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To Rick, Lindsay, Lauren, and Scott. I love you all so
 much. You have been my biggest cheerleaders and my
 most honest critics throughout this process. I appreciate
 everything you have done to help make this dream a
 reality. Thank you for making life so interesting.
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Foreword

Scott Hoying

I’ve realized that “success” is a very complicated word. It can mean different things to different people. For some, it might be getting a master’s degree and a great job. For others, it may be creating the next huge app or buying a fancy car. Or becoming a pop star. Or moving out of their hometown.

My idea of success has been ever-changing throughout my life. Currently, I think of it more as a feeling rather than a destination. As of today, my definition of “success” is a feeling of gratitude to have built a life in which you consistently feel content, high in self-esteem, and fulfilled.

Whether you’re spending time with loved ones, working, or playing—that moment you think, Wow! I feel like a kid again and so lucky to be in this place is success to me. How much money you make, how many people like you, how many number ones on the charts you have ≠ sustained happiness. One of my favorite quotes ever is from Jim Carrey: “I think everybody should get rich and famous and do everything they ever dreamed of so they can see that it’s not the answer.”

I love this quote because I’ve found that the beloved dopamine spike you get from money and fame is very temporary. The brain has a funny way of adapting. When Pentatonix was first taking off, I genuinely can’t even explain how joyous and viscerally thrilling it felt. Wow! I was on top of the world!

Then I realized I would have to keep working harder than ever to sustain that. So I did. But my brain kept adapting. I increasingly put pressure on myself to keep that thrilling high going, and I got stuck on the hamster wheel. I slowly started to let anxiety and cloudy intentions rule my creative and personal decisions, got lost in the opinions of others, and for a moment, forgot what my true passions even were. So I took some shortcuts to dopamine and probably drank more than I should.

For a moment there, I may have been seen as successful, but I was in a pretty dark place. Fortunately, I’m back and doing better than ever. I learned some life-changing, valuable lessons along the way—one of which is that contentment, self-esteem, and fulfillment come from within. I also learned that all of us may already have everything we need to start experiencing success right now.

Some people have “succeeded” but aren’t happy. Some have succeeded but don’t even realize it yet.

Again, it’s different for everyone, but I personally feel most successful when I lean into my deepest passions and relationships. (Having enough money is important, too, but only because it removes stressors and aids in bringing about freedom—resulting in gratitude and contentment.)

I say all this because I think the number one thing that led me personally to success was my home and family life. When I was a kid, I was very lucky to have a home of love, safety, and unconditional support. My parents encouraged my sisters and me to follow any and all of our dreams, however big or small. It was always like this.

To this day, I know I have a home where I’m welcome and safe. Growing up, I never even thought about financial success. My dad and I were playing video games. My mom was setting up the karaoke machine. My sister Lauren and I were belting out “Hero” by Mariah Carey. My sister Lindsay and I were making DIY horror movies, like The Bloody Hand Killer on an old VHS camcorder (Oscar-worthy, to be honest!). It was a creative, happy place for the most part.

I didn’t envy the kids who had more than I did because, one, I didn’t process that I was supposed to, and two, I didn’t have any interest in those things. I loved my exact reality. Without a doubt, that was one of the most impactful factors that led me personally to success. (There are infinite routes to success that look very different, but here is mine!)

My homelife made the world a little less scary and helped me cultivate resilience—an essential skill that played a major role in leading me to where I am now in my home, work, and love life. Resilience can be cultivated in so many different ways, and I honestly believe it isn’t talked about enough. I have faced rejection countless times—and still do to this day. That, unfortunately, doesn’t go away.

However, my parents didn’t seem too worried about it as I was growing up. When American Idol, X-Factor, America’s Got Talent, and The Voice all said “No! No! No! No! No! No! No!” (cue “Bohemian Rhapsody”) sometimes paired with “You just don’t have what it takes!” my parents would calmly say afterward, “Ah! Their loss! Who cares what they think?” or “They’re wrong. Such a bummer, but you’re so amazing and you crushed it!” or even “Let’s learn from this and keep going. Moving on!”

Although I didn’t know it at the time, I was internalizing, Oh, my worth doesn’t have to come from how well these things go!—that failure does not define me. Each moment of rejection was simply an opportunity to grow. Thus I have never really connected failure to my personal worth. Every up and down of life has been worth it and has taught me valuable things. This caused a butterfly effect.

