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Great delight and happiness are packed with endorphins, and the more you spread them 
around the more you get. That’s right, when you give someone else a bundle of joy in the form 
of gratitude or appreciation they get a hit of endorphins and so do you. And it is contagious. 
One smile, one compliment, or one thank you leads to many others. 

Self-esteem needs are met by recognition, appreciation and respect, so when we step forward 
in a relationship to meet the needs of others, we get rewarded with the miraculous benefit of 
endorphins, too.

Spreading joy through appreciation is something we should think of as a one-a-day vitamin. 
In fact, endorphins are probably just as important. I went to pick up office supplies and was 
having trouble finding the right ink cartridge for my printer. A young man went to the back 
room and couldn’t find the cartridge I needed. I thanked him and left. I stopped for coffee and 
bought an extra cup and a little chocolate bar and took it back to him. When I gave it to him, 
he gasped, “Why?” “Just spreading joy,” I said. He laughed, “O.K.! I’ll pass it on!”

Spread joy by taking a few minutes to show your appreciation!

Spread Joy
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Appreciate
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Be thoughtful and appreciative, spread joy!
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Laughter is the best medicine, it turns out. Laughter reduces steroid hormones like cortisol 
and increases the number of endorphins and antibodies. Beyond the benefits to the brain the 
body gets a little workout. The diaphragm contracts the abs and the muscles in the shoulder 
get a bit of exercise, leaving muscles relaxed. Laughter gives us the nudge to see things a bit 
lighter and shift the mind from serious or threatening to something light-hearted and less earth 
shattering. Nearly everything has a funny 
side when you really think about it.

And laughter is contagious, so not only 
do you get endorphins, so do those around 
you. If you don’t laugh easily, practice. 
Fake it till you make it, a study where 
participants were asked to put a pencil in 
their mouth, mimicking a smile, produced 
the same endorphin release as the real 
thing. Laughter is a cleanser —sweeping 
away emotional stress—and an endorphin 
bonanza. Live, love, laugh, it’s good for you 
and everyone around you!

Live, Love
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Look for laughs. Buy a joke book or search the joke-loaded Internet. Watch late 
night TV and have a pencil and paper ready because you will probably want to write 
them down so you can remember. Half the endorphin benefit is in retelling.

Get friends and go to the comedy club, not as a critic, but as an excuse to laugh. 
Plan a game night playing something where everyone has an equal chance to win, 
like charades, bingo, liars dice or Yahtzee. Be silly!

Laugh
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Bounce, Be Transformed is a way of life for us—the original Bounce women. I have told 
you some of our stories and stories of friends and clients with the hope that they will inspire you 
to bounce into the next phase of your own life. The risk of change is less than the risk of staying 
the same. Bounce women choose growth and transformation. We are intentional in pursuing 
lives of personal transformation, seeking both joy and meaning in daily life.

I am going to end with two more stories, Susan’s then Sarah’s transformations. First, 
Susan. Susan lived a sheltered childhood filled with love, opportunity and joy, but adult life 
dealt her some hard blows in the world of love and loss. Giving up on love would have been 
understandable—divorce, death and desertion all left her wounded and uncertain, but she 
decided to bounce into love and love completely. 

As the only child of an air traffic controller and a homemaker, I felt loved and cherished by 
my parents. My mother, determined not to have a spoiled, only child, but a well-rounded one, 
filled my days with dance lessons, both ballet and tap. I took swimming, tennis, ice-skating and 
horse-back riding lessons as well. I had a very happy, fun-filled childhood and teen years.

After graduation from high school, I wanted to go to New York City to dance, but my parents 
said, “NO.” Their wishes prevailed and I was college-bound. Two years into college I was restless. 
I wanted to get away from home and do something by myself for the summer. I saw an ad to be a 
Playboy bunny and I was going. My parents had made all my decisions for me up to this point, 
but this time was different. I wanted to decide for myself and I clearly remember my father saying 
to my mother, “Beth, she’s going. This is the first time Susan hasn’t asked our permission to do 
something.” I went. I spent three months at the Baltimore Playboy hutch, and a very protective 
staff sent me back to college in the fall —virginity intact.

