d put on in Dallas for several decades, our family ended the seminar by telling our favorite stories about Daddy. Jay Hellwig, the husband of our top salesperson, noticed that the crowd was particularly responsive to the stories I told about Daddy and the interaction we had. Jay said it was obvious that I would be the best person to interview my father onstage. I had no idea that both Bryan and Krish struggled mightily when they had to interrupt and redirect Dad during an interview. He’d been their boss for so many years and they esteemed him so highly, it felt disrespectful to interrupt him. In their desire to help Dad, our company, and our family, they did as we asked without complaint, but when Jay made his suggestion, everyone readily agreed it would be a good solution.

The very next week my brother asked me if I would be willing to interview Dad at the big Get Motivated Seminars. I didn’t hesitate when I said yes. I didn’t stop to question if I might get nervous or if I could even speak in front of huge auditoriums full of people. I didn’t consider if I would like a job that took me out of town over thirty weeks of the year or if I could handle both the speaking assignments and my editing job. I had long ago made the decision that I would be available, willing, and obedient to do the things my heavenly Father put in front of me to be done.

The decision was simple for me because I had been blessed to learn from Pastor Gene Smith that I didn’t have to go looking for my purpose or even wonder what it might be. He explained that God was quite big enough to put my purpose directly in front of me AND handle the details. All I had to do was be available, willing, and obedient, and accept the assignment. Of course, this assignment—as far out of my comfort zone as it was—could in no way compare to the anguished path that Missy’s dream, almost two years earlier, had set before me.


CHAPTER TWO

I NEVER WANTED THIS!
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THE ACCIDENTAL SPEAKER

Even though I wasn’t particularly looking forward to being onstage, I was excited about being able to travel with my mom and dad to all of the speaking engagements. It had been my prayer for a few years that I would find a way to spend more time with them. After all, Dad was in his eighties and Mom wasn’t far behind.

Every time Daddy asked when I was going to come see him, I’d ask him when he was going to quit writing books! Dad has a habit of signing “three-book deals,” where he commits to deliver three books to the publisher in a predetermined amount of time. From the first moment I began editing for him, my life has been defined by book deadlines. The more Daddy wrote, the less time I had to go see him. Helping him onstage meant that I’d be editing his books on the road, but we’d get to have meals together, and spending that time with my parents was a big perk. That was the upside.

For me, there was also a definite downside. Never in my life had I considered being a public speaker. It simply hadn’t crossed my mind. Dad was the speaker. Interviewing Dad on stage was just me helping him continue to do what he loved—encourage others—and nothing more…right?

THE SPEECH TEACHER

Actually, if I’d had any desire to become a speaker, it would have been squelched the first time I tried speaking. Back in the fall of 1970, when I was a sophomore at Richardson High School in Richardson, Texas, I thought it’d be fun to sign up for speech class and learn a little bit of what my dad did for a living. There were about twenty-five students in the class, and our teacher didn’t waste any time getting us started.

The first speaking assignment, if I’m remembering this correctly, required us to speak for three minutes. I don’t recall what the topic was, but I do remember that several students spoke before I did. The quality of performances varied from great to awful. Some went over the time limit; some went under the time limit. One guy froze and had trouble getting out his first line. With relief I finished my speech, confident that I had stopped talking right on the three-minute mark, hadn’t stuttered, mispronounced any words, or messed up in any discernible way.

At the next speech class our teacher returned our handwritten speeches with the grades boldly written in red and circled at the top of the page. As she handed them out, she’d call a name and announce the grade: “Barbara Green, A; Jill Williams, A-plus; Robbie Mathis, B-plus.”

I was getting excited because I knew I’d done better than some of the people who were getting As. Then the teacher’s voice rang out: “Julie Ziglar, C-minus.” I was in shock, and even my classmates were stunned. Hanging jaws and wide, round eyes were proof of the level of disbelief that permeated the classroom. Even the guy who spoke only half of the allotted time got a higher grade than I did.

After class I waited for everyone to leave and told the teacher I didn’t understand why she’d given me a C-minus. I said I thought I’d done well and I named a few people who had gotten higher grades but had fallen short in areas I did not. In my mind I can still see her sitting there at the desk, her hair pulled back into the tight bun she knotted up daily, lips tightly pursed. She adjusted her glasses, daintily cleared her throat, and said in a tone I’d never heard before and haven’t heard since, “I happen to know who your father is, and I expect more from you!”

