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Chapter 1

My Leadership Story

Climb Every Mountain

I was born in San Diego. My dad was a Coast Guard rescue pilot and my
mother was a substitute teacher. When I was three months old my dad was
transferred to Newfoundland and then to Miami, Washington, D.C.,
Virginia, the Philippines, back to Washington, D.C., to Puerto then to Port
Angeles, in Washington State and finally back to San Diego where I was
lucky enough to spend my senior year of high school as a brand new
student at Claremont High with no friends.

I had met Bryan who has now been my husband for almost 50 years in
Port Angeles as a sophomore in high school so having to transfer to San
Diego in my senior year was especially devastating. My dad became an
Admiral and CEO of the Coast Guard base in San Diego that same year
in1969.

One year later after graduation from high school, I decided to go to the
University of Washington and study to go to medical school and become an
OB-GYN. Bryan had his heart set on being a dentist, and we reunited when
he transferred from Washington State University to the University of
Washington so we could be together again.

My parents wanted us to wait until we graduated from college to get
married so we decided I would teach until he finished dental school, and
then it would be my turn to go back to school.

From 1973 to 1976, I taught junior high school to help put Bryan
through dental school. I always had a goal of going to medical school and



becoming an OB-GYN when Bryan finished his dental residency training,
but at the age of 24 years old tragedy struck. After two and a half years of
marriage we were in Bryan’s senior year of dental school, and I experienced
a ruptured tubal pregnancy and nearly bled to death on New Year’s Eve.
Nine months later during Bryan’s first year of residency training the same
tragedy hit — a second tubal pregnancy ruptured my remaining tube the
night before Thanksgiving.

Suddenly my goal of becoming an OB-GYN was becoming less
exciting. I was devastated because I always wanted to have children, and I
thought Bryan might want to leave me and divorce me because I could not
have children of our own. Regardless of my fears, I was very lucky and
Bryan’s love for me shone through when he wrote our name into the
hospital’s secret adoption list without me knowing. He did not tell me
because he did not want me to get my hopes up.

Three months later… a miracle happened. A pregnant woman showed
up in the hospital where my husband was doing his dental residency in Ft.
Riley, Kansas, and wanted to give up her baby who was due to be born the
next day. I cannot describe the feeling of going from the devastation at age
24 of not being able to have my own children to the possibility in 1977 of
becoming an “instant mom” of a three-day-old baby.

Bryan and I basically decided overnight to go for it because her baby
was to be born the next day. We thought, “when would we ever get another
chance like this?” We got a lawyer and paid her $200 to draw up the papers.
Every day we waited for the news of whether the baby was born.

We were so excited and couldn’t believe after the devastating year we
had had that this miracle could be happening for us. Would she change her
mind? We went to garage sales and bought clothes, diapers and other baby
supplies. I read Dr. Spock overnight, a “what to do when you have a baby
book,” and made a quilt. Our neighbors who had helped me during my
depression after having the tubal pregnancies were so excited and happy for
us. Everyone in the neighborhood had children and had advice for us.

Our “miracle baby” was born on April 29, 1977. We had to wait three
days to pick him up at the hospital. A name? We did not have a name, but
eventually it came to us. Bryan and I decided to call him David because of
the David and Goliath story.



I tried to take David to work with me because we got David so quickly
and Bryan was working in his residency program full time to finish up. The
professor I was doing research for allowed me to do a split shift and work
from 6:00 am - 10:00 am and go back and work a second shift from 6:00
p.m. - 10:00 p.m..

David had colic, however, and screamed much of the first month until
we took him to the doctor and found out he was allergic to milk. We put
him on a soy diet and that made a huge difference.

Needless to say, I got very little sleep the first few months. He was 8
pound 2 ounces when he was born, and once he started on soy he was
growing off the charts and doubling his clothes size almost every month.

I have written a book called Thank You for Giving Me David to tell
David’s life story as a thank you to his biological mom.

Bryan’s residency program was over when David was three months old
and we moved back to Federal Way, Washington, so he could start his
service in the Army at Ft. Riley. Although my intention was to stay at home
and raise my son, a job opening fell in my lap. I was asked to teach math
and science at Cascade a junior high in Auburn, Washington, and coach
softball. As luck would have it, we had a wonderful woman named Doris in
our neighborhood who babysat about four children and she did not have a
baby. She took David in and helped him grow up. So David was always
with other children and never felt like an only child.

