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For my beautiful wife Jill and sons Connor and Tanner,

and for all those living with a silent illness


Author’s Note

Under My Helmet is not about concussions or chronic traumatic encephalopathy (CTE). Those subjects are important and potentially tragic. They affect too many who play football, including in the NFL, as well as other athletes and those who participate in high-risk activities.

Under My Helmet is about a condition that affects far more people than that. You don’t have to make a single tackle to be affected. Those close to us who are impacted—and we each know many of them, some of whose conditions remain hidden from us—are just regular people. They did not put themselves in harm’s way.

It happens that I played football. But this is not really about football.


Foreword by Tony Dungy

I first met Keith O’Neil in September of 2005. I was the head coach of the Indianapolis Colts, and our scouting department told us he was a player who could help our team. Keith was a very good athlete who was tough, aggressive, and had a tremendous work ethic. In short, he was our kind of player. After doing a little research, there was another reason I was drawn to him. Keith’s father, Ed O’Neil, had been a player for my favorite team growing up, the Detroit Lions. I had watched Ed play, and I knew if Keith was anything like his dad, he would certainly be an asset to us. We had an opening at linebacker, his position, and we decided Keith would upgrade our football team.

When Keith arrived, he had the look of a young man who had everything you could ask for in life. He was joining a team that had an opportunity to win a Super Bowl. He was going to make a good sum of money playing the game he loved. He had a beautiful fiancée, Jill, and his future seemed so bright. Once Keith got on the field, he picked up our defenses very quickly and fit right in with our group of players. After just one week of practice, we were very confident we’d made a good decision. Keith was going to be an integral part of our team, and he was in our game plan as we were preparing to open up the regular season against the Baltimore Ravens.

As we were making final preparations to fly to Baltimore, Keith told me he needed to see me. I thought he may have wanted some clarification on the schedule or what we were expecting of him, and what his role might be going forward. That is what most new players want to know. But what Keith shared with me in my office caught me completely off guard. He said he was having difficulty adjusting to this new situation. He was having trouble sleeping because he was very anxious and didn’t think he could make the trip with us to Baltimore. At first I thought he merely needed some encouragement, that he wasn’t sure how well he was performing on the field. I told him he was doing exceptionally well and the coaches were very happy with how he was doing. He would be a big part of our special teams units while he continued to learn the nuances of our defense.

But as we talked a little more, I could see that it wasn’t the uncertainty of how he was performing that was bothering Keith. It was what was going on in his life and, more specifically, what was going on in his mind. He was apprehensive about the whole situation. Moving from Dallas to Indianapolis, learning a new system, making new friends, finding a place to live, hoping his fiancée could adjust to this new life, as well. It was all starting to overwhelm him, and he needed some time to sort it out. He asked me if it would be okay if he didn’t travel with the team to Baltimore. He felt he needed to spend some time with Jill and work things out.

That was definitely a first for me. Normally, I was the one telling players that they wouldn’t be making the trip, that they needed to keep working hard, and eventually their chance would come. But here was Keith, with the opportunity he had worked for his entire life, telling me he didn’t think he was ready to play at the moment. The more we talked, I could see that there were deeper issues. I didn’t know what was at the root of his problem, but I knew we had people on our support staff who could help.

We believed in Keith and wanted to help him. I told him not to worry about the Baltimore game that week. We were concerned about the big picture, the entire season and, more importantly, about his emotional health. We decided he would take the weekend and spend it with Jill, but we also wanted him to visit with our medical people and see if we could help him with this anxiety issue.

That was just the start, as Keith still had a great deal of personal anguish to confront.

I am delighted to tell you that this story has a happy ending. While Keith went on to play some outstanding football for us, and his contributions helped us the following year to beat the Chicago Bears in Super Bowl XLI, the more important development was that Keith was eventually diagnosed as having Bipolar disorder. Through the same grit he showed on the field, he was able to get much-needed help from so many caring people. He is now married and has two beautiful children but, more than that, has a feeling of control over his life.

Everyone in the National Football League has the goal of winning a Super Bowl. Keith has done that, and I know he is very proud of that accomplishment. But I believe that writing this book is even more significant than winning a Super Bowl. Since being diagnosed, Keith has made it his mission to help other people who are suffering from mental illnesses. He wants to let people know that there is no shame in having a mental illness—it is no different than a physical ailment. If you see the right doctors and follow the right treatment plan, you can improve, and even be healed.

