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Praise for Kyle Maynard and NO EXCUSES

 



 




“When I interviewed Kyle Maynard, he touched the hearts of more viewers than perhaps any other interview I’ve done. No Excuses is the book that Kyle Maynard fans, like me, have been waiting for. And let me tell you, it’s terrific.”



—LARRY KING, Host, CNN’s Larry King Live


 




“No Excuses will really pump you up. As a champion weightlifter and wrestler, Kyle Maynard is the real deal. But as a champion human being, he is one of the most inspiring people I’ve ever met. I recommend No Excuses to everyone.”



—ARNOLD SCHWARZENEGGER, Governor of California and former champion body builder

 




“Significant achievement occurs to those who have the courage to overcome disappointment and setbacks to pursue their dreams. This is an inspirational book about the perseverance of the human spirit. Let Kyle inspire you!”



—TROY AIKMAN, Former quarterback, Dallas Cowboys

 




“No one surpasses Kyle’s strength of body and more important, his will. He’s incredibly inspirational. It’s a privilege to know him and his story.”



—GEORGE BODENHEIMER, President, ESPN, Inc. and ABC Sports

 




“Kyle Maynard’s inspirational story proves that with hard work, faith and desire, you can achieve your goals. Kyle’s recognized as an athlete, but above all he’s a role model to the human race.”



—JOHN SMOLTZ, Atlanta Braves

 




“Greatness is measured in different ways, but only has one common denominator, finding a way to succeed. Kyle Maynard has done that by making No Excuses.”



—WAYNE GRETZKY, Greatest hockey player of all time

 




“Kyle Maynard’s inspirational story is about succeeding against odds that most of us can’t imagine. How does Kyle do it? His title says it all: ‘No Excuses.’ That’s a habit we could all adopt from this great book, written by a highly successful young man.”



—STEPHEN R. COVEY, Author, The 7 Habits of Highly Effective People & The 8th Habit: From Effectiveness to Greatness


 




“We often measure the heart of a champion by his success. I believe a true champion is measured by how he overcomes adversity. Kyle Maynard embodies the true champion spirit and motivates me to be a better athlete and a better person.”



—RANDY COUTURE, Ultimate Fighting Championship’s heavyweight champion

 




“I admire Kyle Maynard, both on and off the mat. His tenacity to attack and conquer life’s obstacles is inspiring.”



—ANDY RODDICK, Top-Ranked Tennis Pro and U.S. Open Champion

 




“Kyle Maynard is the epitome of what an athlete is meant to be. No Excuses exemplifies how one individual’s heart, dedication, and desire can overcome all obstacles.”



—SCOTT STEVENS, NHL Defenseman, New Jersey Devils

 




“A gripping tale of athleticism and competition, and a moving, inspiring story of one man’s indomitable spirit. I couldn’t put it down!”



—LIZ VACCARIELLO, Executive editor, Fitness magazine

 




“Athletes like Kyle Maynard are an inspiration to the athletes who compete in the National Junior Disabilities Championships. They can truly see ‘THERE ARE NO LIMITS.’”



—ARLEEN SAND, NJDC, Wheelchair Sports Hall of Fame

 




“This courageous story will be required reading for all of my athletes.”



—CODY SANDERSON, Head Wrestling Coach, Utah Valley State, Two time All American (Iowa State) and Two time NCAA finalist
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The lady on the phone asked if her sixth grade son could get started in our youth wrestling program at Collins Hill High School in Suwanee, Georgia. Even though I am the high school coach, I spoke for the youth coaches and told her: “Sure, no problem.” She told me her son had a physical condition I should be aware of first. I told her not to worry, our youth coaches would be able to handle it. She told me her son had very short stubs for arms, and small feet that gave him only stubs for legs.

So basically, she was telling me that her 11 year old son wanted to be a wrestler though he had practically no arms or legs. I guessed I paused for a few moments, because then she told me not to worry.

That night I met Kyle Maynard at our youth practice, and a seven year journey began that changed my life and the lives of millions. My first thought when I met Kyle in person was: “The poor kid, he wants to wrestle, but he won’t really be able to, and if he does, he will never win a match.” Well, seven years later Kyle was the varsity 103-pounder on my team, which in itself was quite an achievement. He went on to win 35 matches that year, he qualified for the state tournament in Georgia’s largest classification, he won three matches at the state tournament, and came one match from placing in the top 8 in the Senior National Tournament.