At 22, I married a handsome young doctor. He was my dream come true, and I loved him. My 
mother and I had dreamed of my beautiful wedding, but that was not something my husband 
believed in, so it did not happen. His dismissal of my dream should have been a warning of what 
life with him would be like, but I was too naive. Living with him was like living with my parents; he 
made all the decisions. We went to counseling and I wanted to make it work, but by age 30 I knew 
I had to have a voice in my own life. Our marriage ended after 12 years. My heart ached. 

I had always been athletic so it seemed natural that I became a fitness trainer. I got a job 
on cruise ship line, traveled the world, scuba dived, and had a wonderful time. The time away 
helped me heal. This was the growing-up time I had missed in my 20s. Time that I needed to be 
a fully alive adult.

I was 38 when I married my second husband; he had two children. I wanted a family and his 
kids became a major focus of our lives and I liked being with them. He said that I helped them heal 
from the wounds of his divorce and the first years of our marriage were good. Sometimes the kids 

Bounce Transformations
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were hard for me to understand. I wasn’t their mother; I was their dad’s wife. But at other times we 
were close and they confided in me and we loved each other. I certainly gave them my best effort.

After about 10 years of marriage, he and I were not getting along very well. I was concerned 
about his health. He had gained weight and was sitting around watching too much TV, plus his 
blood pressure was high. He would clam up when I brought it up. When I said he didn’t seem like 
himself and was  irritable, he flew into a rage. 

We were married for 11 years when we went scuba diving for the last time. The dive had been 
entirely normal, good weather and no complications. But when he surfaced, he waved for help. 
I knew something was wrong. When we first got him aboard, he seemed alright, but within half 
an hour it became evident that he was having difficulty breathing. We made it to the hospital 
where a very experienced and caring staff treated him. He was getting better and I was making 
arrangements to bring him back to the U.S. when the doctor called me to come to the hospital 
immediately. He died shortly after I arrived. Much of the rest of that year was a blur. I felt like I 
was living a dream, a bad dream. But, I thought, I still had my family. I was wrong.

I have since learned from other step-parents, my family died with him. I wanted to be 
emotionally and financially present for his children. I cared for them the best I knew how as their 
stepmother, and I gave them substantial amounts of money from their Dad’s and my estate after 
his death. Still within a couple of years, they were gone, and, sadly, I have no contact with them 
now.

I thought to myself that I’d had enough tries at love, and I had lost every time. Enough of this 
pain. But with coaxing and coaching from friends, I made an effort at Internet dating, without 
much enthusiasm, until I connected with one man who lived 2,000 miles away. Great—a long 
distance relationship. I didn’t need that, but still we kept talking. Having had two failed loves 
and struggle with the loss of my family, I was very reluctant to love again. 

After a year, he said he could move to Seattle. I wanted him to be close, but I was afraid. I 
agreed to our living together, but no marriage I told myself. But a year after he moved to Seattle, 
I had made the decision to love completely, no holding back and no tiptoeing around it. I don’t 
know that there was a day I changed my mind, but I was conscious of making a very intentional 
decision to go ahead and love him—100%. I knew if I was going to love again, it would have 
to be completely. So, I jumped in.

We have been together seven years now. I am very happily married and I know the reason. I 
treat my husband like the man of my dreams, which he is. Knowing that love can fade or be lost, 
I have been determined to keep our passion alive. Of course, in the beginning it was effortless, but 
as we became less engaged with each other I saw the danger, so I started a wonderful tradition: 
Saturday afternoon play dates.
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Just like anything else in our busy lives, we schedule play dates, intimate sexual fun time, into 
the calendar. Play dates are how we stay connected. It is more than time for sex. It is time to be 
silly or serious, frivolous or intense, seductive or sensual. I think our play dates add energy and 
excitement to our marriage, and we both enthusiastically look forward to Saturdays. 

Sometimes we play risqué games like strip poker or we may watch a sweet romantic movie. 
I am usually the one who plans it. I like to play dress-up and seduce him, and I like it when 
he surprises me with a tiny teddy. We can feed each other yummy goodies or share a glass of 
champagne. Whatever we do, we laugh a lot and are totally focused on each other.