I felt very broken after losing my babies and decided to start a running
program in 1978 to prove my worth. I began adding more and more miles to
my training increasing the distance I ran by 10% a week and adding speed
work and hills and 10K races. David and Bryan would come with me to my
races and cheer me on. David often rode his bike beside me when I did my
20-mile training runs. Bryan was a good runner too and was very supportive
of me. He watched David when I did my training runs at 5:30 am.

I was asked to move up to Auburn High School in 1980 where I
coached track and cross-country racing and taught honors chemistry. To
save training time and gas, I started running the eight miles to school,
changed in the PE locker room, taught all day, ran with my students during
cross-country practice and then ran the eight miles home. Four days a week
I would put in 22 to 26 miles a day, run a few miles on Fridays to rest and
do 10K races on Saturdays and/or Sundays.



To increase endurance, I often did back-to-back 10K races on Saturdays
and Sundays and ran 10 more miles after the races to “warm down.” The
highest mileage I ever did in a week was 170 miles. I was not the most
talented runner, but I was probably the hardest worker on the racing circuit.
I knew if I did more miles and speed and hill workouts than my opponents
that I could win the races. Part of me knew that I was just trying to fill the
void left from losing the babies and winning was a way to perhaps help me
fill that void.

My students and athletes loved the fact that their teacher was a runner
and the state-mile and two-mile champions were on my track team.

For 10 years, from 1978-1988, I ran an average of 107 miles a week
(over 52,000 miles), completed over 45 marathons with a best time of
2:42.58, set the record in the Seattle Marathon, and ran hundreds of 5K,10K
and half marathon races with best times of 17 minutes for the 5K, 35
minutes for the 10K and 1:17 for the half marathon.

I set a world record in the 50K (31miles) of three hours and 21 minutes
in 1983, and I qualified to run in the first Women’s Marathon Trials in 1984
as one of about 250 women from across the nation who had run under a
2:51 marathon to qualify to run in the trials.

We had one year from May of 1983 until May of 1984 to run a
marathon under the qualifying time of 2:51:16. I had already run that time
about 15 times, but in March of 1983 I ran a race and ripped my Achilles
tendon. I spent the rest of 1983 trying to qualify for the first ever Women’s
Olympic Trials Marathon.

In 1983, there were five women from the state of Washington, where I
was from, who had a chance to do the qualifying time and run in the first
Women’s Marathon Trials so there was constant media pressure for us to
qualify and represent our state.

As I had the fastest time in the marathon (2:42:58) in the state of
Washington and had set a world record in the 50K (3:21), the pressure from
the media for me to qualify to run this historic race was intense.

Every week leading up to the trials in May of 1984 there were articles in
the newspapers asking, “Will she make it?” I kept trying to run marathons
and qualify, but I spent a year racing and getting reinjured again and again
and not healing because I was trying to race too soon.



Finally in March of 1984 just six weeks before the Olympic Marathon
Trials’ date, which was in May of 1984 in Olympia, Washington, I decided
to try to qualify one last time. I ran the Emerald City Marathon and was on
pace to do a 2:48 marathon, but I “hit the wall” at 20 miles.

I could hardly hold my head up when a woman came up and started
running beside me. She was my angel. I knew if I could just keep going and
get to the finish line of the marathon, my husband would catch me as I
finished. Normally I was used to winning marathons, but in this race I was
in 5th place — trying my hardest with a last chance to attain my goal of
qualifying for the first-ever 1984 Women’s Marathon Trials.

As I rounded the corner to the finish line, the huge crowd of spectators
let out a roar of cheers as though I was the winner because many of them
knew about my injuries and what I had been through to come back and keep
trying over and over again to run below the qualifying time.

I was trying to each time I fell. Sure enough, Bryan was at the finish
line when I collapsed with the final time reading, 2:50.59.

I had finally qualified for the first-ever Women’s Marathon Trials with
17 seconds to spare. Unbelievable!



Linda after finishing 
the First Woman’s 1984 Olympic Trials.

The shift
I was 30 years old when I ran the Olympic Trials in 1984. That was a tough
year of injuries and it took its toll. I continued to run marathons and win
them for the next seven years. After running 45 marathons all over the
country including many of the “BIG” ones like New York, Boston, San
Diego Mission Bay and the San Francisco World Championships and many
more I needed a new challenge and triathlons were beginning to become
more popular. I was a good swimmer having competed in AAU swimming
from the time I was eight years old, but I was terrible on the bike.