Watching him wrestle and succeed almost defied physics. There were times I looked at Kyle in practice or in a match and say to myself: “That is impossible!” But Kyle Maynard is the impossible. All of his life, he has done what seems impossible to most people.

That is why his story is so much more than a teenage boy with physical limitations who manages to become a top flight athlete. Just spending ten minutes with Kyle and watching him carry out his normal daily activities can inspire you so deeply that it will actually change your outlook on life. Try using your elbows to do such things as writing, typing, dressing yourself, using forks and spoons, talking on a cell phone, or getting in a car and driving. Kyle can do these things and practically everything else that any able-bodied person can do, and usually better than most people, even though he doesn’t have the luxury of elbows, and just a few inches of legs!

Perhaps the most inspiring thing about Kyle is his “No Excuses” attitude. In the seven-plus years I have known Kyle, I have never heard  him utter one excuse for anything. There were times when I chewed Kyle out after a match because I thought he could have done better. Never did I hear anything like, “Well, you know, Coach, I hardly have any arms, and it was really hard for me to reach the guy’s leg . . .”

There have been times in my personal life when I have thought about Kyle to help me through a situation. I have pictured him in my mind in the middle of a third set of a tough tennis match. I have seen him when I have contemplated taking it easy on my team at practice because I might not be feeling well. I have even thought about Kyle when I have done some very tedious tasks around the house. I have thought about Kyle in moments of crisis. In all of these instances, I have asked myself, “Would Kyle give up here? Would he try to find an easier way out?” Now that’s inspiration.

And the big thing is, I am not alone. Over the last two years, Kyle has had the opportunity to meet thousands of people in person and millions through the media. So many people he has met have gone away feeling . . . different. They are humbled, they are inspired, they are often brought to tears, and they are changed.





My philosophy is simple: no Excuses!

CHAPTER 1

No Excuses
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This moment could be the last. My career as a high school varsity wrestler could be over. I was behind in points and desperate to score a takedown against my opponent. Time was running out, and the excruciating pain from my uncovered broken nose nearly brought tears to my eyes.

But I knew I couldn’t give up.

This was no ordinary match. This was the Georgia State Wrestling Tournament. For years, I had dreamed about competing here. The loser of this bout would go home without a medal, but I was fighting for more than that.

My opponent came from my high school’s bitter regional rival, so we’d met before—sometimes I’d won, and sometimes I’d lost.  Before the match began, I’d watched him jumping rope across the hall, knowing that no matter what happened today, this would be the final match between us. And I knew this could be my last chance to take the mat as a high school wrestler.

I couldn’t remember ever feeling more on edge before a match. My neck tingled, and my body was quivering from anticipation and adrenaline, the only thing keeping my joints from locking in place. The roar from inside the tournament arena was deafening, and among the thousands of screaming spectators, I could feel the emotion pouring out of my family, friends, teammates, and coaches.

It was my fifth match of the tournament. My body was exhausted from the first four matches, and the last two had gone to sudden-death overtime. I could not allow a wasted second. In order to defeat this opponent, I needed to take advantage of any opening, to summon up every last ounce of speed, strength, and determination I had left inside of me.

I knew in my heart I deserved to win the match. I had invested so much time and effort, so much sweat and passion, into preparing for this moment that preparation itself was now the source of my fear. I was never afraid of the hard work and dedication that wrestling demanded of me—instead, I was afraid of experiencing the heartbreak of defeat after all the relentless training that had brought me to this point. I was no stranger to that fear, but knowing this could be my final match made it more acute.

For seven years, I had trained with weights and wrestled hard. Seven years of experience were condensed into this one match. Now I  had to plow my body into my rival; I had to dominate not just his muscles but his mind; I had to drive him to submit.

My wrestling coach, Cliff Ramos, and I had developed a strategy to beat this opponent. While I was stronger, we all knew this wrestler had the advantage of agility and speed. We analyzed and planned, coming up with dozens of tactics to use or avoid—but I knew that winning, as always, was ultimately a matter of desire.

I wanted to strip my opponent of his confidence. I knew I might look like the underdog, but I wanted him to feel that here, on this day, he was the one who had the odds stacked against him.