I am so glad I took the chance and bounced into loving again, all the way. I love Bounce.
There is more to Susan’s story than her very loving and passionate marriage. Susan 

transformed herself in other ways. Seeking joy and pleasure, she decided to get her body back 
in shape.

At one of our many Bounce meetings focused on how to communicate what we were learning, 
the Bounce women were talking about what we needed to do daily to be our best. We talked a 
lot about exercise, and how we could get ourselves moving. Susan took it further. Move made 
her think about her own love of dance and other kinds of movement. She already took dance 
lessons and entered several dance competitions. She and her husband enjoyed dancing. 

One thing led to another and she decided to get serious. She was about 25+ pounds over her 
best weight and she wanted to get fit—and strong. In her early 30s, long before it was popular, 
Susan became a body-builder without drugs. She decided to do it again, and be a 58-year-old 
body-builder, again with no steroid drugs.

She took money she had set aside for a special birthday party and invested in a body-building 
trainer. Her workouts were daily, five days a week. She has gained strength and stamina over 
the past years and is ready for a national body-building competition in October. Those extra 
pounds are long gone and Susan’s energy is vibrant; she is effusively happy. What a bounce!

And, as usually happens with Bounce, her transformation has taken her down another new 
path. She has decided to explore combining her passion for exercise and her sensuality and is 
teaching women’s health with a focus on sensuality. Susan’s life is full of love, joy and meaning. 
She is living at her 90%+ level, bouncing happily along.

The next Bounce story is Sarah’s. She has written this story, so it is in her own words.
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Sarah suffered during her divorce, now she has fallen in love with a man who is recently 
divorced and still recovering. He has two young adult daughters. Anyone who goes through 
a divorce knows that it is emotionally difficult to remember the good in your former spouse 
because of all the wounds. It is all too common for battling former spouses to become enemies. 
New partners of the recently divorced asily view the former spouse as the villan, feeling more 
empathy for their lover than his former. Sarah moved herself beyond taking sides.

 We walk together hand in hand towards the chairs placed in rows along the damp, grassy 
lawn. At 10:45 a.m. I am already warm from the early August morning sun and from my 
anticipation and uncertainty about how this day will turn out. The dozen cream-colored roses 
I carry in my arms look droopy, showing signs of wilting, but we made sure to have them 
nonetheless. The roses were part of our plan: to celebrate and acknowledge important passages. 
I am attending a graduation ceremony with Ron, the new man in my life. His daughter, 
Amelia, just completed the nursing program at Seattle University where we mingle among 
other families waiting for the nursing students to receive their special “pinning.”

I wear a short, white skirt with gold horizontal stripes, a white camisole top and a gold silk 
long-sleeved sweater. My earrings and chunky gold bracelet match my gold and black braided 
sandals. I chose this outfit intentionally. On previous occasions, friends and family have said, 
“Wow, that color sweater looks great on you.” I am deliberate about choosing what makes me 
feel and look my best. 

We select seats midway to the stage. Everyone has umbrellas up to guard against the intense 
sun. I keep my umbrella closed, because I want a clear view. I look over at Ron. He has sweat 
on his face. He is intent. Ron is recently divorced. I know his ex-wife will be at the ceremony, 
so I am feeling a little intimidated, not sure what to expect. Ron and I have talked about this 
situation ahead of time. So I have come prepared with a plan. My plan includes the words I 
want to say to her, and the tone with which I want to say them. I have discovered I gain more 
confidence with the power of a plan. 

I have empathy for Ron. I was married for 27 years. My husband left without warning, 
married a women he worked with, then announced he had a one-year-old son. I have empathy 
for my ex-husband, also. I have always wanted to come full circle with him after the divorce, 
to let him know that I accept his circumstances with compassion, and to embrace his new wife 
and child. But I have never felt I have had the opportunity. I feel now as though I might have 
the opportunity here, with Ron’s ex-wife and boyfriend. To be my best self. To show acceptance, 
warmth, and kindness, and transcend all the negative feelings that seem to come with divorce. I 
am as happy as I have ever been in my life. My personal growth has taken some transformation, 
but I know there is joy in life after divorce.
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The ceremony starts. Speeches run about an hour. Then the master of ceremonies announces 
that each student will be presented with their pin, a ribbon placed around their neck, by a 
family member, friend, or significant person in their life. I turn to Ron and whisper, “Did Amelia 
mention this to you?” He shakes his head no. I imagine Amelia’ mom will have the honor, and 
I am anxious to see her. 