Resilience led to the courage to take risks. Taking risks led to pushing boundaries and braving unknowns. Which led to progress, growth, purpose, self-esteem, and hope—which led to a sense of purpose and fulfillment. Which then led to the ultimate: sweet, sweet gratitude. Success!

But it all started with unconditional love: the love my mom showed me, the love my dad showed me, and the love my sisters showed me.

Unconditional Love → Resilience → Fearlessness → Risk Taking → Purpose → Self-Esteem → Attraction → Gratitude (Success!)

Now I am beginning to build my own wonderful life with my beautiful husband, Mark. We hope to pass down these values to our future children: that they always will have a safe place to land; that they can be brave, follow their dreams, and lean into life without fear of failure.
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It’s been such a beautiful experience watching my mom write this book. She absolutely loved every second of the process. She’s spent so much time interviewing people, writing, rewriting, and doing research. Her passion is infectious and inspiring. That’s success! She has already succeeded because she’s cultivated an environment and headspace where she feels motivated to fearlessly spend hours passionately writing about her children whom she loves endlessly.

As you read this book—the ups, downs, wins, losses, joys, struggles—I encourage you to notice the through line of love and support and the butterfly effect they cause over time. Whether you’re pursuing your dreams, raising a child with big dreams, or simply curious about the untold story of that tall dude from Pentatonix, I hope this book leaves you inspired and motivated to lean into life and love and pursue your passions, however big or small. (My mom tends to have that effect on people.) You’d be surprised what wonderful things it can attract into your life!

[image: ]

Love you, Mom! Go get ’em!


Preface

As a mother, witnessing your child achieve their dreams is one of life’s greatest joys.

From being that toddler in the day care center whose mouth was taped shut for singing too much to touring the world with the Grammy-winning a cappella group Pentatonix and living his best life with husband Mark, my son Scott Hoying has had a remarkable journey.

Scott’s passion for music was unmistakable even at a young age. His dedication and creativity set him apart, sending him on a path to extraordinary success. His road to stardom was filled with moments of triumph and adversity, enduring support, and relentless pursuit of excellence.

This book delves into Scott’s story, highlighting the values, principles, and pivotal moments that shaped the way his musical career and life evolved. It’s a reflection on nurturing talent, resilience, and the impact of a supportive family. My husband and I are proud to have raised three incredibly successful children, each with their own unique paths. For parents, educators, and aspiring artists, this book offers insights and inspiration from Scott’s experiences.

Welcome to Scott’s story.

Welcome to our story.
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Over the years I have often been approached by people posing several questions: What did we do to help Scott achieve his dream of having a successful music career? What is the secret to raising three successful children? Then there’s the million-dollar question: Who is the musician in the family, Rick or me? Occasionally, people suggested I offer classes, give talks, or even write a book regarding the above questions. So I’ve taken up the challenge. The bulk of this work discusses Scott’s musical journey, including the rise of Pentatonix, peppered with some parenting insights I’ve learned as a mother of three children. I also provide a glimpse into our family’s musical heritage.

I discuss Scott’s decision to come out to me as gay at the age of seventeen. This was a pivotal moment in his life, filled with both heavy emotions and personal challenges as well as significant accomplishments. It was also the beginning of my journey to fully understand and accept his true self. Through love, open conversations, and steadfast support, I embraced his identity and stood by him as he pursued his dreams, aware of the challenges I knew he would face. “Coming out” as a teenager is often fraught with difficulties, and for Scott, this experience was intensified by his aspirations to pursue a career in the public eye. I dive into the challenges Scott and many LGBTQ+ teens encounter: fear of rejection, bullying, and the pressure to conform to societal norms.

Initially, I never thought I could write a book about Scott and our life in general, and I’m not sure why I’ve decided to do it now. Maybe Scott, with all his creative energy, inspires me to do things I wouldn’t normally think I could do. Maybe it’s because I’m retired, and I have the time. But I think it is deeper than that. When Scott got married, in July 2023, I felt like it was the end of an era, the closing of a chapter. Our last child, “the baby” of the family, was now married. It made me think of what a life we’d had up to that point and that is when, for the first time, I thought to myself, Maybe I will write a book. Raising three children over thirty years, the ups and downs, the challenges, Scott’s musical journey, all the adventures—these might be interesting to people, and it would be a detailed journal for our family. Whatever the case, I’m happy I decided to take on this project.