Everyone in the Macon Centreplex arena could see that I was physically different from my opponent. I was born with shortened arms and legs. My condition is called congenital amputation. I have arms that end at the elbows and legs that end at the knees.

Yet I still believe that everyone on the wrestling mat is an equal, competitors standing on even ground. Everyone learns the same rules, steps on the same scale to weigh-in, walks onto the same mat alone, and listens for the same referee’s whistle to start the match. I knew from experience that a clever, well-trained, and determined wrestler could always beat a buff, but unprepared, opponent. The key is using every one of your God-given abilities, not just strength, to the utmost.

Since the age of eleven, I’ve had a passion for wrestling. I’m a competitor. I believe that anyone can conquer any obstacle if they truly want it more than anything else; if they are ardent in their work; and if they refuse to be stopped by any barrier.

I’ve met people who wonder why I wrestle. Am I attempting to prove something to the world? Am I trying to have people feel sorry for me? Or am I simply trying to make friends, to be the token member on the team? Some people can’t see the truth—that regardless of my physical difference, I am as fierce a competitor on the inside as anyone can be. On my shoulder is a tattoo of a tiger; that’s how I think of myself, and that’s how I fight.

I am an athlete driven by competition. Without the sport of wrestling, I would not be where I am today. There are so many problems and difficulties that I will never have to endure because of the character I’ve developed through wrestling. It is my discipline and my passion.

On that day in Georgia, I knew it didn’t matter how much I was afraid, how much I was in pain, or how impossible the situation appeared to me. I knew the obstacles. This was no different from the rest of my life. We all have challenges to face, and to overcome. No obstacle would keep me from accomplishing my dreams.

It was Dan Gable, one of the greatest wrestlers and coaches of all time, who said: “Once you’ve wrestled, everything else in life becomes easy.” No phrase describes my life better.

I carried that truth with me that fateful day in Georgia as I walked toward the center circle to begin the third period with my shattered nose, my exhausted body, and what some see as my physical handicap. But none of that mattered to me. I had to win.

The referee signaled to the time keeper, blew the whistle, and we set off.

My philosophy is simple: No excuses.





Even though I was born with much shorter limbs than the average person, I know that I was not born to be an inferior individual. I was born to succeed, not to allow physical limitations to stand in the way of my dreams.

CHAPTER 2

Firstborn
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My parents were full of anticipation as they stepped into the obstetrician’s office. There were so many hoops to jump through and things to experience—the questionnaire to answer, the nurse to sign them in, and the month-old magazines piled in stacks on tables. Waiting to be called into the back room seemed like an eternity.

For most parents, their unborn child is imagined perfectly, as the ideal combination of all the best facets of husband and wife mixed into one brand new person. In a loving family, the child represents the hopes and dreams for a next generation, sure to be smart, athletic, and beautiful. As you look at an ultrasound, you see the next Einstein, the  next Jeter, Gretzky, or Jordan—or if it’s two heartbeats, they’re the new improved Venus and Serena.

For my parents, as there must be for any pregnancy, there was always a chance something could be out of order—so they made every effort to take all the appropriate precautions and followed every recommendation to ensure a healthy child. And they knew that the first pregnancy can be a stressful period, because so many things have the chance to go wrong.

I was their first born child, so these emotions weighed on my parents, Scott and Anita, all the more. But my mother’s pregnancy had been completely normal. So as they prayed for a healthy and happy child that could grow up to fulfill their greatest dreams, sharing their emotions and their hopes for the future, they had no reason to worry. There were no problems. There was no reason for concern. The quiet fears were all drowned out by their eagerness to see their child for the first time.

Medical technology wasn’t quite as advanced in those days as it is now. The clarity of today’s ultrasound is a world away from the grainy pictures of a mere two decades ago. But the technology was still good enough to detect some of the things that might appear to be off—it could show doctors the signs of a difficult pregnancy, or something worse.

The nurse that day was kind and pleasant. She told my mother there was nothing to worry about—she was familiar with so many families who don’t nurture their unborn children, either because they  don’t know any better, or because they don’t care. Apathy is the main reason why so many children face dangerous problems, she said—and with all the effort my parents had put into being healthy and valuing this unborn life as an equal part of the family, my mother was doubtlessly carrying a perfectly healthy baby.