The teacher’s little speech was not exactly what I would call motivational. I felt defeated before I’d even begun. I had done my best, and understood immediately that I was doomed! I don’t know what made her think that the ability to get up in front of a room full of people and speak well was hereditary. I was only fifteen years old, and even I knew that wasn’t how it worked!

THE FIRST INTERVIEW

Thirty-seven years spanned the time between my disastrous speech class and my first appearance with Dad on the big stage. It happened in Washington, DC, on Thursday, September 6, 2007. Hannah Newlin looked over her shoulder at me as she led my mom, dad, sister Cindy, and me to the green room in the Verizon Center.

“Would you like to take a look at the stage and see how the auditorium is set up so you’ll know what to expect?” she asked.

Her question nearly threw me. I’d been trusting God and taking my thoughts captive since the minute I’d agreed to interview Dad on the Get Motivated platform. I was fully aware that eighteen thousand people were already in their seats and the majority of them had come specifically to see my father. I didn’t need to look past the drawn black curtains to see them. I could hear their foot-stompin’, hand-clapping, roaring cheers as they rooted for their pick in the dance contest for the free trip to Disney World. The very air in the Verizon Center was shaking with excitement, and I steadfastly held my thoughts in check. I refused to even imagine what it must look like from the stage. I knew in my heart I’d be fine, I’d be safe. God was in control—and I was with my daddy, after all. Nothing feels safer than being with your father, right?

Less than an hour later, Dad stepped up on that stage with me right behind him. Fireworks erupted all around us and Dad’s biggest fans jumped to their feet, clapping, whistling, and yelling, “We love you, Zig!” I helped Dad get settled in his seat and started the introduction that I would make over one hundred times in front of over one million people in the four years that were to follow.

I’d take my seat next to Dad and start the interview with the two most frequently asked questions: “How old is Zig now?” and “Does he have any plans to retire?” We’d speak for twenty-five minutes and we never covered the same thing twice! Dad has so many stories and has taught on every topic from selling, to marriage, to raising positive kids, to surviving grief and finding Jesus. I never knew what might come up. I asked the same questions and was amazed at how many different answers applied. Every once in a while, Dad would double back and start to repeat himself; I would put my hand on his knee and say, “Dad, we’ve already covered that one pretty thoroughly.”

“I know that, Little One,” Dad would reply, using his pet name for me. Then he’d point out at the audience and quip, “But I was watching and those two men right there in the second row were not listening, so I thought I’d better say it again!” The audience would erupt in laughter, and Dad would wait patiently for the laughter to die down a little, then he would say something to the effect of, “I have a brilliant memory, it’s just very short!” and the crowd would roar with laughter again. Dad could always pull it out of the hat with his quick wit.

STARTING WITH A BANG

Those first two weeks Dad and I spoke in front of more people than many speakers address in a lifetime! Between the Washington, DC, venue and two venues in Dallas, Texas, we appeared before over sixty thousand people. It was difficult for me to take it all in. One thing was for sure: none of it had anything to do with me, and I had done nothing to make it happen.

I started getting encouraging phone calls from friends when they found out I was speaking with Dad at the Get Motivated Seminars. The first call came from Marilyn Henderson, a good friend of mine from Tennessee. She was so excited when she called that I had a hard time understanding her at first. She told me that she got goose bumps when she read that I was speaking with my father. “God has been preparing you for this,” Marilyn exclaimed. “You are ready!”

I was amazed and couldn’t grasp the enormity of what she said. No matter what Marilyn stated, I had a comeback or excuse for why that couldn’t be so. I wasn’t really speaking; I was interviewing Dad, and that was a lot different than giving a speech. And my top-of-the-list reason? I didn’t want this to be my future…when Dad didn’t need my help anymore, I would be done with speaking. I would be done with editing and writing. At last I would get to be “Super Mammaw” to my twelve grandchildren. That had long been my plan for when Dad quit writing.

Finally, Marilyn announced, “Mark my words. You will be carrying your father’s legacy forward. Mark my words.”

With a degree of trepidation, I hid her words in my heart and watched tentatively for signs that Marilyn could be right. I really struggled to believe what she said…after all, I knew where I came from and what secrets lay buried there. My past was nothing like my father’s.


CHAPTER THREE

JUST BE

[image: Image]

“WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME YOUR FATHER IS ZIG ZIGLAR?”

