This shaped my life & career...

Pushing Past Darkness
The story of a head injury that changed my entire life...
My childhood was centered around sports. My world was Football, Football, and
more Football. I loved every aspect of it; the competitiveness, the team
camaraderie, and the game itself. It made me feel important. I was so passionate
about it, that it guided my life well after high school
I still remember my first college season; one Saturday morning in particular. I was
so excited. The smell of the freshly cut grass and the vibrations of the crowd
rumbling throughout my veins. My senses still paint a vivid picture that I hold close
to my heart. Unfortunately, this would be the last time I would get to enjoy this
distinct energy.
The ref blew his whistle for the opening kickoff, and my life changed soon after.
I noticed my adrenaline surge throughout me; I sped down the field with everything
I had. Then abruptly, everything seemed to have gone quiet.
I got hit... Consciousness slipped from my grasps...
I tried to function in what felt like a cloud, or a lucid dream-like state. I woke up to
the muffled sounds of my athletic trainer intermittently blocking the sharp
brightness of the sun.
I lay motionless on my back, attempting to analyze what had happened.
I was terrified and felt as if I was out of my body.
I didn’t realize at the time, but I sustained a head injury that would drastically shift
my life. The aftermath of this concussion was both mental and physical. The side
effects scared me. Some examples included my hands trembling each morning as I

attempted to eat breakfast, my eyes had become strained and overly sensitive to
light, I started having trouble remembering simple things, and an unforgiving
anxiety that consumed me and held me hostage. Stress continued to break me
down while I pondered the uncharted territory that was my future. I wouldn’t wish
this pain on anyone…
I felt empty.
I assumed I disappointed my team, but I wasn't ready for the extreme change in
dynamics it caused between us. My teammates inevitably treated me differently
for being injured. It actually made me resent them and to be honest, I didn't want to
hear about their successes without me. My coaches thought I was faking it and,
nicely put, told me to stop being a coward.
I hated them for that. All I wanted to do was get back on that field and prove to
everyone the kind of athlete I knew I could be. The frustration sent me into a
downward spiral of depression. There seemed to be a void that could never be
filled...
My passion left me, and I felt as if my life would never go on. I completely lost my
sense of self and questioned my purpose in life. My dreams, desires, and plans
were shattered in an instant. I had no idea how to cope or how to move forward
without football...
There seemed to be a void that could never be filled...
...without it... I was lost.
I didn't have a college major at that time. I admit I hadn’t given it much thought
since my sole focus was on being a college athlete and wasn’t even sure what
interested me on the academic side.
Truly, I needed help...
...Then, a turning point presented itself as an opportunity to meet with our academic
advisor. A very special lady to me; she helped direct me towards what eventually
changed my life…

I was surprised…I found a passion for science.
I became obsessed with understanding how the body works.
While still relatively unsure of what my future career would be, I participated in a
Special Needs Exercise Development Internship. My job was to customize sports
specific training for severely handicapped adolescent teens. I remember one
patient in particular. He was a college student like me, except he would live the
rest of his life in a wheelchair. He was dealt a terrible hand in life, yet he was so
cool. It seemed like nothing negative had ever happened to him, and he motivated
me. I genuinely enjoyed spending time with him and made it my mission to get him
moving. I wanted him to have some form of normalcy.

I had an idea...I decided we should get him in the pool to progress his therapy.
The program advisor was hesitant to the idea at first, and initially declined my
attempts at transforming his rehab routine. To their dismay, I was relentless about

seeing it through. I only rotated to working with him once a week, but by the end of
the summer, I had successfully taught him how to swim.
The moment he reached the far side of the pool, tears streamed from his eyes. I felt
his pain and his struggle through his expression. But more importantly, I watched
him persevere through it all. And at this moment, he was a star, and I knew what I
wanted to do for my career.
We both were overwhelmed with emotion, and we both took important steps
towards our future. I fell in love with helping people accomplish their goals. It filled
my heart and inspired me to enroll in Physical Therapy School.
I was on a mission to prove my ability to provide innovative and different
approaches to modern medicine.

Developing My Passion...
The field of Physical Therapy intrigued me so much I found myself voluntarily
immersed in the information, losing track of time the same way I used to with
Football.
My creativity ran wild as I started developing my own trains of thought that led me
to question traditional beliefs in medicine. I was fascinated and
developed resistance to simply conform to textbook medicine that seemed
impersonal and outdated to me.
This caused the faculty of grad school to negatively push back on me. New ideas
now deemed “innovative” were looked down upon as “rebelling” at the time. They
hated the way their teachings were being challenged, especially by someone they
classified as a stereotypical “jock.”

I was harassed by my instructors...
"You'll NEVER wear athletic clothing to work"
"You'll NEVER be respected as a doctor"

"You're NEVER going to make it"
"You're NOT GOOD ENOUGH"

I was bullied by academic leaders while in grad school... They were relentless.
I tried to brush it off and not let it bother me.
I attempted to stand up for myself when they wouldn't stop.
The constant discouragement made me angry. They laughed at me when I told
them being relatable would help me with future patients, allowing me to make
more of an impact on their lives. Nothing was good enough for them. I would not
conform to their demands, and they saw me only as a stubborn ex-athlete. I felt I
was better than this, but their repetitive put-downs wore on me.
I was exhausted… I was out of money…
I was unsure if I was good enough for the field of physical therapy.
My hatred for the staff, faculty, and school, grew. Again, I didn’t want to feel that
way, but negative emotions consumed both my mind and my body. I was furious
that they had continuously tried to take everything unique from me. They wanted
to pry my unique approach from me. My foundation as a free-thinker with
revolutionary ideas. The foundation that I had worked so hard to build. They tried to
force me into their box, and it left me distraught, frustrated and depleted. I knew I
had to take care of myself and study excessively to be able to overcome all the
judgment, victimization and criticism. I was forced into perfection, as I realized I did
not have the same room for error that others had.
Inevitably though, my competitive instincts took over.

Actualizing my Dreams…
They told me I would NEVER make it.
I proved them WRONG.

I devoted everything, and I reached my potential. I graduated at the top of my class
and left the skeptical college staff with nothing but angst. I decided to leave all my
anger and pain in the past. I was driven and obsessed with moving forward from
this point. Quickly, I discovered mentors and researched new information in the
field. From here, I propelled myself into the industry as a business owner.
It was all worth it.
I never looked back...
And today, I'm living my dreams.

I have been fortunate enough to work with some of the Nations' most recognized
Professional Athletes, Olympians, and Hollywood Actors...
But honestly, the best part of my job is helping you!
My personal struggles and triumphs around the world of sports gives me unique
insight to patients that not all practitioners have. I understand the impact injury has
on your life and will help you overcome them not only physically, but mentally and
emotionally too.

Live Athletics is built on the experiences of my past. I have made it my purpose to
turn your injury into a positive experience filled with love and support to get you
where you want to be. If you are going through a difficult time in your life where
you feel alone, reach out to us. We have the resources you need to get you
through it all. It is going to be alright. Let us pull the competitor out of you so we
can overcome this challenge together.

Thank you for taking time to learn about my story. I hope you
can persevere through life’s challenges. Always know that
myself, and the people of Live Athletics are here to help you.
Zach Ray, DPT
- Live Athletics President & Founder - Fitness Coach

Live Athletics
2488 Townsgate Rd Unit C
Westlake Village, CA 91361
805-910-9913
United States

FORWARD