A long, hot, half an hour later, after watching student after student walk up to the podium, 
Amelia’s name is finally called. I sit in my chair, sweating, determined to have full view of the 
stage, and to keep my carefully chosen outfit intact. Amelia is being “pinned” by her older sister, 
Helen. I feel joy in my heart for Ron. I touch his hand and squeeze the flesh firmly. He squeezes 
back. But I am genuinely disappointed, I have not yet seen or talked with Pauline. I turn to Ron 
and whisper, “Have you seen your ex yet?”

“No,” he says. Maybe she’s in the back.”
My heart beats hard. At that moment, I realize my opportunity to meet her might disappear. I 

realize, also, how important this next step is for my personal growth. I know I need to take charge, 
to assert what I want, to meet Ron’s ex-wife and her boyfriend, if I am ever going to come to terms 
with, and transcend my negative feelings about my own divorce. 

I say to Ron, “I want to meet her.” 
“You sure?”
“Yes.”
“Okay,” he says. 
We get up from our seats and quietly make our way back through the rows of chairs. I see Ron 

look around, hesitate, then start walking through the thick grass heading toward the far corner 
of the expansive green field toward two people, a man and a woman, sitting on a rock ledge. It 
takes us some time to reach them. I can see they are both staring at us, and I notice the woman 
stiffening. My heart beats fast. The man gets up as soon as we are directly in front of him. 

Standing upright, Ron reaches out his hand and says, “Hi. I would like you to meet, Sarah.” 
Pauline stands up, and I shake her hand and say. “It is a pleasure to meet you.” Then I shake 
her boyfriend’s hand, as does Ron. The man tells us that they found the coolest place in the field. I 
acknowledge with a smile, that yes, they were lucky, that I was sweating in my seat. Then I turn to 
Pauline, and say, “You have wonderful daughters. You have done a wonderful job raising them.”

After a slight pause, she says, “Yes, they are great girls.”
I say to both her and her boyfriend, “You are especially lucky they both have jobs in these 

times.”
Ron turns towards them and says, “Well, maybe I’ll see you around.”
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Ron and I turn and walk back across the grass until we get to the chairs. I stand quietly in 
the back next to Ron. I smile to myself, reveling in my feelings, until the ceremony ends fifteen 
minutes later. I had been my best self. 

Wow! Wow! Wow! Wow comes to mind every time I think about my personal growth. My 
personal transformation. There simply is no other word for who I am now, versus who I was before 
Bounce. With Bounce, I have been reborn. Not a trace of “the old Sarah” I tell myself! I am 
calm, cool, and collected. These are the words I use to describe myself, now. Before I was intense, 
hypersensitive, and acted impulsively with heightened emotions of anger, sadness, disgust, and 
oh, so much fear. Now, with Bounce, I live with joy and inner peace. My mantra is “living with 
love, joy, hope, makes a happy, healthy, whole, me.” The Wow! comes from this realization: 
I can never go back to “the old Sarah.” My brain no longer goes down automatic pathways. 
Instead it moves along new paths, recreated by my intentionality. That intentionality comes from 
Bounce.

By practicing the Bounce elements daily, I have transformed my life. Those essentials include 
my exercise. Eating foods that are nutritional and that I love. I plan out what I want to wear every 
day so that I choose those clothes that make me look and feel my best. When I feel at my worst, 
I cannot believe how many times I have completely turned my day around by simply styling my 
hair, putting on makeup, and wearing something I love! Now I seek out joy, first, above all else 
each day. I look at what my day holds, and I ask myself, what is the path that I find most joyful, 
and I move towards that path of least resistance. And I have learned to be grateful, appreciative, 
and compassionate. 