Keith and I have stayed in touch over the years, and I’m extremely proud of him. I always felt our job as NFL players and coaches was not just to win games, but to make our communities better places to live. I’m just happy that Keith had the courage to come into my office that day and tell me something was wrong. That was the start of his recovery process, and I pray that there may be someone who reads this book and it starts them on their way to healing.

Thank you, Keith, for opening up your heart and your life to help others.

Tony Dungy

May 2017


Introduction

There was a method to my madness.

Sunday, the most important workday for anyone lucky enough to play in the National Football League, I was sprinting down the field with the kickoff unit, leading the charge, with my new teammates from the Indianapolis Colts. I had been picked up the previous month after getting cut by the Dallas Cowboys, where I’d spent two seasons playing special teams and the occasional down at linebacker. Now, I was running hard, #53, in my white and blue-striped Colts road uniform. There’s an eerie quiet you experience when wearing a football helmet, the sound of breathing almost like an astronaut’s but faster, the whoosh inside intense and menacing and private—and odd, contrasted with what I was doing at the moment: racing down field, jacked to make something explosive happen.

Anyone who plays on special teams, especially at the NFL level, has to be a little bit nuts. “It isn’t normal for two grown men of that size and strength to want to run into each other at full speed,” says my father, Ed, a former All-America linebacker at Penn State, first-round draft choice of the Detroit Lions, and longtime football coach. And no play in football is more full speed than a special teams play: kickoff, kickoff return, punt, punt return. (Special teams also includes field goal and extra point tries, but they don’t move anywhere near that speed.) I was one of the few chosen to play on all four.

It’s a form of madness. “Acceptable” madness.

It was early October 2005, sunny and warm and clear, and we were at the Tennessee Titans’ home stadium, in Nashville. Seven minutes into the second half, we were up 21–0, after Peyton Manning’s third touchdown pass of the day. Our placekicker lofted the ball to the Titans’ return man, who was protected behind a “wedge” of four other Titans. I was the first Colt to reach their 30-yard line because I was fast: Speed was one of my assets as a football player. If you’re 6-foot, 240 pounds (after a big dessert), small by NFL linebacker standards, you’d better have some other things going for you. For me it was speed, being a very hard hitter, having good instincts on gaps and changes of direction, and a willingness to do just about anything my coaches asked.

My job, the craziest of the crazy special teams jobs, was to “bust” the wedge. It’s a pretty simple idea: You give up your body so your teammates can make an easier tackle from the chaos you create. Normally you go right at the guy who’s the point of the wedge and try to take him out and hope that the collision slows down other players of theirs—especially the ballcarrier—because you’ve limited his lanes. The special teams coach for the Colts had me line up on kickoffs so that I would be the wedge buster. They must have seen film of what I had done on the Cowboys to want me to do the same for them.

At one of my first meetings with the Colts special teams unit, the coach told us about something he called the “Horizontal Mambo”: As you approach the wedge, you jump up, fling sideways (horizontal), and use your body to sweep away anyone and everyone you can reach at the point of the spear, the way a bowling pin gets knocked down, swings wide, and knocks down other pins. Only in this case, since you’re airborne, you’re knocking them over high up, not low down. If you attempted a Horizontal Mambo, you wouldn’t expect to take out the ballcarrier, who’s a few yards behind the wedge, but you would seriously mess up his protection and rhythm.

“I’ve been coaching over twenty years and no one’s ever done it,” the special teams coach teased us. “I’ll give a hundred bucks to anyone who does.”

No one on the unit, not me or anyone else, tried it the first three games of the season. To be honest, I wasn’t thinking about the dare at all. Then, in the middle of the third quarter of our fourth game, as I was running downfield against the Titans, I saw my opening.

When I hit the 30-yard-line, I saw the wedge coming right at me. In the instant just before the collision, I thought: Do it.

I jumped up, twisted my body horizontally, while also diving at them, as if the blockers were a body of water I was leaping into. But in my excitement I actually mistimed my jump. I didn’t quite take out both front guys. One of them crumpled to the ground, and after the play he would stagger off the field, diagnosed later with a concussion. The player to his left got displaced but kept his feet. Because of the crazy angle of my attack, I hit the lead wedge guy in the crown of his helmet with my tailbone, which would later cause massive bruising and swelling all the way down into my groin.