At age 37 I shifted to running the Ironman Triathlons, which is a 2.1-
mile swim, 112-mile bike followed by a marathon (26.2 miles). I shifted to
triathlons because I wanted a new challenge and I had been a good
swimmer on swim teams growing up.



I had qualified to run in the World Championship Triathlon in Kona,
Hawaii, in October of 1987 by winning my age group (30-35 years) in a
shorter triathlon, but I decided to do another Ironman in Canada as training
in August of that year.

The race had aid stations with bananas, and electrolyte drinks about
every five miles because of the length of the triathlon, which took anywhere
from 10 to 18 hours to complete. I had a good 2.2-mile swim and was out of
the water in an hour and seven minutes. I was in 7th place over all women.

I got on my bike and took aid with my right hand at the top of a hill 30
miles into the race.

The race directors had failed to put anyone on the course to warn riders
of the first set of railroad tracks, which was at the bottom of a steep hill and
they had not covered them. I was racing downhill at about 30 plus miles an
hour, and the man on the bike in front of me yelled,

“Railroad tracks.”
I braked with my left hand because I had taken aid with my right hand

at the aid station. I was trying to avoid the tracks. When you brake the bike
with your left hand, it stops the front wheel suddenly. I was thrown off the
bike and I crashed on the tracks, which split my helmet in two and bent my
front wheel.

I got back on the bike and tried to continue about 30 more miles, but
realized I was having trouble breathing. I also knew my wheel was bent and
that I would not make it up and down the steep mountain passes in the bike
race.

The race officials checked me out and said I should not continue. I had
broken four ribs and so my “training race” ended up in a disaster. That race
was on August 26, and the Ironman World Championships in Hawaii I had
qualified for was in mid-October — just six weeks later after my accident.

I would not be able to train while I was healing, and I realized that my
fate was inevitable. I had to give up my goal. I was very depressed as I
watched my dream of competing in the World Ironman Championships on
the Big Island of Hawaii vanish completely before my eyes.

I spent the next six weeks healing and watched the Ironman
Championships I should have been in on TV. I felt lost because so much of
who I thought I was — was tied up in my athletic success. I was pretty



banged up from the crash where I landed on my head, split my helmet and
could have died. I continued to train but decided to pursue other goals.

My son was 10 years old and I was 36 years old. I had been teaching
high-school honors chemistry, and I was the head of my department. It was
1987 and computers in classrooms were becoming more common. I had
gone to a National Institute of Health (NIH) course that summer on using
computer simulations in chemistry labs, and I wanted to raise money to get
computers in our high school and in my chemistry lab. Unfortunately, the
head of the computer department wanted nothing to do with this idea. I
think he just didn’t want to make the effort to learn about something new.

I decided not to take no for an answer. I went to the school board and
asked for a grant to get the computers. I received a $180,000 grant from this
school board to bring computers into all the classrooms in my high school,
including several in my chemistry lab.

The head of the computer department was not happy, and when the
computers arrived — I didn’t get any.

I had shown him the money could be granted and our department could
progress into the future. However, he made sure I did not get the computers
I had wanted for my chemistry lab to help the honors chemistry students. I
am not sure why he treated me this way. Perhaps he was jealous that I
actually accomplished something in my mind he should have been doing.
Needless to say, I went to the superintendent and fixed the problem. The
computers were sent to my chemistry lab for the students to use the
following week.

I was also asked to teach computer simulations across the state, and I
was coaching the top mile and two-mile runners in the state as well as our
championship cross-country team.

My husband knew I was frustrated with the politics at the high school
and the lack of funding for my honors chemistry vision for my students. As
the only woman in the science department with an older department head
who was not really interested in progressive change, it was difficult to
improve and change curriculum. It was not an easy task to convince him to
move into the future.

My athletic career had also taken a dive with the injuries from my crash
in the Ironman race in Penticton, British Columbia, Canada. I was getting
older and it was harder to train intensely enough to win races.



Meanwhile, Bryan decided to make a trip up to the dental school at the
University of Washington and secretly get an application for me to apply to
dental school, a dream I had put off when we adopted my son. We didn’t
really discuss what motivated him to surprise me. It’s possible that he
wanted me to go to dental school so he could have an “early retirement
plan,” but in retrospect I really think he realized I would be a good dentist
and he wanted to help give me a push after everything I had been through.

