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Prologue:  

Fifteen Minutes

I don’t handle disasters like most people. In a moment of crisis, 

that’s when I shine.

Or so I was telling myself, as I stared out at the expectant faces 

before me. Through the glare of the spotlight, I caught a few 

eyes taking me in—somewhat blankly. For the last forty-five 

minutes, everyone in this small, dark theater had been subjected 

to a rambling talk from a guy who was only supposed to speak 

briefly. He had run far into my speaking slot.

I had prepared a half-hour talk. I now had fifteen minutes to 

deliver it.

I looked down at my notes, adjusting the strap of my sundress 

as it threatened to slip off my shoulder again. Then I took a deep 

breath, and jumped right into my speech. No time to waste.

“Who here believes they have a book inside them, waiting to 

be written?”

I could see hands going up throughout the room. Thank God.

“Who here believes they could write a great book—if they knew 

how to start?”
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A mutter of laughter, and a few more hands went up.

“Well,” I said. “Let me tell you how the power of your story can 

not only transform your brand, but change lives…” 

—and at this point, I think my mouth took over and left my brain 

behind. Even as I said those words, adrenaline was bubbling up, 

threatening to boil out of control. I was feeling anxious about 

running out of time, and, honestly, I was nervous. What was the 

point of preparing a whole speech, following the script perfectly, 

and then not having time to even do what you planned? 

This was already threatening to be just as big a disaster as my 

last speaking gig.

You might think “disaster” is a strong word for a speech—

but that’s because you weren’t there. Just a week before this, 

I had presented what has got to be written in a record book 

somewhere as the world’s worst teleseminar, and I am not being 

dramatic here (yes I am). 

I had prepared my teleseminar presentation word for word, 

following the directions from my speaker training program. And 

then I had gotten on the line, and kicked off the speech with my 

enthusiastic question:

“Who here believes they have a book inside them, waiting to 

be written?”

Silence. 

Oh no, not silence. 

I would later discover that the tech wasn’t working, but in that 

moment I felt so desperately alone and exposed and deeply, 

terribly awkward. I was sure that everyone listening hated me, 

if they hadn’t already hung up. I raced through the rest of that 
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presentation with what may have been world-record-breaking 

speed (again, not being dramatic), speaking into a chasm 

of deathly silence that made me feel like I was flinging every 

word off a cliff to die a horrible, bloody death upon the shores 

of my soul.

Okay, that might be a little dramatic.

Anyway, after the World’s Worst Teleseminar, I was determined 

to redeem myself by booking another speaking gig and trying 

again. An old friend who owned a PR firm in Hollywood, invited 

me to a lecture series she hosted. I jumped on the second 

chance, and flew down to LA a few days later.

I don’t handle disasters like most people: five minutes after 

everything falls apart, I’m leading the charge right back in. You 

can decide for yourself whether that’s a wise approach, but for 

better or worse, that’s me. I reworked my speech to lose all the 

smarmy BS that didn’t feel authentic (nobody tells you how hard 

this is!), and I was ready for redemption.

That night, the introductory speaker had a really intimidating 

bio. He was a successful screenwriter with a fabulous career. 

I was intimidated to even imagine how I could follow his act, 

but I was going to have to try. I sat in the back of the room as 

he started his speech, sweat from the 100-degree day raising 

goosebumps on my arms as my anxiety built up to a low hum. 

But his so-called “introduction” turned into a monologue. About 

five minutes in, I realized this guy wasn’t going to hand over the 

microphone until he felt good and ready. My anxiety rose and my 

throat tightened. Over the next forty minutes, my nervousness 

evolved into something like what a horse must feel just before a 

race. I was running hot and cold, like lightning in a bottle. I was 

ready to explode.
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So when I f inally got onto the stage, ten seconds into my 

planned speech, I went completely off script. I looked down at 

my notes, and without missing a beat, just pushed them away. 