These days my last name is Norman, so I can go months—even years—before people discover who my father is. I prefer people get to know me before they do find out, in case that knowledge might skew their perception of me. Not that Dad’s reputation would ever hurt me…I just don’t want to be treated differently because of my father’s fame.

I’ve actually had people I’ve known for a while get upset when they found out my father is Zig Ziglar. “Why didn’t you tell me your father is Zig Ziglar?” they demand. “You didn’t tell me who your daddy is,” I retort. And then they say, “Yeah—but my daddy isn’t Zig Ziglar!”

It hasn’t always been that way. When my father was a professional salesman, nobody made much of a fuss over him. As far back as I can remember, Dad was always selling something. When I was very small I was unaware of the different products he sold, but I was aware of his travels. Daddy was often on the road from Monday morning until late Friday afternoon. On occasion, if he had a long way to drive to get to his territory, he’d even leave Sunday night so he could be ready to knock on doors first thing the next morning.

When Daddy was selling cookware, he used to take turns taking each one of his children on road trips with him. It was a great way for us to spend time with him individually, and—I found out recently—it allowed him to speak with the husband and wife while we played outside with their children. Dad has long taught that he most enjoys “two-fers”—two benefits for one effort. The kid entertainment system fit the bill perfectly!

THE FAULT IS MINE

I know you’ll find this difficult to believe, but there are actually some people who might pick up a book authored by the child of a famous person hoping to get the scoop, the real truth, about the celebrity parent.

It seems that the more upright and good the parent is, the more the public wants to hear bad stuff told by angry, wounded children. But guess what? The blame falls on me. You won’t hear any “dirt” from me; in fact, I well remember the day I knew that my dad could do anything!

I was about ten years old and I was cleaning my pet chipmunk’s cage on the carport outside. I had put Chicker in a shoebox and set it on the roof of my mom’s car to keep the dogs from sniffing around the box. I heard a funny pop, pop, pop noise, and turned around just in time to see the lid of that box pop off and watch helplessly as my chipmunk made a mad dash for freedom. I started yelling, “Daddy, Daddy, Chicker is loose! Get her, Daddy, get her!”

Daddy was just a few feet away washing his car, and when he heard my cries for help, he was on it! Suddenly my daddy took on the stature of a true superhero! He homed in on that chipmunk and immediately went into action! They zigged and they zagged, this way and that. Chicker would dart up a tree a little ways, and when Daddy got close she’d jump to the ground and they’d be off again. Over and over Daddy got close enough to grab the chipmunk, and she’d dart away again.

Fortunately, for Daddy and for me, our neighbors had louvered windows that happened to be open that day. Chicker ran up the side of their house, through the open window, and attached herself to the window screen. Daddy was able to reach in and grab her.

That’s when things got really exciting! Immediately Daddy started yelling, “She’s biting me! She’s biting me! Hurry! Get me something to put her in!” I raced ahead of him back to the house and ran through the door hollerin’ for something to put the chipmunk in. Mama grabbed an open, half-eaten box of vanilla wafers, and she ran to Dad as he cleared the door, holding the box out ahead of her.

Before Daddy slung that chipmunk into the box, I saw that Chicker had sunk her two front teeth clean through the fleshy underside of Dad’s thumb. Blood was running clear down to his elbow and dripping onto the floor. But what really got my attention was the way my Daddy’s fingers were curled around that chipmunk, holding her tightly enough that she couldn’t escape even if she released her tooth hold and struggled to get away. I have often thought that God held onto me in much the same way.

My father has told me many times that he has never experienced anything more painful than having that chipmunk bite through his thumb. He has spoken often of how he had to resist the temptation to violently shake that chipmunk off his hand, and though he never said it, I bet he would have liked to stomp that chipmunk a time or two after it hit the ground. Daddy’s character, his selfless desire to do the right thing for me, allowed him to get the chipmunk and save his daughter from some serious heart-break. Daddy also got the never-ending adoration of his daughter.

Often when I speak, I ask the audience to raise their hands if any of the children they so lovingly and carefully raised went out and did exactly the very thing they warned them against doing. There is always a bit of nervous laughter before the vast majority of hands go up. I then explain that I am doing the disclaimer portion of my talk, and I tell them how I have wonderful parents, but I, of my own volition, made a lot of bad choices. I want everyone to know up front that there won’t be a Zig Ziglar bashing session. My father is the right kind of person and he did his best by me; I’m the one who made my life a mess!

