For those of you I don’t know, I am Ms. Burzio. I teach Middle School PE and coach track and field and cross-country. For those of you that do know me, you know I LOVE sports and I LOVE to compete. I’m going to tell you about how sports not only became my passion and love, but how sports, and in particular running helped me with my own brokenness. 

My younger years were filled with: Soccer, basketball, ice-skating, skiing, volleyball-I tried them all. And to be fully honest, in the beginning I was pretty bad. At the age of 7, my dance/ballet teacher suggested to my mom that I stick with outside sports on grass because I was so uncoordinated that I kept tripping over my own feet in class! 

In my first competitive game of soccer, I managed to score a goal on myself! How you ask? Well, I was playing goalie and I went to punt the ball after a save, and missed and the ball fell behind me and I then managed to hit it with my heel and into my own goal! For those of you who are big YouTube watchers, I would have made FailArmy for sure if it had been around back then! 

But for some reason, I loved playing even if I wasn’t very good and continued with soccer, basketball and track through middle school and the beginning of high school. I was a very slow runner and I wanted to get better, so I joined the cross-country team as a sophomore. I had never run more than 3 miles and had no idea about nutrition and what to eat before running. Let’s just say pizza Fridays at school were not a good choice for me to make on interval days!

Slowly, I got better and started to enjoy running. I managed to make Varsity by the end of the season, had a good soccer season and begin to find my event in track, which were the hurdles. I had found up to that point that even if I was dreading a run before it happened, by the time I was done, or sometimes after the pain wore off, I was happy and proud that I had finished it. My teammates were awesome and I loved my coaches! I didn’t know then how much I would need those runs. 
My junior year, we had great success as a team, 2nd in CCS and a trip to the state meet. During the break of that school year, I experienced something that would forever change me. I was physically and sexually assaulted by someone I trusted and thought cared for me. The young man, whom I had been dating, attacked me against my wishes. I was ashamed, scared, guilt-ridden…I was broken. I was so afraid that I told no one, and spent much of my time alone and in tears. I believed I was at fault and so I decided to stuff this terrible experience in to my soul and not let it out. I didn’t have a trusted adult or school counselor to talk to. I am so grateful that here at The Priory, you have school counselors, the monks, your teachers, coaches and other staff to talk to in difficult times. 

I couldn’t concentrate, my grades started slipping and I spent a lot of time pretending I was okay. The only time I felt I could somewhat be myself was when I was running. My legs often felt like bricks and I was in pain, but I ran. I ran to find peace, I ran to find hope, and I ran to run away from myself. My internal struggle with my difficult experience continued to haunt me in college. There were people I met along the way that I now know I could have shared my story with, but at the time I just didn’t feel like I could share with them. Running was the only place where I felt some freedom from the dark world I was consumed by.

After I graduated from college, I was asked by a friend to help coach track and field at De La Salle North Catholic High School in Portland, Oregon. The school had only been open for two years, but the teachers and administrators knew that the kids needed sports in their lives. Most of the kids who go to De La Salle come from very poor families. Many of them had a parent or sibling in jail or with drug or alcohol problems. Some came to school hungry because there was no food in the house to eat. Or their parents gave them so little because it had to be spread among the many family members sharing their houses. It was hard to watch them try and run on empty stomachs. It was painful to see them be so tired by the time practice came around because they got up 3 hours before school to help get their siblings ready for school, drive parents to work or help make food for the restaurants their family members worked in. 
Author Henri Nouwen writes, “Compassion asks us to go where it hurts, to enter into the places of pain, to share in brokenness, fear, confusion, and anguish. Compassion challenges us to cry out with those in misery, to mourn with those who are lonely, to weep with those in tears. Compassion means full immersion in the condition of being human.”
As much as I was hurting inside, I could see that my runners were hurting as well. There were many times where I wanted to give up and I know there were times when my runners wanted to give up. But we found something that connected us together: our running. For those few hours each day, we came together and let out some of that fear. We ran sprints around the neighborhood and pounded on the pavement to let go of that anger. We got to the top of a hill and screamed in pain but we were able to let go of some hurt that pulled us down each day. 
I never shared my story with my runners, but that team helped me learn to be resilient, to push beyond my own brokenness into compassion with others. I found that my life had a purpose and that purpose was to share my love of running. It took many years of therapy, supportive friends and time spent working on myself to come to accept what happened to me. I am forever changed by the experience, but I will not let it define me. I try to use this experience to help others who are struggling in their own way. 

There is a prayer said in the Episcopal church with states: “Lord of this feast beyond measure and price, we thank you for meeting us in our brokenness so that none might be lost; liberate us now to share bread with our neighbor, each receiving from the other what we need to be ourselves.” I love the ending of this prayer because it reminds us that we each carry some brokenness inside of us. Our place of compassion is a space where brokenness can be shared safely and met with love. 
My challenge for you is to embrace all brokenness with compassion… for yourself and for others. We may not be able to see someone else’s brokenness on the surface, but if we provide a space for compassion, we help them know that we are open to accepting them in any form. Let us begin again to bring compassion into this community and into the world around us. 
Thank you