I didn’t need any of that crap. I was like a rocket, blasting into 

the atmosphere, and I didn’t need notes weighing me down. All 

I needed to do was to tell these people my story. 

The truth is more powerful than any fiction, and all my anxiety 

had just channeled itself into power. In my pre-planned speech, 

my life story had been allotted just a few minutes out of the 

entire hour. But now, I wanted to tell it the right way.

I barely remember what happened in those fifteen minutes. 

I simply told my true story. 

This is the moment I realized that all those things I’d been saying, 

about stories having the power to transform—I’d been saying 

them not just to my audiences and my clients, but to myself, too.

The stage became every stage I’ve ever stood on throughout my 

lifetime. The audience was every audience. I was floating, flying, 

hovering over the footlights, and my whole life came flowing 

out of my mouth.

Fifteen minutes later, time was up and just like that, the 

spell broke. I found myself standing firmly on the floor again, 

surrounded by people handing me their business cards. They 

were glowing, snapping photos, asking how to do what I do. 

“They were all on the edge of their seats,” the event host told me 

later. “You had them spellbound.”

In those fifteen minutes, it had all come together: all the twists 

and turns of my life, all the different Christines I have been: 

musician, actor, comedian, writer, storyteller, all speaking with 

one voice. 
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What I’m trying to say is that I absolutely nailed it.

I do wish I’d had time to get my dress tailored, though. Things 

that fit my hips and shoulders don’t usually fit around my 

ribcage, so this dress was two sizes too big. That damn strap 

kept falling off my left shoulder all afternoon. There are actually 

photos from that event where I’m not standing up straight and 

you can see my bra. I’m never going to take for granted the 

fact that I can actually even wear things off the rack, but in my 

hastiness, I do sometimes take for granted my own miraculous 

body and how much I wear my life story for all to see.

If you know somebody with scoliosis, odds are they’ve got a 

spine curvature somewhere around the average of 20 degrees. 

Or, if they have a bad case of scoliosis, their spine might have 30 

or even 40 degrees of curvature.

At the age of nineteen, my spine had 116 degrees of combined 

curves.

When your spine twists that much, your whole torso spirals 

around. Your ribs turn like a staircase, wringing the air out of 

your lungs. My right lung partially collapsed, and my spine just 

kept twisting, carrying my hips along for the ride so one leg was 

four inches shorter than the other.

By seventeen, I couldn’t stand for any length of time without pain. 

I would eventually have been confined to a wheelchair, and my 

life shortened by the antics of a spine gone wild. Instead, I went 

for major surgery, which paralyzed me, killed me, then saved me. 

Now, my spine rests at a steady 67-degree curve, with the help of 

a titanium rod and wires. I never feel it, except with my fingers—

the rod pokes through my back in spots. But I’m pain-free, I can 

stand and drive and do yoga… and I can go into a store and buy a 

sundress off the rack, even if it still slips off my uneven shoulders.
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So I handle disasters pretty well. When things go wrong, I usually 

have faith there’s a way through, and it’s just a matter of finding 

it. The end result may not be perfect, but it’s usually a lot better 

than the alternative.

This book is the true story of my life, through all its twists and 

turns. I believe my power comes from those curves: from the 

times when everything went crooked, and I had to learn how to 

straighten it out. From my hospital bed as a teenager, through 

nursing school, and on to Hollywood; then discovering my talent 

as a celebrity ghostwriter, and ultimately building a full, happy, 

and successful life on and off stage, on and off the page.

Through all those curves, I found my path. If I hadn’t been brave 

enough to keep going, to try harder, to reach further, to seek my 

authentic, real power… I might not be where I am today.

With this story, I hope to motivate you to keep going through all 

your twists and turns, to overcome disasters, to find your own 

sense of flight.

Because when you’re up there, floating in the air, in the ecstasy 

of experiencing your true purpose, you’ll know it. Even if it’s just 

fifteen minutes in front of a small audience in a dress that’s 

slipping off your shoulder, it will be the best fifteen minutes of 

your life.