The nurse took the cold gel and slathered it across my mother’s stomach, moving the ultrasound sensor methodically around her womb. She pointed out my head, abdomen, and beating heart for my parents on the blurry pictures. Then she began to make measurements to get an idea of my anticipated birth date. She measured the circumference of my head and midsection along with my spine.

A sudden look of confusion crossed the nurse’s face, but she continued to move the sensor around to view different areas. The pulse from the ultrasound broke the deafening silence with a rhythmic beat.

My mother was fixated on the sensor moving across her abdomen, saying that it was making the baby kick—but my father noticed the bewildered look on the nurse’s face. He looked at the monitor, trying to make out the blurry picture.

The nurse explained that she was having trouble finding the baby’s femur. The leg measurements are how the doctors estimate the child’s age, and sometimes the leg is tucked close to the torso. She decided to find a doctor, just to double check the pictures from the machine.

When the nurse excused herself from the room and stepped outside, my parents started to feel nervous. My father couldn’t hear the  conversation from inside the room, but he shared a concerned look with my mother.

“I’m sure everything is going to be okay,” my father said. “This probably happens all the time, and we just don’t know it.”

Before my mother could reply, a radiologist stepped into the room. He greeted my parents cordially and started to analyze the reading from the ultrasound, looking closely at the ultrasound monitor. The room was dead silent as my parents watched him, chilly with the cold of the hospital air conditioner.

Finally, the radiologist’s chair creaked as he turned and said, “I believe everything looks normal . . . You two have nothing to worry about.”

The assistant couldn’t find my limbs, but the radiologist said that, after a few minutes of searching, he had found something that looked like it might be a femur, or at least something they could measure to determine my age. The radiologist passed the sensor back to the nurse and asked her to see if this measurement seemed to match their estimates. It matched perfectly.

The radiologist reassured my parents that sometimes limbs can be hard to find, as they can get pushed behind the placenta, making it difficult to obtain a good image. Oftentimes it will even appear that something is missing when it isn’t.

He’d seen this sort of thing happen on a number of occasions, and he’d never seen skewed ultrasound results end up as anything other than a normal birth. The chance of a child being born with minor limb dysfunction is one out of every few thousand, and the likelihood that the child would be born with all four limbs severely affected is one out of every few million.

The radiologist had a lengthy conversation with my parents, explaining the situation. He told them in nearly all cases where a child is born with a serious birth defect, the ultrasound will detect it. He saw nothing in the ultrasound to be cause for worry. If they found something later, the doctor said, they could discuss other options.

“What other options?”

“Other options generally involve aborting the child surgically,” the doctor said. “If there is a serious dismemberment in the child, then the likelihood that the child could have a normal life is drastically reduced. Instead of putting that burden on the parents to care for a physically challenged child, we generally recommend you abort.”

“That’s not an option for us. We would never consider it.”

The doctor told my parents to go home and rest easy. With a child that is only seventeen weeks old, these things happen quite often. He said he was confident they had a perfectly healthy child.

“Don’t waste your energy worrying about something that virtually never happens. Save it for when the child is born.”

My parents thanked the radiologist for taking the time to analyze the ultrasound, and the nurse apologized for the false alarm. But when my parents left the office, they were both worried.

For the next five months, my mother had regular check-ups that never indicated anything would be wrong. They even had another ultrasound in the third trimester and found nothing wrong.  My parents’ feelings of worry were gradually pushed away as they prepared for my arrival with hope and confidence.

They were shocked when I was born.




TRAUMA IN THE DELIVERY ROOM 

It was a bright Sunday morning, March 23, 1986, when my mother felt the first delivery contractions. The abrupt pain was a clear sign that it was time to head to the hospital.

My parents lingered in the delivery room together. Walter Reed Army Medical Hospital was, at that time, the premier hospital in Washington D.C., and for my father—a military policeman—it was the obvious place to go.

My parents spent hours discussing their hopes for their child, still unaware of whether it would be a boy or a girl. My parents were young, only a year into their marriage, and still very excited with the newness of it all. They good-naturedly disagreed about how many children they wanted to have—my father wanting a small family, my mother wanting a large one.

They started to feel a little fatigued as hours passed by and the contractions continued. My mother’s water still hadn’t broken, and she had been in labor for more than twelve hours. An epidural was administered through an IV as the contractions moved closer together.