Through the process of transformation, now I often say,  “Never in my wildest dreams did I 
imagine I would . . . 

be a published author . . . 
be able to “play” at my work . . . 
be so effective in everything I touch . . .
be 100% responsible for my own emotional well-being and empowered enough to fulfill it . . . 
find meaning and purpose in my life through the pure act of “joy” . . .
have enough control over my finances to feel secure . . . 
fall in love without losing myself . . . 
be with a man who fits into my life as easily as I fit into his . . . 
Now, I truly am living my dream.
I chose Sarah’s story for the final Bounce chapter because she tells not only how our own 

transformation continues but how it changes the lives of others. When we are intentional about 
how we live our lives, we hold ourselves to a higher standard. Holding ourselves to being our 
best means treating others in ways that allow them to be their best.
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Sarah before Bounce

Sarah one year later, 
living Bounce
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Bounce is a way of living that gives us the foundation to create a life based on joy and 
meaning. It requires only thought and intention—qualities we already possess. We all have 
Bounce; we use it after everyday hassles and inconveniences, and we can bounce and rebound 
after devastating events. During these difficult economic times the best investment you can 
make is in yourself, add Bounce to your life and the lives of those whose lives you touch. 

Each time we treat others with respect and appreciation, they become better able to be their 
best. We all become what we are expected to be, and when the best is expected—we deliver. 
We Bounce! Bounce is contagious. When we spread joy, we change our minds and our 
lives. Sarah’s story appears to be about a brief encounter on a summer day. She is not changing 
the world by brokering world peace. She is intentionally going out of her way to make someone 
else feel respected and acknowledged and maybe that helps create peace in their lives.

Sarah is not changing the world by feeding the world’s starving children. She is simply 
showing Ron’s daughters that she appreciates who they are and their mother’s and father’s 
success in rearing them. She is only feeding the soul of two estranged parents and their two 
young daughters. She is feeding the souls of four hungry people with a dose of endorphins. 
Sarah is simply living a life of joy and meaning, being intentional and thoughtful. 

The Bounce women have learned that we must care for ourselves day to day in order to 
be fully capable of giving our best to a world that needs us. We go MENTAL, we Move by 
making sure we are out and about every day. We Experience by being present in the moment, 
and by creating monthly outings that are new for us. Nourish comes in how and what we 
eat daily, finding pleasure in the simple elegance of fresh food. Touch ranges from hugs to 
handshakes or sometimes just a pat on the back. Appreciate is easy with lives so filled with 
the generosity of friends and strangers, we need to only take a few minutes a day to think about 
the kindness around us and within us. And, Laugh, we have gotten very good at laughing. 
We are deliberate is sharing cute jokes and finding humor in 
misunderstandings and new experiences. And, just for a little 
extra endorphin pleasure, we eat Seattle Chocolates! 

I think Sarah’s, Elizabeth’s, Angela’s, Katherine’s, Susan’s, 
Pepper’s, Patricia’s, and my own desire to live life being our best 
is what changes the world. Perhaps this is how we will feed the 
world’s children, care for the planet and find world peace—each 
of us being our best—living lives of growth and transformation, 
seeking joy and meaning. The world needs all of us now—Change 
your mind, change your life, change the world. Bounce, be 
transformed!

Advisor and endorphin 
producer—Noir Staheli
4 year old Havanese
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It is with sincere joy that I thank the women of Bounce for their generous participation 

in creating the book, the Circles and the movement. Their energy, time and willingness to 
experiment made the contributions of the Bounce women invaluable. My deepest gratitude to 
Susan Elliott, Sarah Williamson, Elizabeth Campbell, Partricia Verbryke, Pepper Schwartz, 
and Angela Turk. The actual creation of this book occurred because of the talents and gifts of 
Judy Dreis, Rosemary Woods and Angela Turk. I thank Jennifer Smith and Bradie Kvinsland, 
members of the Bounce group the first year, who left to work on One Day at a Time and Life’s 
Toughest Moments. And, we miss Debbie Sawin. I am delighted to have Christy Alexander’s 
help in reading, correcting and commenting on this book. And, Oh those chocolates from Jean 
Thompson and Seattle Chocolates, thank you.