Through the process, I’ve reconnected with numerous individuals who played a significant role in Scott’s musical upbringing, and I’ve gained new insights into the musical heritage of my family. There are striking parallels between Scott’s musical talents and those of his grandmother and even his great-great-grandmother, Grandma Bottens. Grandma Bottens’s life story has even inspired the story of yet another project for Scott.

[image: ]

We always encouraged our children to explore a variety of activities. In their early years, we chose activities for them with a broader purpose in mind: to nurture their mind, body, and soul. When they were young, I made them all take up swimming and soccer. Lindsay and Lauren participated in dance. Ironically, Scott didn’t take dance, but it turns out he has become an incredible dancer!

That covered the “body” part. For the “mind,” along with school and reading every day, we played board games and brain games and always asked them questions, making them think about things. Church activities and music gave them a foundation for their “souls.”

As they grew older, they chose activities that interested them. For Scott, our youngest child (six and eight years younger than his sisters), it was a blend of music and basketball, with music eventually taking center stage. He also loved video games and, as is the case with many folks nowadays, probably spent a little too much time absorbed in these digital worlds.

Lauren, our middle child, found her calling in music and volleyball. During high school, volleyball took precedence, even helping her lead her high school team to the final four state championships two years in a row and make the Junior Olympic VB team. She still pursued singing whenever possible. Today she’s thriving as the lead singer of a band, performing gigs regularly. Lauren also had a passion for airplanes, like her dad. She has worked at Lockheed Martin for sixteen years in aeronautics, and because of her, we get VIP treatment at airshows all over.

Lindsay, our oldest, on the other hand, developed a love for learning and languages at a very young age. I remember her obsessing about Spanish class in kindergarten, and she became fluent in German as an exchange student during her junior year of high school. Growing up, she learned several instruments, played volleyball, and did photography, but languages stuck with her. She joined the US Navy after college and has spent her career traveling the world as a linguist, learning several languages and dialects. She currently teaches at the Defense Language Institute for the Navy and has added several more degrees in the process. Lindsay has been stationed all over the world, giving us the opportunity to visit her in these amazing and interesting places. On the side, she still does photography and videography.
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I believe it’s important to let your child discover their own paths. Not everyone in our family tree was afforded such freedom until much later in life. Rick and I, probably like most parents, had no idea what we were doing in the beginning. In hindsight, giving them that freedom was the most important thing we did. We never tried to force any of our kids into what we wanted them to be. We are not perfect and we made mistakes, but we loved them, accepted them for who they were, and supported them in pursuing their goals however we could. We worked hard to provide them opportunities, and it allowed our kids to develop and hone their talents.

While I revisited old notes and calendars accumulated over the years and pored over pictures and videos to help me reconstruct Scott’s journey, I couldn’t help but think of that little boy with blond hair and blue eyes who captivated the family with heartfelt renditions of songs from The Lion King at the age of just two.

During the writing of this book, I had conversations with his friends, choir directors, vocal coaches, piano teachers, recording engineers, record producers, and many of the people involved with Pentatonix over the last thirteen years, which revealed a wealth of untold stories. I was reminded of many moments that had long been forgotten. I was able to hear anecdotes, behind-the-scenes stories, and unique insights—some of which were new to me—that provided an even deeper understanding of Scott’s life up to the age of thirty. While it was challenging to find detailed records for some years, I’ve striven to piece together as complete a narrative as I could. These conversations became a treasure trove of memories, causing a flood of emotions. The rekindling of these memories makes Rick and I all the more proud of what Scott and his sisters have accomplished.

At nineteen years old, Scott found himself catapulted into the beginnings of a career he had long pursued. However, his journey toward this pivotal moment didn’t commence in his teens. From a young age, Scott dedicated himself tirelessly to his passion for music.

By the time Pentatonix began to rise, Scott had already amassed a wealth of experience and expertise, setting a solid foundation for the extraordinary career that awaited him. All these years of effort have come to fruition at his (still) young age. His story serves as a testament to the power of persistence and the rewards of pursuing one’s dreams from early on. It’s also a story of community and living life as your most authentic and true self.

You’ll explore Scott’s personal experiences, the obstacles he encountered, and how he overcame them. You’ll also share in the lessons he’s learned along the way and how his attitude played a role in his achievements. He is a fountain of optimism!
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Scott lives by two quotes:


What would you do if you knew you could not fail?



I believe that is why he never hesitates to start another new project. And


When one door closes, another one will open.



That is why rejections never slowed him down, and I suspect they never will.