By late Monday morning the water still had not broken. The doctors at Walter Reed decided that it was time to break the water and give additional medicine to my mother to hasten the contractions. Two  nurses and a pediatrician joined the family obstetrician in the delivery room as my mother’s contractions intensified. It wouldn’t be long now, they assured my parents.

At 12:13 PM on Monday March 24, 1986, I came into the world. I was facedown and tucked in the fetal position.

My father was at the bedside, gripping my mother’s hand. He wasn’t able to see my face or chest because I came out facing the ground. For a moment, everything appeared to be normal.

Then the obstetrician passed me to the pediatrician without saying a word to my parents. He took me over to the table inside the room and washed me down with his back turned to my mother and father. He gave me the standard Apgar test (the health checklist for every newborn) as if nothing was wrong, but something clearly was.

The excitement and relief at the birth of their firstborn quickly turned into strained confusion. No one in the room would make eye contact with them. My parents were both too scared to ask what the problem was as the pediatrician wrapped me in a blanket and passed me to a nurse—both immediately left the room and shut the door behind them.

The obstetrician knelt down to finish the delivery by stitching my mother. A thick cloud of fear loomed over the room. My parents were stunned and silent.

Eventually, the obstetrician stood up and said, “I need to check on some things right away with your son, but I should be back with him in a moment.”

“So it’s a boy?”

“Yes, Scott . . . but some tests need to be done to make sure everything is in order before you can see him,” the doctor said. “I’ll go and check on that now.”

The pediatrician stepped back inside the delivery room and paced toward my parents as he stared down at the floor. He slowly lifted his head to speak.

“There are some problems with the baby.”

He paused, as if trying to find the right words, before explaining: “He is missing most of his limbs. We did some preliminary tests to determine if he has all of the necessary internal organs to survive, and everything else seems fine.”

“It appears as though he’ll be all right, but we want to make sure before you see him.”

The doctor left my parents alone inside the delivery room. They didn’t know what to do—they were too shocked by what had happened, too scared of the unknown, and too confused by the entire situation. They felt as though the world had collapsed around them. My father looked into my mother’s eyes, and both of them began to tear up out of sheer uncertainty.

The obstetrician looked at my parents and tried to speak. “I’m sorry... I’m sorry,” was all he could manage to get out. He left to check on me in the intensive care unit.

My father glanced over at the IV running into a vein in my mother’s arm and noticed that the tube had lost its fluid. He rolled her over towards her stomach to examine what happened and discovered that during all of the chaos of the delivery, the IV had somehow  slipped out. The table and its sheets were soaked in blood from a large vein, the blood running all over her back.

My father screamed out for help. Nurses rushed into the room, shoved the IV back inside of my mother, and rushed to pump blood inside of her to replace what she had lost.

My father stumbled back and collapsed in a chair. He was sick to his stomach and felt almost faint from trauma. His newborn son was undergoing urgent tests for a problem that no one could explain to him. His wife nearly died from blood loss on the delivery room table. Nothing could have prepared him for this.

The fear of the unknown nearly overwhelmed my parents before they were even allowed to see me. It took them a moment to gather courage to see their firstborn child—hoping for the best, praying against the worst—when the pediatrician returned, carrying me wrapped inside a blanket. He had a look of sympathy on his face as he passed me to my parents.

My father looked down at me and beamed. With my head supported by his shoulder, he took his left hand and uncovered the blanket to see my missing limbs. He didn’t grimace. For a moment, he was proud that my features already resembled his.

My mother sighed with joy as she said, “I can’t believe he’s so beautiful.”

As they talked, my parents felt God was telling them that everything would be all right; that He wanted them to celebrate the birth of their firstborn son, that they should dispel fear and doubt. The shock and uncertainty were still there, but prayer and faith kept my parents  from succumbing to pessimism or depression. Prayer kept my parents going in the worst moments, even though it did not deny anything or magically remove worry. It was a dialogue of emotion and faith that kept my parents as balanced as they could be under the circumstances.

A nurse returned shortly after to carry me away for more tests. I spent the next three days in the hospital away from my parents. Half of the time I was in the intensive care unit while my family had to wonder what else could go wrong. Three days gave them a long time to ponder the worst possibilities, and still no one could provide a definitive answer about why this had happened or what the consequences might be.