Sadly, from the age of thirteen to thirty that mess was so big I tried to keep it a secret that I was Zig Ziglar’s daughter. I was tremendously proud of my father, and I was horribly ashamed of the choices I was making in my life that would embarrass him if he, or anyone who knew him, found out about them. The reason I was making bad choices was because I did not yet understand one of the most foundational principles my father was teaching: you have to BE before you can DO, and you have to DO before you can HAVE.

I was stuck at “BE.” I believe I got stuck at “BE” because Dad raised me without the Instruction Manual. I am absolutely serious. Dad was a good father. He always gave it his best effort. He taught me to obey the law, tell the truth, and work hard, but he didn’t become a Christian until I was a few weeks shy of being seventeen years old. Until then, Dad couldn’t have known everything he needed to be teaching me.

I missed being raised in church. I missed being taught biblical principles and hearing Bible stories with morals. I missed being taught the importance of keeping yourself pure for marriage. I know God’s Instruction Manual, the Bible, made all the difference in the life of my little brother Tom. Tom is almost ten years younger than I; Dad raised him with the Instruction Manual, took him to church, and read him Bible stories. Tom has had a totally different life than my sisters and I, and it is most apparent in the choices he has made. I believe it is because Tom learned the “why and how” behind the rules and expectations.

Dad teaches that you have to BE the right kind of person first. These days I absolutely love talking about being the right kind of person. Finally I understand what my father’s saying means! I had to live through my twenties, thirties, and into my early forties before I began to catch on. Call me a slow learner, but every time I heard Dad say “you have to be the right kind of person,” I thought… and what is that? According to whose standards? What DOES that mean?

I am sure he explained it many times, but I was so far from being able or willing to try to be the right kind of person that I couldn’t get beyond the question of whose standards were being used to measure right and wrong.

I was stuck on my “rights” and it never occurred to me that certain life principles simply made life less complicated and easier to live. I was making a straightforward thing difficult because I was afraid I might be asked to change, do something hard, or give up something I enjoyed.

I used to congratulate myself on having an open mind. I have since learned that my mind was open by only a single, very narrow crack into which I wedged a thousand feeble excuses for not trying to be more than I already was, or the best I could be.

After so many years of being the “wrong kind” of person, I’ve discovered that when you are happy to “BE” you, when you know why you do what you do, and you feel confident that you know who you are, and Whose you are, that is joy unleashed! When you are free to be your best you—the right kind of person—you can look forward to the next day with eager anticipation instead of dread and fear. Sadly, it wasn’t always this way for me.

IT’S A DECISION

I well remember the first time I came face to face with the fact that I could make a different choice and actively do something to change my life, if only I would.

My mother actually brought this to light for me when I was in my late teens…and miserable. I called Mom on the phone to complain about my life AGAIN, when she suddenly interrupted me and said, “This is hard for me to say, but you need to know that I cannot listen to you talk about your problems anymore. When you become willing to do something to change your circumstances, let me know, and I’ll support you any way I can, but until you make that decision, I can’t hear your pain anymore. It hurts me to hear how terrible your life is, but there is absolutely nothing I can do to help you change it if you won’t do anything to change it yourself. I’ll be happy to talk about anything else any time. Let me know if you decide to make a change, and I’ll do what I can to help, but until then the topic of your misery is off limits.”

In effect, what my mother was saying was, “Julie, as long as you insist on being the victim, I can’t help you.” It was hard to hear, but I immediately understood what she meant, and it forced me to stop and look at myself. What was I doing? Why was I stuck here? Did I get something out of being unhappy and unwilling to change my circumstances? Why did I feel so powerless to change? The answers led me down a path that brought me closer and closer to BEing the best me I could be.

Mama’s startling new position motivated me to new heights! I became proactive in trying to make positive changes in my life. Instead of just blaming and complaining, I began to read how-to books on everything from relationships to total-life transformations. By golly, I had made a mess of my life, and I was going to FIX it.

Ultimately, it didn’t matter how motivated I was. As my mother requested, I kept quiet about my misery and trials while I tried everything, with the exception of God, to dig myself out of the pit I’d made. The day came when I had to make a decision to take responsibility for me and the state of my life. Though I’d like to say I made my decision after much thought and prayer, I confess that my decision was based primarily on fear. Obviously, learning how to “BE” the right kind of person was going to be a long and drawn-out process for me.
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