The last thing I was thinking of was quitting teaching and going back to
dental school the following year at the age of 37. Did dental schools even
accept students that old? But I thought about it and we went ahead and
filled out the long application with credits listed from the last 15 years, as
well as my portfolio of races and speeches I had been asked to give as a
runner and a coach. I figured, “What have I got to lose?”

The tragedy of my crash at the “practice Ironman” and broken ribs had
opened my mind to trying something else — climbing another mountain —
and applying to dental school.

We had three days to get the application back east so I could be
considered for the University of Washington Dental School the following
year. I only applied to that school because it was one of the best in the
country, and I could not leave my son to go out-of-state to dental school.
We put my application on a plane so it would reach the east coast the
following day and beat the deadline.

I was busy teaching at the high school and had forgotten about the
application. About a month after we sent the information in I got the call
and was granted an interview. By some stroke of luck, the dentist who was
interviewing me was very interested in my running portfolio because he
was just beginning to train to run a marathon. The years of teaching
impressed him as well as my Masters in Education and my grades had been
good in college.

Then, a few weeks later I got the call that I had been accepted into the
University of Washington Dental School and would start the following fall
in 1988. It never occurred to me that I would get in. Now what do I do? I
would live at home and commute the one to two hours to the school and
would need to get more care for more hours for my son. I would be so old
compared to my classmates. Would I fit in or be treated like an outsider?



Scary
My husband warned me against taking a leave of absence from teaching
because he knew how tough dental school was, especially the first year. I
did love teaching and cried my last day, knowing how very much I would
miss my students and coaching. They tried to give me a congratulations
going away party but I was too upset to go.

Dental school was definitely tough, and I had at least an hour to a two-
hour drive each way to the University of Washington, which was north of
Seattle. I lived at home in Federal Way, about 35 miles away from the
university, so that I could care for my 11-year-old son while studying to get
my degree. I was the only woman in my class of 54 students with a young
son to raise. Bryan’s mom, Laura, who had just retired from nursing, moved
in to help me get David to his daily activities. This was a huge blessing
because this gave David and Laura a chance to get to know each other
better. We covered all of Laura’s expenses, which was a help to her. David
loved her grilled cheese sandwiches and she actually learned to drive in the
big city. I think she felt she had a real purpose helping as she transitioned
into retirement. I told her every day I could not have done this without her.

The first year I felt like quitting every week. We had 27 credits each
quarter. The normal college load is 15 credits. The last class of the week
was a waxing class where we had to form a perfect likeness of a tooth.
During this waxing class, I was sitting alphabetically between a man who
had done lab work for his father for eight years and another man who had
designed jewelry. Not surprisingly, the instructors were not too impressed
by my wax-ups compared to theirs.

I realized it had been 15 years since I had taken tests in college and my
heart rate and blood pressure shot through the roof during our first test in
histology. My pathology professor was the husband of a good friend of
mine from college, which put a lot of pressure on me to do well.

One of the senior dental students at the University of Washington
School of Dentistry had been in my science class when he was a seventh
grader.

Talk about feeling out of place. But I didn’t let anything stop me from
moving forward. I studied hard every minute of every day, and with a lot of
positive self-talk and encouragement from my husband, I did well.



In 1991, during my third year of dental school I got a call from my
husband while I was in the middle of clinic. He was working in our private
dental practice in Federal Way and also serving in the Army Reserves. He
never called me during the day so I knew the call was important. Something
was up!

He said that he had been “called up to active duty” for the war called
“Desert Storm.” He was leaving the next day! Oh my — talk about a way to
ruin your day!

I was in the middle of a practical exam on a patient, and after that call I
wasn’t myself. My mind was spinning, and I started to imagine all sorts of
scenarios. Everything was closing in on me. Anxiety kicked in and I started
shaking. My focus was gone and I could not finish the exam. All of a
sudden, he would be gone — just like that — and there was nothing I could
do and no telling for how long he would be away… Within seconds my
mind was flooded with all sorts of questions. Would it be another Vietnam?
He would be on Army pay. What would we do with the dental practice? Too
many questions to get answers to… and we didn’t even have a will. Our
lives changed within seconds.