Chapter 1

 From One Generation to Another

Nick Lachey was onstage, and he paused before announcing the winner of The Sing-Off. The air was thick, and the audience was at the edge of their seats. During what felt like an eternity, all I could think was, They have to win.

Scott had worked so hard for this most of his life, and if Nick didn’t announce Pentatonix as the winner, I might have had a meltdown. This moment felt like the culmination of so many years of dreams, hard work, and unstoppable determination. I couldn’t help but think back to when Scott was just four years old, standing in our living room, as he declared he wanted to sing for people all over the world to make them happy. That innocent statement was the beginning of an incredible journey that has taken us through countless piano lessons, voice lessons, choir practices, auditions, and late-night rehearsals.

Sitting in the audience, I felt an overwhelming sense of gratitude for every moment, every note sung, and every obstacle overcome. This moment was more than just the announcement of a winner—it was the validation of Scott’s lifelong passion.
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We knew from an early age that Scott was blessed with a musical gift. He has a combination of genetic predisposition, skills gained from long hours of practice, and an intense passion that began when he was very young. Music always came naturally to him, and considering our family’s musical past, it’s not all that surprising.

Scott’s great-great-grandmother was Sylvia Lincoln-Lasswell-Rose-Bottens, though I always knew her as Grandma Bottens because she was with her third husband, Henry Bottens, by the time I was born. And what a history this grandma has–buckle up!

Throughout the years, it was said that we were related to Abraham Lincoln, the connection tracing back to Great-Grandma Botten’s grandfather, Eli Lincoln. This was a source of fascination for our family. In grade school, when the teacher would ask, “What is an interesting fact about you?”, I was always quick to say, “I’m related to Abe Lincoln.” However, as more ancestry sites have come out regarding genealogy, my sister, Kathy, did a deep dive. She couldn’t find the exact connection, but she did discover that Eli’s family and Abe’s family originated from the same place in England and later lived near each other in Illinois. I have a picture of Eli, and the resemblance to Abraham Lincoln is striking. With his tall stature, distinctive facial features, and similar eyes, Eli looks like Abe’s twin. So until proven otherwise, I’m choosing to believe we are related.

Grandma Bottens may not have been a president, but she was definitely interesting in her own right. She defied the social norms of her era and was a rebel back in the early 1900s. My mom used to tell me that Grandma Bottens was the epitome of a “women’s libber” and loved that she went to protests, fighting for a woman’s right to vote. Her three marriages were pretty scandalous for the time. Most women seldom got divorced once, let alone multiple times in the early 1900s.

More importantly, Grandma Bottens had a passion for jazz music and a talent on the piano, despite being unable to read music (she strictly played by ear). She also had a grit or gumption that led her to put together a jazz band. Her band included two of my mom’s uncles, Jack and Joe, and they traveled all over the United States with Grandma Bottens as their pianist, entertaining audiences in dives, saloons, and other venues. Even though she was never famous, I like to think of her as one of the many groundbreaking women who helped pave the way for today’s female musicians or anyone who deviated from musical norms.

After her second divorce, she packed her bags and brought her seven-year-old son (my grandfather) with her onto a train to New Mexico. There she decided to stay put for a bit to give him some semblance of a normal life, and she earned a living playing piano at a local saloon to earn money. While this wasn’t exactly the most common lifestyle for a woman back then, she still did well enough to support them. By the time she married her third husband, she had moved back to Iowa, where she continued to play the piano in local venues.

Grandma Bottens lived with us in her later years, and I remember her giving piano lessons to my older sister, Barb, while I sat nearby and watched. When each lesson was over, they would play and sing Grandma Botten’s favorite song, “Red Sails in the Sunset,” a classic written by Hugh Williams. Afterward, she would treat us to chocolate chip cookies and milk and tell us stories of the “good ol’ days.” I was very young at the time, but I loved listening to her talk about her adventures. She would talk about the Roaring Twenties, Prohibition (although Grandma said most people got around it, and she was very familiar with “speakeasy” establishments), women’s suffrage, and of course, her days of playing the piano in saloons. When Barb and I recently were talking about Grandma Bottens for the book, we both laughed when Barb said, “She remembered some wild stories she used to tell us.”