It was not as devastating to their wedge as I had hoped. But no way did they expect me to do that. No way did anyone expect it, which made it effective. There was method to my madness.

TV announcer Kevin Harlan and former San Francisco 49ers offensive lineman Randy Cross were covering the game for CBS. “You hear the old term, about how an NFL game is like a car accident on your body?” said Cross. (I didn’t hear about his comments until after the game, of course.) “Well, there’s a one-play, three-car pileup. Having no regard for your body … how much do you think [O’Neil] cares about yours if you’re in the wedge? How about, absolutely none?”

At the team meeting the next day, Colts head coach Tony Dungy awarded me a game ball. (I also had a forced fumble and made three tackles on special teams.) The following week in San Francisco, against the 49ers, I was named special teams captain and later given what we called the “Charles Bronson Award” for two more badass plays—plays where you’re under control but what you make happen looks almost out of control, the kind of bang-bang play that makes the NFL the NFL. The kind of thing that even my father, a football lifer, says “isn’t normal.” Where you turn order into disorder, because that’s the point.

This is the story of a man who tried to keep order until it became evident to himself and everyone else that he could not. Until, eventually, there was no method, only madness.

It’s my story.


Chapter 1

THE BEAR

An interesting question about mental illness: Where does the sometimes unpleasant personality end and the illness begin? Would you act much differently if you didn’t have something “wrong” with you—or are you by nature ornery (for instance) or short-tempered and the illness isn’t really to “blame”?

Since I was a child, my family’s nickname for me was “The Bear.” I could be moody and uncommunicative when I came downstairs in the morning, unready to talk until I had some breakfast in me, like a bear who had just been roused after hibernation and needed some time or food to become its true self. I would mutter one word in my mother’s direction: cereal. My older brother, Kevin, whom I idolized, would be at the kitchen table talking a mile a minute. My older sister, Colleen, my greatest confidante, tended to be quiet. You could say I was quiet, too, but grumpier—not angry, but grumpy. Irritable, quick to snap back at you. It was mostly a morning thing, at least when I was younger. I wouldn’t talk to or look at anyone until I finished eating. Years later, my parents confessed that they often felt as if they were walking on eggshells around me. Mom said they chalked it up to moodiness. Most of the time I would snap out of it—whatever “it” was—and be just fine. Normal.

Later, when I looked back at how things unraveled, and what I learned from it, I sometimes wondered which reactions and aspects of my behavior were wired to be part of my personality, the “real” me, and which parts were something else, chemistry that went amiss. I came to understand that, no, you can’t separate it out like that.

It’s all you.

And over time, one of the most interesting revelations I had about the illness was that I didn’t want to separate it out from the rest of me. I would be losing an important part of what made me me.

Can you imagine if we thought about our body the way we sometimes do about our mind and personality? No, the upper half of my body—barrel-chested and broad-shouldered—that’s not really who I am. My lean legs and flat feet are the “real” me.

Yeah, no. The bear is a bear when it wakes up from a long sleep and it’s a bear two hours later and two months later.

It’s always a bear.

Years later, one therapist tried to make me feel better, telling me that I could separate out certain unpleasant facets of my life. Soon after I was diagnosed with bipolar I disorder, I was sitting in her office, still trying to absorb the condition and especially the new label, not wanting to believe it because it sounded so … defining.

“It can’t be true,” I fretted. “What am I gonna do? I can’t believe I’m bipolar!”

She cut me off. She was a comforting presence—warm brown eyes, nice smile. “Keith, you aren’t bipolar. You have bipolar. There’s a difference. If you had cancer, you wouldn’t say, ‘I am cancer.’ You’d say, ‘I have cancer.’ You are not bipolar. You have bipolar.”

What she said made sense at the time. It also made me feel more relaxed, better about the diagnosis and about myself. Made me feel that bipolar disorder was just an illness. It did not define me.

Yet what she told me, I eventually figured out, was simply not true—at least in my case. Probably not true for lots of other people, as well. My disease was much more than just something I had.

~

For most of my life, the one thing that did define me, and my family, was football.