Thankfully, the support system of my extended family was already coming together to help out. My grandparents on my mother’s side were visiting family in Tifton, Georgia when I was born. As soon as they heard about me, my grandmother and grandfather rushed to the Atlanta airport and headed to Washington D.C. They knew it would be close to a fifteen hour drive and couldn’t stand the thought of their daughter and son-in-law being alone at such a time. My father’s mother flew in from Michigan at the same time. When they arrived, they found my parents distraught, exhausted, and shell-shocked by the experience.

Social worker after social worker tried to comfort my father and mother, but failed—my parents were overcome by needless guilt, denial, anger, and resentment. I was still going through test after test at this point, but each test just meant another possible worry.

My parents and grandparents prayed for hours that I would survive the first few days of my life. No one apparently had any certainty about what would happen to me. There were only questions that couldn’t be answered.

My father didn’t know what to do. He had planned on leaving the service once his term was up in three weeks. He was going to attend college in the fall. But now, as a young father with little margin for financial difficulty, he faced an enormous burden—the prospect of a tidal wave of medical bills, treatment, and God knows what. His hopes of obtaining a college degree appeared to be crushed; he had no immediate potential for a steady job, but he needed to find one. Even then, how would he pay the bills? He had every reason to expect that I would be far more expensive in my needs than a normal child, and without a college education, my father feared he could not earn the money our family would need.

After the hospital released me, my parents had a follow-up visit with Dr. Charles Epps, a specialist who had experience with kids like me. He told my parents that my condition is technically called Quadramembral Phocomelia, a defect that has an unknown cause. Congenital amputation happens about once every two thousand births or so—but it usually affects just a finger, or toes, or an arm.

Dr. Epps told my parents that it was likely I would end up using a wheelchair to get around when I was older. He urged them not to let anyone amputate my feet, explaining that while it would be easier for my legs to fit prosthetics if they did so, I would likely never be able to  walk with prosthetic legs. He also arranged for my parents and me to meet with another family, who had gone through this same ordeal eighteen months earlier.

Through prayer, my parents came to accept that they couldn’t change what had happened. They couldn’t make me the perfect child they had dreamed about. They could only accept the reality of it, lean on their family, and have faith that things would work out for the best. They prayed for guidance.

Three weeks later, we moved to Fort Wayne, Indiana, where my mother’s parents lived. My parents knew they needed help to raise me and to bear the emotional and financial burdens of the coming months and years.

My parents focused on the fact that they had a responsibility to work together and try to give me the best and happiest life that I could possibly have. In the end, I was the firstborn son in my family—and nothing else mattered.





I look everyone straight in the eye, as an equal, as God created all of us. We are all created uniquely, but we are all equally precious in God’s eyes. That’s something I believe in my heart, that my faith and my family taught me over and over again.

CHAPTER 3

Bouncing Baby Boy

[image: 004]


Even given my physical difference, the first year of my life progressed in much the same way as any other child’s. Concerns about my physical wellbeing disappeared as I continued to live a healthy life: I sat up, crawled, and spoke on schedule for a normal baby boy.

But that feeling of normalcy changed drastically when I turned one. I could no longer keep up with the progress that other children my age made—they began to stand, walk and have more functional abilities with their hands, while I was stuck without any of that progress.

At the time, I didn’t notice. But the people who cared for me did. No one knew whether I would ever be able to function on my own without constant assistance.

My family treated me with more love than a child could ever have asked for. They tried to help me with anything and everything. They helped me eat, dress, and use the bathroom—all well past the point when physically normal children began doing these things on their own.





OEBPS/kyle_9781596986572_oeb_001_r1.jpg
No Excuses

The True Story of a Congenital Amputeg
Who Became a Champion in Wrestling and in Life

Kyle Maynard

Since 1947
w REGNERY
PUBLISHING, INC.
pany ~Washingion, D¢

An Eagle Publishing Company « ¥





OEBPS/kyle_9781596986572_oeb_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/kyle_9781596986572_oeb_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/kyle_9781596986572_oeb_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/kyle_9781596986572_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
The True Story

of a Congenital
Amputee Who
Became a Champion
inWrestling and
inLife

At o
Timnes