Grandma Bottens had many talents and passions. In her later years, she made beautiful quilts—one she called “Grandma’s Flower Garden,” which Barb displays in her home. Barb must have inherited her quilting skills, because she has made dozens of them over the years. She also loved playing checkers, a game she taught us with patience. It seems a bit unfair that we each inherited different aspects of her obsessions: Scott with her love for music, Barb with her quilting skills, and me with her chocolate chip cookie obsession (although I can play a pretty mean game of checkers—just ask my grandsons). It’s a small but sweet connection to her.

Even though I was young when she passed away, Grandma Bottens made a lasting impression on Barb and me. One night, Barb told me that she was out with her friends, and they were going to a movie. All of a sudden, she heard someone call out her name. It sounded like Grandma Bottens’s voice. When she turned around, no one was there. She had a bad feeling and wanted to go home, but her friends talked her out of it. Sadly, that night Grandma Bottens passed away.

I had six siblings in total, including Barb, and out of all of us, Barb was the closest to Grandma Bottens. She was devastated and really felt like Grandma Bottens was saying goodbye to her that night. I may not remember all the stories, but I do remember Grandma Bottens being sweet and also a little spicy. I would learn later, she was especially spicy, even a bit feisty, in her younger years as a jazz musician, unafraid of walking her own path, her way. 
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Scott’s grandmother (my mother, Arlene Lasswell Hoenig) also deeply loved music from a young age, and her extraordinary talent did not go unnoticed. When she graduated from high school in 1942, she was offered a scholarship to a music school in Chicago—an opportunity that could have changed the direction of her life. Despite growing up with a musical mother, my grandfather refused to let her go. My mother believed his decision may have been influenced by his own tumultuous upbringing, marked by constant travel and multiple stepdads. Regardless of her potential and talent, my mother wasn’t allowed to attend college in Chicago to study music; instead, she stayed in her hometown of Fort Madison, Iowa.
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Figure 1.1  Great-Grandma Bottens and her band, Melody Kings. Author's family photo.



Not long after that, my mother married my dad. She stayed home, raised seven children, and became a foster parent to several more. As a child, I remember my mom singing beautiful power ballads like “Somewhere over the Rainbow” while she did chores around the house. Her voice was very powerful and would fill our home with warmth. In church, she was often a featured soloist, singing moving renditions of hymns like “How Great Thou Art” and “The Lord’s Prayer.” She also played piano by ear only and wrote a book of poems/songs. She had a musical passion that lived within her and continued to inspire her until her dying day.

My dad shared a musical interest with her. He loved to sing and would often belt out hymns at church. However, unlike her, he was tone-deaf and blissfully unaware of it. His enthusiastic singing was loud and off-key, and while part of me wanted to ask him to stop, I never did, because it was clear how much joy it brought him. Despite her amazing voice, my mom never said a word or even gave him a funny look. It must have driven her crazy, but she never let it show. Perhaps she saw the joy, too, and it trumped his distance from the actual pitch.
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On many occasions, I’ve found myself seated in an audience, captivated by the songs sung by Scott or my daughter, Lauren, who is also musical, whether it’s a ballad or the national anthem. In those moments, nostalgia washes over me, thinking about my mother’s own strong voice. I can’t help but connect her musical talent to theirs. I miss her, and sometimes I am also sad for her, wondering what her life would have been like if she had taken a different path. Of course, that path might not have included me, which means Lindsay, Lauren, and Scott would not be here either. I shudder to think about that scenario and the music the world would have never experienced. 
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Figure 1.2  My mother in her younger years. Author's family photo.



Despite motherhood and family responsibilities, music was still a part of my mother’s life. She continued singing at churches around Iowa, Illinois, and Missouri and starred in local musicals. But my grandfather’s refusal to let her attend college in Chicago wasn’t the end of her college dreams. At fifty-two, after my siblings and I were grown, she pursued her deferred dream and enrolled in college to study music. In 1981, almost forty years after her first opportunity to study music in college, she graduated with a degree in music.

I was so proud of her. She could have easily left life as it was; she already had a life she could be proud of. Her perseverance was a testament to her lifelong love of music and a lesson for me: You can follow your dreams and passions at any time.

Her tenacity and our family legacy of music and independence is a thread throughout generations of my family. But, whether through coincidence or something else, the musical inclination seems to skip every other generation. I played clarinet in high school and was in a few musicals (no lead roles). But that is about as far as I went with music until the COVID-19 pandemic, when I took an online piano course at home. I enjoyed that class immensely, but it’s nothing compared to the devotion and undeniable talents of Grandma Bottens, my mom, or Scott.
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My husband Rick has always had a passion for music too. I love hearing him play guitar and sing, and I am still in awe of his creativity and ability to express himself through music. He had no formal training but still wrote songs, taught himself to play guitar, and sang most of his life. When Rick and I were dating, he would come over to my apartment, play his guitar, and sing. I’m pretty sure that’s part of why I fell in love with him. 
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Figure 1.3  Rick and his guitar. Author's family photo.