August 26, 1980, means two things in the O’Neil household. For one, it’s the day my dad, Ed, got cut from the New England Patriots. It ended my father’s playing career, which included captaining Penn State’s undefeated 1973 team, getting picked eighth in the 1974 NFL Draft by the Detroit Lions, then playing six seasons with them (they were pretty much a .500 team until their terrible 2–14 final season he was there) and one more with the Green Bay Packers. He did not miss a game for the first six and a half seasons in the league, after which injuries started coming one after the other: dislocated shoulder, badly sprained knee, herniated disc. Like almost everyone who plays football that hard, that long, he tried to play a little longer—in his case, with the Pats. He didn’t make it. The legendary Bill Parcells, then the team’s linebacker coach, cut him on August 26, 1980.

That was also the day I was born.

I grew up in Howell, New Jersey, where my dad had a job at Rutgers University, coaching linebackers, special teams, and tight ends. Growing up in a football family was different. It felt special, magical. Fall weekends were almost always spent at games. Hanging out at stadiums, including Giants Stadium, where the Scarlet Knights played a couple of games a year. Walking around on that field as a kid, sometimes as ball boy—it was an American boy’s dream. Being the son of an NFL first-round draft pick and All-America linebacker at Penn State was like being the child of a celebrity, at least in Howell. Everyone in school or at Little League, especially their parents, knew who my dad was. I bragged about it. I brought his football card to school.

His job was high-profile and also highly insecure, which made our close family maybe a little too close. We five knew how uncertain things were, that they could change at the end of any season. I don’t think there are that many professions, outside of a family-run business, where the whole family can be so involved in the parent’s job. During the season, Dad was rarely around during the week. In the offseason, except for July when we’d all go camping together, he was mostly away on high school recruiting trips. But fall weekends, especially when Rutgers had a home game, we were all there on Saturday afternoon, as regular a routine as church together on Sunday.

Football defined not just the structure of our life but also, in a way, the mentality. Dad went right from finishing his playing career to coaching. Like most football coaches I know, he lived and breathed it—and loved it, too. You have to: Given the level of dedication, the sheer number of hours you put in, you’d better like what you’re doing. Hopefully you even love it. So of course football shaped his worldview. Years later, he would leave Rutgers to coach in Buffalo (at the University at Buffalo), then in Germany at Frankfurt and Düsseldorf (for the now-defunct NFL Europe), then in Canada, at Hamilton and Toronto (the Canadian Football League), then back to Buffalo (high school) before retiring. My brother Kevin (who would go on to play football at Syracuse University), my brother-in-law Drew, a star college player played five years in the NFL, and I would joke about buying my father a football-shaped globe because his world was football. My mom says he always finds a way to bring the conversation back to football. “Dad,” I could say, “I don’t understand this new knee fixation device I’m selling at work and how to use it properly.”

“Well, Keith,” Dad might answer, “It’s like the Cover 2 (a defensive coverage). The more you do it, the more you’ll understand it.”

In our house, football was life.

And life was mostly normal, even idyllic. We had a white picket fence and a black Lab named Paddy. We lived in a modest three-bedroom Colonial, with light blue aluminum siding, on a corner lot. Behind us were woods with several big holes in the ground, almost pits, perfect for building forts and playing army and manhunt. There was an above-ground pool and a big climbing tree in the middle of the backyard. We played football in the sideyard with other neighborhood kids. Sometimes we played it in the schoolyard across the street. Games always broke out. When I played—usually with boys several years older, because most of them were Kevin’s friends and they always needed an extra player—I never backed down. I liked the competition. I would pretend I was my dad. We played football indoors, too: The back of the house, the family room, was where we did most of our playing—Legos, Nintendo, etc.—and my absolute favorite thing was to come home from Rutgers games on Saturday nights and Kevin and I would go straight to the family room, take all the cushions off the couches, put them over the “pointy” furniture, and play football. Because of our age difference, he played on his knees and I played standing up. Our background music was Saturday night college football games on TV.

Mom was the backbone of the family, holding everything together while Dad was at work and out of town for chunks of time. A good parent puts her kids in a position to succeed, just like a good coach puts his players in a position to succeed. That was Mom, guiding us but also giving us freedom.

Even though I could be The Bear (at least until I had a couple bowls of cereal in me), I was also thought of as a caring, sweet kid—at least for a while. I was not the greatest student, a dreamer frequently off in my own world, but Mom did her best to help me study. My teachers liked me. So did my extended family, especially my aunts. I collected baseball cards and football cards. I excelled at sports, especially baseball. I loved music. I was an altar boy at our local parish, St. Veronica’s. Normal stuff.

