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Half way between milestones in my life, I find myself looking forward to the 

journey ahead.  From the very first time a grown-up asked me what I wanted to be when I 

grew up, I never thought the events of the following twenty years would have the impact 

that they did.   

 On March 8, 1985, after thirty-two hours of labor, Kelly Roper gave birth to me, 

her first child, whom she named Rachelle Heather, at Porter Memorial Hospital in 

Valparaiso, Indiana.  Life growing up was anything short of boring.  Shortly after my 

birth, my mother divorced my father.  Living for four years on such things as hot dogs 

and macaroni and cheese every night of the week, my mother kept her job at the United 

Way and moved the two of us into a small two-bedroom apartment downtown.   

Finally, after four years of dating, she found a man by the name of Jeffery 

Steggerda and after dating for six months, they were married on April 16, 1990.  As luck 

would have it, nine months later, my mother gave birth to her second child, a ten pound 

baby boy whom she named Scott Jonathon Steggerda.  Life went on as close to normal as 

could be humanly possible.  After moving into our new home on the newer side of town, 

I was sent to a new school.  Being a very shy child, I never liked elementary school.  

Finding that I was always the center of ridiculing, both positive and negative, I dreaded 

going to school.  Everything changed, yet again, once I hit middle school.  I started 

feeling better about myself and that which was ahead of me.  My grades went up as I 

became more active in sports and clubs that were offered in my school.  I found myself 

playing basketball, volleyball, running track, singing in the school choir, and continuing 

to make relationships with the teachers that came in and out of my life. 
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It wasn’t until a dreadful day on a skiing trip that I was faced with the biggest 

disappointment of my life.  I went flying down a hill for the last time before I had to 

leave for the day.  As I reached the bottom of the hill, I tried stopping with all my might, 

implanting my posts into the ground to try to stop myself.  As I fell to the ground, forcing 

me to stop, I heard, and felt, many pops coming from my knee.  Not knowing the 

extensiveness of what I had just done, I tried to get up to take a ride back up to the top of 

the hill, which left me falling to the ground in even more pain than I originally 

experienced.  After going to the orthopedic doctor, I was told the news I had been 

dreading for most of the week, I would be unable to play sports anymore.  My life as I 

knew it was ruined.  Luckily, my family and friends were there for me, guiding me 

through the two extensive surgeries.   

Once I entered high school, I found myself spending my freshman year looking 

for myself.  As I encountered everything from an eating disorder to many bad 

relationships, I needed my friends and family more than ever.  It wasn’t until one fateful 

day that luck struck again.  One of my football playing buddies, Andy McHenry, told met 

hat if I wasn’t going to play any sports anymore, I should manage for a sport, and what 

better sport than football?  I knew half the team as it was.  Life would be better with a 

sport and my friends close to me once again.  Two years went by and life was looking 

better than ever before.  I had a state ring for football, many new friends, a great new 

boyfriend, and I was entering my senior year of high school.  What could be better?   

 Automatically, I was involved in anything and everything, from football and 

Concert Choir to Junior Miss and tutoring mentally and physically handicapped students; 

I could get my hands on.  I found that the more I did to keep myself involved, the better I 
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did in school.  Managing for the football team was proving to be the best decision I had 

ever made, not only was I having a blast with everything I did, but I was getting 

recognized for it.  Everyone in the region knew the girl who was looking to go to college 

and manage.   

It was during a recruitment day that we, Manchester College and I, found each 

other.  Once again, I was the only estrogen-laden being in sight.  I had already applied to 

Manchester, being one of the eight applications in the guidance office. I figured one more 

couldn’t hurt anymore than it helped.  Once I walked into the classroom, Head Coach 

Dave Harms knew exactly who I was from the beginning.  He and I talked for what 

seemed like forever just to find that he would love to have me manage his Spartans for 

the coming four years.   

For the next few months, it seemed that life would finally be complete.  I had a 

place to go in the fall; I was getting recognized for my volunteer work.  My parents’ 

divorce was just a backdrop to all the excitement.  Graduation was a bittersweet.  I was so 

glad to have finished all four years of high school in the condition that I did.  I was in the 

top ten percent of my graduating class and ready to leave the only town I had ever 

known, but I was glad to be leaving.  I was glad to be closing this chapter of my life, only 

to open yet another aspect of the life I had come to know.   

As I live out my years at Manchester College, I am unsure of where my future 

will take me.  Many things have made my life interesting up to this point, but there are so 

many paths that lie in front of me that can make my life unforgettable.  I must say that my 

friends and family created such an impact on my life that I don’t think I would be the 

person I am today without them by my side.  My mother and brother are the building 
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blocks to everything I do.  I continue to prove myself time and time again as a legitimate 

in the male-dominated worlds of football and the sciences.  If I can prove myself to a 

group of over ninety football players, I can prove myself to just about anyone that 

questions my ability.   

As time goes on, however, things will change.  My life will take turns that open 

doors, only to close those left behind.  Items in the chronological date book of time will 

erase as new ones are added.  It is the things that are closest to my heart, those that will 

never change, will always find a place in my heart, now and forever.  Manchester College 

has been the latest endeavor in my life.  This journey, however, will end and I will be 

forced to face the music.  I will graduate and need to go out into the “real world” looking 

for a job.  Only one person knows where my life will be heading, and he’s not giving any 

hints.     