I want all the women who have participated in the Bounce Circles to know I sincerely 
appreciate your willingness to change and share your wisdom with all of us. My thanks to 
Laurie Jonsson for encouragment and allowing me to speak about Bounce in China and Deb 
Healy for her organizing help.

This project ultimately touched just about everyone in my life. Their interest, advice, 
wisdom, perspective and sometimes tolerance enhanced the entire experience for me. First, 
my husband, Lynn T. Staheli, who contributed love and encouragement in addition to technical 
know-how. I appreciate the interest shown by my mother, Mildred Ribble, and my brother, 
Bruce, and son, Dalton. And I am especially grateful to my dear friend and sister-in-law, 
Kim Ribble, for her enthusiasm and wisdom. I thank our extended family Diane and Peter 
Demopulos, Linda Staheli and David Abramowitz, and Jeannette and Todd Staheli.

I value the zealous support of our friends in Turkey, Nadire Becker and Selim Yalcin. I thank 
my uncle, Dale Sponseller; and my aunts, Thelma Lake and Donna Sponseller; my cousin, 
Marcia Johnson; and second cousins, Jody Waite and Jennifer Copeland, for their unwavering 
personal support. In addition to the eight Bounce women who have become close friends, 
I am fortunate to have a larger circle of good friends whom I enjoy on a regular basis, Pat 
and Sheldon Pritchard, Francia Russell and Kent Stowell, Diane Adachi, Jeff McCord, Alan 
Honick, Sherry Raisbeck, Lars Jonsson, Betti Ann and Bob Yancey, Annette Polan, Cindy and 
Henry Burgess, Katie Clack, Denise Hopkins, Emily Wilson, Jayne Manlowe, Kim Martin, 
Sharon Lee, Nancy Zylstra, Pam Parker, Margaret Lahde and John Hennis, Travis Burgeson, 
Toni Whitney, Doreen Ellis, Betty Blount, Donna Waldhausen, Julie Jarmiolowski, Marla Beck, 
Jeannine Early, Debbie Lee, Patricia Comfort, Leslie Wolff, Gayle Duncan, and Lisa Lee.

Ingrid Pape-Sheldon shot the amazing photograph of me for the book, plus we had a lot of 
fun. And, I cannot forget the one who keeps me MENTAL every day, our dog, Noir.
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A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . . 
Enough money within her control to move out 
and rent a place of her own even if she never 

wants to or needs to . . .  

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . .
Something perfect to wear if the employer or 

date of her dreams wants to see her in 
an hour . . . 

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . .
A youth she’s content to leave behind . . . 

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . .
A past juicy enough that she’s looking forward to 

retelling in her old age . . .

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . .
A set of screwdrivers, a cordless drill, and a 

black lace bra . . . 

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . .
One friend who always makes her laugh . . . 

And one who lets her cry . . . 

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . .
A good piece of furniture not previously owned 

by anyone else in her family . . . 

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . .
Eight matching plates, wine glasses with stems, 

and a recipe for a meal that will make her 
guests feel honored . . . 

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE . . .
A feeling of control over her destiny . . . 

A WOMAN SHOULD HAVE
 by Pamela Redmond Satran

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . . 
How to fall in love without losing herself . . . 

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
How to quit a job, break up with a lover, and 

confront a friend without ruining the
friendship . . . 

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
When to try harder . . . and when to 

walk away . . . 

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
That she can’t change the length of her calves, 

the width of her hips, or the nature of
her parents . . .

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
That her childhood may not have been 

perfect . . . but it’s over . . . 

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
What she would and wouldn’t do for

love or more . . .  

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
How to live alone . . . even if she 

doesn’t like it . . . 

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
Whom she can trust, whom she can’t, and why 

she shouldn’t take it personally . . . 

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
Where to go . . . 

Be it to her best friend’s kitchen table . . . 
Or a charming inn in the woods . . . 
When her soul needs soothing . . . 

EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . . .
What she can and can’t accomplish in a day . . . 

A month . . . and a year . . . 
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