But there was other stuff, too. Was it normal? Typical little boy stuff, or something else? When does behavior become a “sign” of something and not just who you really are, or just a normal stage you’re going through?

You are always who you are.

In second grade, two weeks before my first communion, I spray-painted Fuck You on the houses of several neighbors.

Occasionally I bullied kids. I liked to fight, especially with kids my brother’s age—four years older—because I wanted to prove myself. In third grade, I got into an argument with a boy in Kevin’s class. I threw the first punch. I remember how proud Kevin was. I got in huge trouble for it, of course, but even Mom couldn’t get completely angry with me when the boy’s mother called to complain how I was at fault because I’d thrown the first punch. What my mother wanted to say was, “Lady, your son is four years older than mine.” She didn’t, though.

It was not the only fight I got into in third and fourth grade.

Okay, you’re probably forming an opinion of me.

I thought I was a good kid, just a little mischievous. As far as I could tell, no one in my family thought I was a bad child, a delinquent. Like I said, I could be sweet and caring, and most of the time I was. Everyone brushed off my occasional antics. I mooned a girl. I set some small fires and egged some houses and broke a few windows. Pretty standard for a lot of little boys growing up in the suburbs, right?

Or was it a sign of something else, like impulse control problems? Or the need to feel that rush of adrenaline?

By age eight, something else started happening: I was feeling anxiety, particularly about falling asleep. Upstairs were three bedrooms—one for my parents, one for Colleen, one for Kevin and me. He and I had a bunk bed, me on the top. Our walls were covered with sports posters, happy things to dream about. But my mind just wouldn’t, couldn’t shut off. Why? I had a warm bed, a loving family, a safe house and neighborhood. My parents had a strong marriage. Mom ran a daycare from home to help make ends meet while also being around her own kids. Amazingly, given what Dad did for work, we even had stability. (He had turned down at least one “better” coaching job while we lived in New Jersey so we didn’t have to move.) I had a sister I could tell everything to and a brother I worshipped.

It didn’t matter. Even though my siblings and the neighborhood kids and I played after school until we dropped, it still didn’t help. I dreaded bedtime. Since I was younger than Kevin, I would go to bed first but I would lie there, eyes open, staring at the ceiling, waiting for him, sometimes for hours. It didn’t matter if Mom came in to help by lying down with me or talking to me or cuddling with me or getting mad at me. My mind was occupied by thoughts of things that were going to happen the next day. Anticipating, worrying. But lots of kids do that, right? And most of them grow out of it, right?

And it wasn’t as if I worried about everything. I didn’t worry about making friends. I didn’t worry about excelling at sports. I worried about … well, I worried about everything else.

My very Catholic father saw that I was struggling. “Maybe we should put a Bible in your pillowcase?” he suggested. So we put a pocket Bible in my pillowcase.

Yeah, that didn’t help.

We had always prayed as a family, before meals and bedtime, but now, because of my anxiety, I started to pray on my own. If my parents couldn’t help me with my sleep problem, who else could I go to? A higher power, naturally. My father was raised Catholic, my mother Christian, and we attended church every Sunday at St. Veronica’s. To get through church I daydreamed (I know I’m not alone in that). While we never opened the Bible as a family, and at home we weren’t taught scripture, just Catholic prayer, I was exposed to God and religion at a young age.

Now I needed God to help me sleep. He didn’t answer but I didn’t give up: I had no Plan B. By the time I was ten or eleven, I started frequently to lock myself in the upstairs bathroom, the one we three kids shared, and light candles and pray for sleep. Small candles, lots of them, all around the edge of the bathtub, and a bunch more on the floor. I would sit on the (closed) toilet seat and just think and mostly pray about sleeping. Sometimes I noticed the moon in the window and would focus on that. I often wore headphones and listened to music, mostly grunge—Pearl Jam, Nirvana, others. I might stay in the locked bathroom for a half-hour.

That helped about as much as the pocket Bible in my pillowcase. My problems with sleep only got worse. I had enough religion to believe that things happen for a reason, and my sleeplessness made no sense to me. I could not understand why my prayers went unanswered.

Every now and then, a suicidal thought crept in.