Stress galore
He left for the war and I did my best to handle dental school, raise our 13-
year-old son, manage the practice and our new associate. There was so
much uncertainty about when Bryan would return from Desert Storm.
Would the practice survive? How would we manage our bills and dental
school costs on a military salary? Thank goodness the war was over in nine
months, and he was back in a year. What a relief!

I graduated a year later, passed my dental board exams and finally
joined the practice. I immediately got involved in setting up continuing
education programs and organizing study clubs for the Washington
Academy of General Dentistry (WAGD), which had not been real active. I
also acted as the WAGD executive director and joined the WAGD board.
My son was 15 years old and had grown nine inches during my senior year
of dental school. He was six feet eight inches and very involved in
basketball.



Meanwhile, Bryan was also involved in organized dentistry serving on
the board of the Seattle King County Dental Society and the Washington
State Dental Association (WSDA) where he was on the Budget and Finance
Committee and later became treasurer.

He started the Investment Committee, which he is chair of, and later
became president and now chair of the Investment Committee and of the
Regulatory Committee that represents the WSDA at the Washington State
Board of Dentistry. He has also served six years on the national Academy
of General Dentistry as the speaker of the house and has also served at the
National American Dental Association (ADA) as an elected delegate, one
of 485, for over 20 years.

After serving on the WAGD Board from 1992 as Continuing Education
Chair, treasurer and then president elect and president in 2005, I decided to
run for Board of Trustees of the Academy of General Dentistry (AGD),
which is the second largest dental association in the country with close to
40,000 members. This person represents Region XI, which is comprised of
five states (Alaska, Montana, Idaho, Oregon and Washington). It was a
close race but I won. There were only a few women on this 28 member-
board at the time.

After serving for two years as a trustee, the national AGD Secretary
position came open and I ran and won. I had also been serving concurrently
on the Seattle King County Dental Society (SKCDS) board and was elected
president of SKCDS that same year. I served two terms. I was also elected
to serve as an ADA delegate starting in 2005. It was during my four years
as AGD Secretary that I felt the need to learn more about leadership.

Leadership
I started reading and summarizing leadership books and seeking out quotes
because I was asked to speak at several events representing our
organization. I summarized many of the books and started collecting quotes,
stories and poems and shared these with other leaders. I felt unprepared in
my leadership role and sought out guidance absorbing all I could.

I also gave these leadership book summaries to the other 20 AGD
trustees and AGD officers to help them with speeches and in general to help



them with the leadership roles they were asked to perform. After serving
two year-terms twice as secretary, I was encouraged to run for AGD
national president and won. I was only the second woman to hold the
presidency of the AGD in 60 years. In addition, I also had the honor to
serve on the Washington State Dental Association Board.

In 2017, my husband encouraged me to run for the position of national
American Dental Association (ADA) Trustee for my District XI, which
covered Alaska, Idaho, Montana, Oregon and Washington dentists.

This ADA board represents dentists across the entire country and
develops policy for dentistry in the US and also contributes to dental policy
around the world. It was scary but I ran against two men and won. There are
only two to four women on the ADA Board of 23 people at any one time.
Our ADA trustee term is four years long.

Once again my husband was “the wind beneath my wings,” and after
almost 50 years of marriage he is still my rock and has helped give me the
confidence to rise up and take another leadership role.

When I was in dental school in the 90s we only had 11 women in a class
of 54 students. Now many dental schools are admitting and graduating,
often at the top of their classes, over 50% women.

So, the time is now to show that women too can lead, can inspire and
can move our organizations forward. Women lead to make a difference and
if my example will help a future woman leader, I will try to help her shine.

This is my background and my leadership story in a nutshell. What
follows are excerpts and summaries from several of the leadership books I
have read, as well as poems and a list of my favorite quotes that I have used
in speeches throughout my career to inspire others. I want to share this
information with other leaders so that they too can use it as a reference tool
for their speeches and/or talks, and hopefully find either a quote or book
that will guide them and inspire them in their leadership journey, as well as
in their personal lives.

I call this my handbook of “leadership lessons” — A book to motivate
you to “Climb every mountain” and “Get up each time you fall.”

This is my gift to you to possibly help your leadership story and journey
be easier.



I have learned an incredible amount from these books. I hope this
collection will help you as well in your personal and professional growth
and that you will be able to inspire and guide others along the way.

We can realize out of every tragedy can come a triumph if we face
things with the right attitude.
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