Rick and I met at a bar called The Slope, in Winter Park, Colorado. I was engaged at the time but was having doubts about the upcoming wedding. I fell head over heels for Rick and quickly broke it off with my fiancé. It reminds me a little of Grandma Bottens, maybe, but I wasn’t married yet.

My first date with Rick was a Kenny Loggins concert at the iconic Red Rocks in Denver. In 2013, we had a full-circle moment when Pentatonix opened for Kenny Loggins at South by Southwest in Austin. After the concert, I had the privilege of meeting the legendary artist, thanks to Scott, and was able to share our memories of him during that unforgettable night in Denver. I knew from the beginning that Rick was it for me, and over forty years later, I am still so in love (and a fan of Kenny Loggins). 
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Figure 1.4  Rick and I met Kenny Loggins thirty years after our first date going to his concert. Author's family photo.



Rick wrote many songs in his twenties, and little did he know that two of them would reappear forty years later. For Rick’s sixtieth birthday, Scott wanted to do something really special. Scott found two songs on an old cassette tape of Rick’s: One was a tribute to his own mother, “Praise of a Good Woman,” and the other was about ladies playing games, “Games” (this was before we met). In secret, Scott decided to rerecord both original songs, keeping Rick’s vocals, adding his own, and turning both songs into duets.

When Rick’s sixtieth birthday came around, our family and friends got together to celebrate the milestone. As the evening unfolded, Scott stood up and asked everyone to listen for a moment. With a smile, he announced the surprise: two new recordings of Rick’s old songs, now reimagined with both of their voices. Hearing Scott’s voice blend with his own from so many years ago is hard to describe. It was overwhelming for Rick—really, for all of us—to hear the old crackling tape and my husband’s voice from forty years before, combined with my son’s, likely around the same age. It was as if the past and present had come together at that moment. My husband says that birthday party was one of the most touching moments of his life, not just celebrating his sixty years, but demonstrating the powerful bond between father and son. ♪

Rick also wrote songs about events in our life. I still think about the song Rick wrote when our oldest daughter, Lindsay, was born. That was a scary time. After a complicated labor, she was born blue and not breathing. We thought we had lost her. But after six days in the NICU, we finally brought her home. Before I even got home from the hospital, Rick had written a beautiful song.

As our family grew, Rick continued to weave music and creativity into our everyday lives. Rick would sing bedtime songs to our children and was particularly effective at lulling them to sleep. These were not your everyday bedtime songs but unique, original songs every time. He would make songs up on the spot that were tailored to each child. The lyrics were about them or summarized the day or talked about upcoming events. These are some of my favorite memories of those early years.

One time, Lindsay and Lauren were fighting and whining at me to settle their argument. I was getting very frustrated with the situation, and all I could think to do was to tell them that if they didn’t work it out, Dad wouldn’t sing to them that night. Surprisingly, it worked, and they immediately came to an agreement. I’m not sure threats are the best parenting approach, but sometimes you gotta get creative.
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Figure 1.5  Rick and Scott at the piano. Author's family photo.
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Scott’s musical influences in our home extended beyond Rick. He was also inspired by his sisters, Lindsay on the piano or one of her other instruments and Lauren singing around the house and at various places around the Dallas/Fort Worth area. When Scott arrived, music surrounded him in our home, and he immediately joined in. He learned to appreciate different instruments, various music genres, and varied vocal styles. Musical talent and a shared love of music connected Scott and his sisters early on. Between the three of them, the sound of singing, piano, guitar, violin, and for a bit, even oboe, saxophone, and bassoon were ever-present around the house. Every week, at least one of the kids had another recital, concert, or other music-related activity.

During the early years, we bought a karaoke machine, which quickly became a favorite, complete with frequent impromptu karaoke nights. It became almost a daily ritual, with Scott and Lauren enthusiastically belting out songs. Rick also captured just about everything we did through video, so I can still go back and relive a toddler Scott and an eight-year-old Lauren pouring their hearts into each performance. One of our favorites was Lauren singing Anne Murray’s “Something’ to Talk About,” which is one of the first songs Scott remembers.
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