I sometimes stared into my parents’ bathroom cabinet at all the medications, and thought about how taking lots of them all at once might kill me. Even the linen closet made me think: It’s where Mom kept the rubbing alcohol and peroxide. If I drank both bottles, I was pretty certain they would kill me. No, definitely they would. These were just thoughts, though.

Okay, I was a depressed little kid—at least some of the time.

And maybe being depressed like that is normal.

More than anything, though, I felt different. I felt things more deeply than I suspected other people did. Was I actually, technically depressed? I don’t know. My paternal grandfather, Howdo, had depression and mood swings, though it’s not as if I recognized myself in him. My dad would tell me how Howdo was either the life of the party or locked in a room upstairs sleeping. How he would talk your ear off or just not talk at all. There was no “open secret” in the family about Howdo’s behavior, some idea that he could not function. He was a workingman, with a full-time job at an electrical company in northwest Pennsylvania, and a side business cleaning rugs to make ends meet. It was hard for those around him to say that he had some kind of mental disorder. Back then, bad or good, you went about your business.

At school, I struggled academically. I would call myself a very average student. The teachers never had problems with my behavior. The only time my parents sought special help was in second grade, when I had trouble pronouncing certain consonants, especially the letter “r.” “Girl” would sound like “gull.” I got past it in a semester.

My most reliable refuge was sports. Everyone in my family played them, loved competing at them, usually starred at them. Kevin was a phenomenal athlete, probably better all-around than me, though in the end maybe not a better football player. He was faster and better at track and basketball, while I was better at baseball. He and I always competed hard against each other, the way athletic brothers do, and I sometimes looked to provoke him. But we weren’t competitive with each other and I didn’t compare myself to him, though maybe it sounds as if I am. Kevin eventually went to Syracuse University, a top Division I-A school, to play linebacker. An amazing achievement. I wanted to play Division I-A college football someday—Michigan, Syracuse, even Rutgers, where Dad coached, even if they usually didn’t do all that well record-wise.

My sister Colleen, nineteen months older than me, was the best athlete of us all. As a pole vaulter, she was the first in the state of New Jersey to clear the opening height as a sophomore. She was a pentathlete, great at sprints, high jump, long jump, and hurdles. She was a district champion. She broke many school records. As a cheerleader, her squad competed at the national level.

As I said, despite the uncertainty built into a football career, we were lucky to have a stable family life. After my father had been at Rutgers for six years, the head coach was fired and a new one was brought in—yet still my dad was kept on. He was well liked. A year or two went by and he was obviously a valued member of the new staff. It wasn’t the usual way things happened, though. Almost all the coaches I’ve known have been all over the country, criss-crossing it like someone’s chasing them. They move their families from place to place, hot after their dream of someday becoming head coach somewhere, preferably a big school. That kind of mentality puts a lot of stress on the family. My linebacker coach with the Dallas Cowboys made his home in Texas while his family lived in another state. When I was younger, I thought that was a pretty selfish way to live, but that was probably because we hadn’t had to, for a good long time. Why, I wondered, don’t they just get a high school football coaching job, teach gym, and live with their wife and kids?

By middle school, my fleeting suicidal thoughts were in check. My anxiety and insomnia were somewhat in check. My moodiness was not. Maybe it’s who I was.

I had more and more trouble concentrating in school, especially when I wasn’t interested in the subject or it got a little too complex (which naturally made me lose interest). Luckily, I could bullshit my way through. Occasionally I’d cheat. But I was also smart, though maybe more street-smart than school-smart.

Then again, to thrive as a kid, especially a boy, it can really help to have athletic success. My father, who never pressured my brother and me to follow in his footsteps, did not allow us to play organized football until eighth grade. But the moment I could sign up for Pop Warner, got put on the Howell Lions, and was made a starter on both defense and offense, it was clear that I had the instincts and genes for the game. My speed enabled me to star at football (as running back and linebacker), track (sprints), and lacrosse (midfielder). (I gave up baseball to play lacrosse.) I didn’t think of myself as a dumb jock. I didn’t hang out with any sort of football crowd. I smoked some weed. I had friends. I had girlfriends. Things were good. I enjoyed being a football star.


Chapter 2

I-A

The bubble burst.

For a football coach at the college or pro level, my father had managed an amazingly stable life for us growing up, one highly difficult to replicate: an entire decade in the same place. Your kids grow up in one house, keep their friends and their identity at school, go to sleep each night in their bed.
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